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THE TWO NOBLE KINSMEN, 
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EDITED BY 
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Ato. in 1622, and again in 1630. 
occupying the same place in each. 


EY yn 


The Duke of Venice. 

BRABANTIO, a Senator of Venice. 
Other Senators. 

GRATIANO, Brother to Brabantio. 
Lopovico, Kzzsman to Brabantio. 
OTHELLO, the Moor, a Venetian General. 
Cassio, Azs Lieutenant. 

1aco, his Anczent. 

RODERIGO, a Venetian Gentleman. 
MoNTANO, Governor of Cyprus. 
Clown, Servant to Othello. 
Herald. Sailor. 


DRAMATIS PERSONZ:|' 


DESDEMONA, Daughter to Brabantio, and Wife to Othello. 


EmILiA, W2fe to lago, attending upon Desdemona. 


BIANCA, Mistress to Cassio. 


Officers, Gentlemen, Messengers, Musicians, Attendants, etc. 


SCENE, for Act I, in Venice ; during the rest of the Play, ata 


Seaport in Cyprus. 


1 This tragedy, founded upon an Italian novel (by Giraldi Cinthfo, 
of which no contemporary translation is known), was first printed in 
It is contained in all the folios, 
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SCENE I.—Venice. A Street. 


Enter RODERIGO and IAGO. 


Rod. TuSH! never tell me ;? I take it much unkindly, 
That thou, Iago, who hast had my purse, 
As if the strings were thine, shouldst know of this. 
Lago. ’Sblood ! ‘but you will not hear me: 
If ever I did dream of such a matter, abhor me. 
Rod. Thou told’st me thou didst hold him in thy hate. 
Iago. Despise me, if 1 do not. Three great ones of the 
city, 
In personal suit, to make me his lieutenant, 
Oft capp’d to him ; and, by the faith of man, 
I know my price: I am worth no worse a place ; 
But he, as loving his own pride and purposes, 
Evades them, with a bombast circumstance 
Horribly stuff’d with epithets of war ; 
And, in conclusion, 
Nonsuits my mediators ; for Certes, says he, 


2 TusH ! never tell me,]. The interjection, “Tush”, may have been 
formed from hush, while ud (often used) was probably an abbrevia- 
tion of Zell you what. 
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1 have already chose my officer. And what was he? 

Forsooth, a great arithmetician, 

One Michael Cassio, a Florentine, 

A fellow almost damn’d in a fair wife ;? 

That never set a squadron in the field, 

Nor the division of a battle knows 

More than a spinster ; unless the bookish theoric, 

Wherein the toged consuls can propose 

As masterly as he: mere prattle, without practice, 

Is all his soldiership. But he, sir, had th’ election ; 

And I—of whom his eyes had seen the proof, 

At Rhodes, at Cyprus, and on other grounds 

Christian and heathen,—must be be-lee’d and calm’d 

By debitor and creditor, this counter-caster : 

He, in good time, must his lieutenant be, 

And I, (God bless the mark !) his Moorship’s ancient. 
Rod. By heaven, I rather would have been his hangman. 
Jago. But there’s no remedy : ’tis the curse of service, 

Preferment goes by letter, and affection, 

Not by the old gradation, where each second 

Stood heir t’ the first.—Now, sir, be judge yourself, 

Whether I in any just term am affin’d 

To love the Moor. 

Rod. I would not follow him, then. 
lago. ©, sit content your; 

I follow him to serve my turn upon him: 

We cannot all be masters, nor all masters 

Cannot be truly follow’d. - You shall mark 


3 —almost damn’d in a fair WIFE ;] It appears by a subsequent part 
of the play (act iv, sc. 1) that the belief then was that Cassio was 
soon to be married to Bianca. 
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Many a duteous and knee-crooking knave, 
That, doting on his own obsequious bondage, 
Wears out his time, much like his master’s ass, 
For nought but provender; and when he’s old, cashier'd : 
Whip me such honest knaves. Others there are, 
Who, trimm’d in forms and visages of duty, 
Keep yet their hearts attending on themselves ; 
And, throwing but shows of service on their lords, 
Do well thrive by them ; and when they have lin’d their 
coats, 

Do themselves homage. These fellows have some soul ; 
And such a one do I profess myself. 
For, sir, 
It is as sure as you are Roderigo, 
Were I the Moor, I would not be Iago: 
In following him I follow but myself ; 
Heaven is my judge, not I for love and duty, 
But seeming so, for my peculiar end: 
For when my outward action doth demonstrate 
The native act and figure of my heart 
In compliment extern, ’tis not long after 
But I will wear my heart upon my sleeve 
For daws to peck at. I am not what I am. 

Rod. What a full fortune does the thick-lips owe, 
If he can carry ’t thus ! 

Lago. Call up her father ; 
Rouse him: make after him, poison his delight, 
Proclaim him in the streets: incense her kinsmen ; 
And though he in a fertile climate dwell, 
Plague him with flies : though that his joy be joy, 
Yet throw such changes of vexation on 't, 
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As it may lose some colour. 
Rod. Here is her father’s house: I'l] call aloud. 
Iago. Do ; with like timorous accent, and dire yell, 
As when, by night and negligence, the fire 
Is spied in populous cities. 
Rod. What ho! Brabantio! signior Brabantio, ho! 
Iago. Awake! what, ho! Brabantio! thieves! thieves! 
thieves ! 
Look to your house, your daughter, and your bags. 
Thieves! thieves! 


Enter BRABANTIO, at a window, in his night-dress. 


Bra. What is the reason of this terrible summons ? 
What is the matter there ? 
Rod. Signior, is all your family within ? 
fago. Are your doors lock’d? 
Lra. Why ? wherefore ask you this ? 
fago. Zounds, sir! you are robb’d; for shame, put on 
your gown ; 
Your heart is burst ; you have lost half your soul: 
Even now, now, very now, an old black ram 
Is tupping your white ewe. Arise, arise ! 
Awake the snorting citizens with the bell, 
Or else the devil will make a grandsire of you. 
‘ Nise lisa ye 
Lra. What! have you lost your wits ? 
Rod. Most reverend signior, do you know my voice ? 
Bra. Not 1: what are you? 
Rod. My name is Roderigo. 
Bra. The worse welcome : 
I have charg’d thee not to haunt about my doors : 
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In honest plainness thou hast heard me say, 
My daughter is not for thee ; and now, in madness, 
Being full of supper and distempering draughts, 
Upon malicious bravery dost thou come 
To start my quiet. 
Rod. Sir, sir, sit,— 
Bra. But thou must needs be sure, 
My spirit and my place have in them power 
To make this bitter to thee. 

Rod. Patience, good sir. 

Bra. What tell’st thou me of robbing ? this is Venice : 
My house is not a grange. 

Rod. Most grave Brabantio, 

In simple and pure soul I come to you. 

Iago. Zounds, sir! you are one of those that will not 
serve God, if the devil bid you. Because we come to do you 
service, and you think we are ruffians, you’ll have your 
daughter covered with a Barbary horse ; you ‘ll have your 
nephews neigh to you; youll have coursers for cousins, 
and gennets for germans. 

Bra, What profane wretch art thou? 

Tago. 1am one, sir, that comes to tell you, your daughter 
and the Moor are now making the beast with two backs. 

Bra. Thou art a villain. 

Lago. You are—a senator. 

Bra. This thou shalt answer: I know thee, Roderigo. 

Rod. Sir, 1 will answer anything. But I beseech you, 
If ’t be your pleasure, and most wise consent, 

(As partly, I find, it is) that your fair daughter, 
At this odd-even and dull watch o’ the night, 
Transported with no worse nor better guard, 
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But with a knave of common hire, a gondolier, 

To the gross clasps of a lascivious Moor, 

If this be known to you, and your allowance, 

We then have done you bold and saucy wrongs : 

But if you know not this, my manners tell me, 

We have your wrong rebuke. Do not believe, 

That from the sense of all civility, 

I thus would play and trifle with your reverence : 

Your daughter, if you have not given her leave, 

I say again, hath made a gross revolt, 

Tying her duty, beauty, wit, and fortunes, 

In an extravagant and wheeling stranger, 

Of here and everywhere. Straight satisfy yourself: 

If she be in her chamber, or your house, 

Let loose on me the justice of the state 

For thus deluding you. 
Bra. Strike on the tinder, ho! 

Give me a taper !—call up all my people !— 

This accident is not unlike my dream ; 

Belief of it oppresses me already.— 

Light, I say! light! [Exit in haste from above. 
Lago. Farewell, for I must leave you: 

It seems not meet, nor wholesome to my place, 

To be produc’d (as if I stay I shall) 

Against the Moor: for, I do know, the state— 

However this may gall him with some check— 

Cannot with safety cast him ; for he’s embark’d 

With such loud reason to the Cyprus wars, 

(Which even now stand in act) that, for their souls, 

Another of his fathom they have none, 

To lead their business : in which regard, 


SC. E.] 


The Moor of Venice. 


Though I do hate him as I do hell pains, 
Yet for necessity of present life, 

I must show out a flag and sign of love, 
Which is indeed but sign. That you shall surely find him, 
Lead to the Sagittary* the raised search, 
And there will I be with him. So, farewell. 


eee 0k 


Enter below, BRABANTIO, and Servants with torches. 


Bra. It is too true an evil: gone she is ; 
And what’s to come of my despised time, 
Is nought but bitterness.—Now, Roderigo, 


Where didst thou see her ?—O, unhappy girl !— 


With the Moor, say’st thou 2—Who would be a father_2— 
How didst thou know ’twas she ?—O ! she deceives me 
Past thought,—What said she to you ?—Get more tapers ! 
Raise all my kindred !—Are they married, think you? 
Rod. Truly, I think they are. 
Bra. O heaven !—How got she out ?O, treason of the 


blood !— 


Fathers, from hence trust not your daughters’ minds 
By what you see them act.—Are there not charms, 


By which the property of youth and maidhood 


May be abus’d? 


Have you not read, Roderigo, 


Of some such thing ? 


Rod. 


Yes, sir; I have indeed. 


Bra. Call up my brother.—O, that you had had her !— 
Some one way, some another.—Do you know 
Where we may apprehend her and the Moor? 


4 Lead to the SAGITTARY] The Sagzttary was the name of the 


house in which Othello then resided. 
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Rod. 1 think I can discover him, if you please 
To get good guard, and go along with me. 
Bra. Pray you, lead on. At every house I'll call ; 
I may command at most.—Get weapons, ho! 
And raise some special officers of night— 
On, good Roderigo ; I'll deserve your pains. [EA xeunt. 


ScENE I].—TZhe Same. Another Street. 


Enter OTHELLO, IAGO, and Attendants, wth torches. 


Jago. Though in the trade of war I have slain men, 
Yet do I hold it very stuff o’ the conscience 
To do no contrivd murder: I lack iniquity 
Sometimes, to do me service. Nine or ten times 
I had thought to have yerk’d him here, under the ribs. 
Oth. Vis better as itis: 
Lago. Nay, but he prated, 
And spoke such scurvy and provoking terms 
Against your honour, 
That,.with the little godliness I have, 
I did full hard forbear him. But, I pray, sir, 
Are you fast married ? for, be sure of this, 
That the magnifico is much beloved ; 
And hath, in his effect, a voice potential 
As double as the duke’s: he will divorce you ; 
Or put upon you what restraint, or grievance, 
The law (with all his might to enforce it on) 
Will give him cable. 
Oth. Let him do his spite: 
My services, which I have done the signiory, 
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Shall out-tongue his complaints. Tis yet to know, 
(Which, when I know that boasting is an honour, 
I shall promulgate), I fetch my life and being 
From men of royal siege ; and my demerits® 
May speak, unbonneted, to as proud a fortune 
As this that I have reach’d: for know, Iago, 
But that I love the gentle Desdemona, il 
I would not my unhoused free condition 
Put into circumscription and confine 
For the sea’s worth —But, look ! what lights come yonder? 
Iago. These are the raised father and his friends: 
You were best go in. 
Oth. Not I; I must be found: 
My parts, my title, and my perfect soul 
Shall manifest me rightly. Is it they? 
Iago. By Janus, I think no. 


4b. 


Enter CASSI0, and certain Officers with torches. 


Oth. The servants of the duke, and my lieutenant.— 
The goodness of the night upon you, friends : 
What is the news? 
Cas. The duke does greet you, general ; 
And he requires your haste, post-haste appearance, 
Even on the instant. 
Oth. What is the matter, think you? 
Cas. Something from Cyprus: as I may divine, | 
It is a business of some heat: the galleys 
Have sent a dozen sequent messengers 


S SIEGE; and my DEMERITS] “Siege” means seat, or throne. 
‘“ Demerits” was constantly used for merzts by authors of the time. 


12 Othello, [ACiai, 


This very night at one another’s heels ; 

And many of the consuls, rais’d and met, 

Are at the duke’s already. You have been hotly call’d for ; 
When being not at your Jodging to be found, 

The senate sent about three several quests, 

To search you out. 


Oth. ’Tis well I am found by you. 

I will but spend a word here in the house, 

And go with you. [ Lxit. 
Cas Ancient, what makes he here ? 


Jago. ’Faith, he to-night hath boarded a land-carack :° 
If it prove lawful prize, he’s made for ever. 

Cas. I do not understand. 

Lago. He’s married. 

Cas. To whom ? 

Re-enter OTHELLO. 

lago. Marry, to—Come, captain, will you go? 

Oth. Have with you. 

Cas. Here comes another troop to seek for you. 

lago. It is Brabantio.—General, be advis’d : 
He comes to bad intent. 


Luter BRABANTIO, RODERIGO, and Officers with torches. 


Oth. Holla! stand there! 
Rod. Signior, it is the Moor. 
Bra. Down with him, thief! 


[Zhey draw on both sides. 
fago. You, Roderigo ! come, sir, I am for you. 
Oth. Keep up your bright swords, for the dew will rust 
them.— 


6 


a land CARACK;] A carack signifies a vessel of bulk, con- 
structed to carry merchandise. 
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Good signior, you shall more command with years, 
Than with your weapons. 

Bra. O, thou foul thief! where hast thou ’stowd my 

daughter ? 

Damn’d as thou art, thou hast enchanted her ; 
For I ’ll refer me to all things of sense, 
If she in chains of magic were not bound, 
Whether a maid so tender, fair, and happy, 
So opposite to marriage that she shunn’d 
The wealthy curled darlings of our nation, 
Would ever have, to incur a general mock, 
Run from her guardage to the sooty bosom 
Of such a thing as thou ; to fear, not to delight. 
Judge me the world, if ’tis not gross in sense 
That thou hast practis’d on her with foul charms ; 
Abus’d her delicate youth with drugs or minerals, 
That weaken motion.—I ’ll have ’t disputed on ; 
’Tis probable, and palpable to thinking. 
I therefore apprehend, and do attach thee 
For an abuser of the world, a practiser 
Of arts inhibited and out of warrant.— 
Lay hold upon him! if he do resist, 
Subdue him at his peril. 

Oth. Hold your hands, 
Both you of my inclining, and the rest : 
Were it my cue to fight, I should have known it 
Without a prompter—Where will you that I go 
To answer this your charge ? 

Bra. To prison ; till fit time 
Of law, and course of direct session, 
Call thee to answer. 


Pl a i 
es 


14 Othello, 


Oth. What if I do obey ? 
How may the duke be therewith satisfied, 
Whose messengers are here about my side, 
Upon some present business of the state, 
To bring me to him? 
Off. ’Tis true, most worthy signior : 
The duke’s in council, and your noble self, 
I am sure, is sent for. 
Lra. How! the duke in council! 
In this time of the night !—Bring him away. 
Mine’s not an idle cause: the duke himself, 
Or any of my brothers of the state, 
Cannot but feel this wrong as ’t were their own ; 
For if such actions may have passage free, . 
Bond-slaves and pagans shall our statesmen be. [/euzt. 


ScENE III.—A Council-Chamber in Venice. 


The DUKE and Senators, sitting at a table ; Officers 
attending them. 


Duke. There is no composition in these news, 
That gives them credit. 

First Senator. Indeed, they are disproportion’d : 
My letters say a hundred and seven galleys. 

Duke. And mine, a hundred and forty. 

Sec. Sen. And mine, two hundred : 
But though-they jump not on a just account, 
(As in these cases, where the aim reports, 
"Tis oft with difference) yet do they all confirm 
A Turkish fleet, and bearing up to Cyprus. 


See Tiss| 


Duke. Nay, it is possible enough to judgment. 


The Moor of Venice. 


I do not so secure me in the error, 
But the main article I do approve 


In fearful sense. 


Sailor [Within]. What ho! what ho! what ho! 
Enter an Officer, followed by a Sailor. 


Off. A messenger from the galleys. 


- Duke. 


Sail, The Turkish preparation makes for Rhodes : 


15 


Now, the business ? 


So was I bid report here to the state 


By signior Angelo. 


Duke. How say you by this change? 


First Senator. 


By no assay of reason: ’tis a pageant, 


To keep us in false gaze. 
The importancy of Cyprus to the Turk ; 

And let ourselves again but understand, 

That as it more concerns the Turk than Rhodes, 
So may he with more facile question bear it, 
For that it stands not in such warlike brace, 


But altogether lacks th’ abilities 
That Rhodes is dress’d in :—if we make thought of this, 


We must not think the Turk is so unskilful, 
To leave that latest which concerns him first ; 
Neglecting an attempt of ease and gain, 
To wake, and wage, a danger profitless. 
Duke. Nay, in all confidence, he’s not for Rhodes. 


Off. Here is more news. 


Enter a Messenger. 


Mess. The Ottomites, reverend and gracious, 


When we consider 


“This cannot be. 


f 
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Steering with due course toward the isle of Rhodes, 
Have there injointed them with an after fleet. 
First Sen. Ay, so I thought—How many, as you guess ? 
Mess. Of thirty sail ; and now do they re-stem 
Their backward course, bearing with frank appearance 
Their purposes towards Cyprus.—Signior Montano, 
Your trusty and most valiant servitor, 
With his free duty recommends you thus, 
And prays you to believe him. 
Duke. ’Tis certain, then, for Cyprus.— 
Marcus Luccicos, is not he in town ? 
First Sen. He’s now in Florence. 
Duke. Write, from us to him: post, post-haste dispatch. 
First Sen. Here comes Brabantio, and the valiant Moor. 


Entey BRABANTIO, OTHELLO, IAGO, RODERIGO, and 
Officers. 


Duke. Valiant Othello, we must straight employ you 
Against the general enemy Ottoman.— 
I did not see you ; welcome, gentle signior ; [Zo BRA. 
We lack’d your counsel and your help to-night. 

Bra. So did I yours. Good your grace, pardon me ; 
Neither my place, nor aught I heard of business, 
Hath rais’d me from my bed ; nor doth the general care 
Take hold of me; for my particular grief 
Is of so flood-gate and o’er-bearing nature, 
That it engluts and swallows other sorrows, 
And it is still itself. 

Duke. Why, what’s the matter ? 

Bra, My daughter! O, my daughter ! 

Sen. Dead ? 
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Bra. Ay, to me ; 
She is abus’d, stol’n from me, and corrupted 
By spells and medicines bought of mountebanks ; 

For nature so preposterously to err, 
(Being not deficient, blind, or lame of sense) 
Sans witchcraft could not. 

Duke. Whoe’er he be that, in this foul proceeding, 

Hath thus beguil’d your daughter of herself, 

And you of her, the bloody book of law 

You shall yourself read in the bitter letter, 

After your own sense; yea, though our proper son 
Stood in your action. 

Bra. Humbly I thank your grace. 
Here is the man, this Moor ; whom now, it seems, 
Your special mandate, for the state affairs, 

Hath hither brought. 

Duke and Sen. We are very sorry for it. 

Duke. What, in your own part, can you say to this ? 

[Zo OTHELLO. 

Bra, Nothing, but this is so. 

Oth. Most potent, grave, and reverend signiors, 

My very noble and approv’d good masters, 

That I have ta’en away this old man’s daughter, 

It is most true; true, I have married her: 

The very head and front of my offending 

Hath this extent, no more. Rude am I in my speech, 
And little bless’d with the set phrase of peace ; 

For since these arms of mine had seven years’ pith, 

Till now, some nine moons wasted, they have us’d 

Their dearest action in the tented field ; 
And little of this great world can I speak, 
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More than pertains to feats of broil and battle ; 
And, therefore, little shall I grace my cause, 
In speaking for myself. Yet, by your gracious patience, 
I will a round unvarnish’d tale deliver 
Of my whole course of love ; what drugs, what charms, 
What conjuration, and what mighty magic 
(For such proceeding I am charg’d withal) 
I won his daughter. 
Bra. A maiden never bold ; 
Of spirit so still and quiet, that her motion 
Blush’d at herself ; and she—in spite of nature, 
Of years, of country, credit, everything— 
To fall in love with what she fear’d to look on? 
It is a judgment maim’d, and most imperfect, 
That will confess perfection so could err 
Against all rules of nature ; and must be driven 
To find out practices of cunning hell, 
Why this should be.—I, therefore, vouch again, 
That with some mixtures powerful o’er the blood, 
Or with some dram, conjur’d to this effect, 
He wrought upon her. 
Duke, To vouch this is no proof : 
Without more certain and more overt test, 
These are thin habits, and poor likelihoods 
Of modern seeming, you prefer against him.’ 
first Sen. But, Othello, speak : 
Did you by indirect and forced courses 
Subdue and poison this young maid’s affections ; 


7 —you prefer against him.] Our reading of this speech is that of 
the 4tos. 1622 and 1630, and not of the folio 1623, where it is strangely 
made part of what Brabantio says—a point not hitherto duly noted. 
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Or came it by request, and such fair question 
As soul to soul affordeth ? 
Oth. I do beseech you, 
Send for the lady to the Sagittary, 
And let her speak of me before her father : 
If you do find me foul in her report, 
The trust, the office, I do hold of you, 
Not only take away, but let your sentence 
Even fall upon my life. 
Duke. Fetch Desdemona hither. 
Oth. Ancient, conduct them ; you best know the place.— 
[Zxeunt IAGO and Attendants. 
And, till she come, as truly as to heaven 
I do confess the vices of my blood, 
So justly to your grave ears I'll present 
How. I did thrive in this fair lady’s love, 
And she in mine. 
Duke. Say it, Othello. 
Oth. Her father lov’'d me; oft invited me; 
Still question’d me the story of my life, 
From year to year ; the battles, sieges, fortunes, 
That I have pass’d. 
I ran it through, even from my boyish days, 
To the very moment that he bade me tell it: 
Wherein I spake of most disastrous chances, 
Of moving accidents, by flood and field ; 
Of hair-breadth ’scapes i’ th’ imminent deadly breach ; 
Of being taken by the insolent foe, 
And sold to slavery ; of my redemption thence, 
And portance in my travel’s history : 
Wherein of antres vast, and deserts idle, 


afc ect 4 eo Pi 
SIS crt ng a ee nn nena aE ae 


@ dba 


20 Othello, [ACT it 


Rough quarries, rocks, and hills whose heads touch heaven, 
It was my hint to speak, such was the process ; 

And of the Cannibals that each other eat, 

The Anthropophagi, and men whose heads 

Do grow beneath their shoulders. This to hear 

Would Desdemona seriously incline : 

But still the house affairs would draw her thence ; 

Which ever as she could with haste dispatch, 

She’d come again, and with a greedy ear 

Devour up my discourse. Which I observing, 

Took once a pliant hour ; and found good means 

To draw from her a prayer of earnest heart, 

That I would all my pilgrimage dilate, 

Whereof by parcels she had something heard, 

But not intentively. I did consent ; 

And often did beguile her of her tears, 

When I did speak of some distressful stroke 

That my youth suffer’d. My story being done, 

She gave me for my pains a world of sighs :8 

She swore,—in faith, ’twas strange, ‘twas passing strange ; 
"Twas pitiful, twas wondrous pitiful : 

She wish’d she had not heard it ; yet she wish’d 

That heaven had made her such a man: she thank’d me; 
And bade me, if I had a friend that lov’d her, 

I should but teach him how to tell my story, 

And that would woo her. Upon this hint I spake ; 

She lov’d me for the dangers I had pass’d, 

And I lov’d her, that she did pity them. 


° —-a world of SIGHS :] The folio has Aisses for “sighs” of the 


Atos. 1622 and 1630—a variation not pointed out by some editors. 
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This only is the witchcraft I have us’d :— 
Here comes the lady ; let her witness it. 


Enter DESDEMONA, and Attendants, wzth IAGO. 


Duke. 1 think this tale would win my daughter too. 
Good Brabantio, 
Take up this mangled matter at the best: | 
Men do their broken weapons rather use, 
Than their bare hands. 
Bra. I pray you, hear her speak : 
If she confess that she was half the wooer, 
Destruction on my head, if my bad blame 
Light on the man.—Come hither, gentle mistress : 
Do you perceive in all this noble company, 
Where most you owe obedience? 
Des. My noble father, 3 
I do perceive here a divided duty. 
To you I am bound for life and education : 
My life and education both do learn me 
How to respect you ; you are the lord of duty ; 
Iam hitherto your daughter: but here’s my husband ; 
And so much duty as my mother show’d 
To you, preferring you before her father, 
So much I challenge that I may profess 
Due to the Moor, my lord. 
Bra. God be with you !—I have done.— 
Please it your grace, on to the state affairs : 
I had rather to adopt a child, than get it— 
Come hither, Moor: 
I here do give thee that with all my heart, { 
Which, but thou hast already, with all my heart 
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I would keep from thee.—For your sake, jewel, 
I am glad at soul I have no other child ; 
For thy escape would teach me tyranny, 
To hang clogs on them—lI have done, my lord. 

Duke. Let me speak like yourself ; and lay a sentence, 
Which, as a grise or step, may help these lovers 
Into your favour. 
When remedies are past, the griefs are ended 
By seeing the worst, which late on hopes depended. 
To mourn a mischief that is past and gone 
Is the next way to draw more mischief on. 
What cannot be preserv’d when fortune takes, 
Patience her injury a mockery makes. 
The robb’d, that smiles, steals something from the thief: 
He robs himself, that spends a bootless grief. 

Bra. So let the Turk of Cyprus us beguile: 
We lose it not, so long as we can smile. 
He bears the sentence well, that nothing bears 
But the free comfort which from thence he hears ; 
But he bears both the sentence and the sorrow, 
That, to pay grief, must of poor patience borrow. 
These sentences, to sugar, or to gall, 
Being strong on both sides, are equivocal : 
But words are words ; I never yet did hear 
That the bruis’d heart was pierced through the ear. 
Beseech you, now to the affairs of state. 

Duke. The Turk with a most mighty preparation makes 
for Cyprus.—Othello, the fortitude of the place. is best 
known to you; and though we have there a substitute of 
most allowed sufficiency, yet opinion, a sovereign mistress 
of effects, throws a more safer voice on you: you must, 
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therefore, be content to slubber the gloss of your new 

fortunes with this more stubborn and boisterous expedition. 
Oth. The tyrant custom, most grave senators, 

Hath made the flinty and steel couch of war 

My thrice-driven bed of down: I do agnize® 

A natural and prompt. alacrity, 

I find in hardness; and do undertake 

These present wars against the Ottomites. 

Most humbly, therefore, bending to your state, 

I crave fit disposition for my wife ; 

Due reference of place and exhibition, 

With such accommodation, and besort, 

As levels with her breeding. 


Duke. If you please, 
Be’t at her father’s. 

Bra. Ill not have itso. 

Oth. Nor I. 

Des. Nor I; I would not there reside, 


To puf my father in impatient thoughts, 
By being in his eye—Most gracious duke, 
To my unfolding lend your prosperous ear: 
And let me find a charter in your voice, 
T’ assist my simpleness. 
Duke. What would you, Desdemona ? 
Des. That I did love the Moor to live with him, 
My downright violence and storm of fortunes! 
May trumpet to the world: my heart ’s subdued 


9] do AGNIZE] z.¢., acknowledge or recognise. It was not an 
uncommon word, but it is nowhere else used by Shakespeare. 

1 and sToRM of fortunes] The 4to. 1622, alone reads, “scorn of 
fortunes”: “storm” is probably right. 
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Even to the very quality of my lord: 
I saw Othello’s visage in his mind ; 
And to his honours, and his valiant parts, 
Did I my soul and fortunes consecrate. 
So that, dear lords, if I be left behind, 
A moth of peace, and he go to the war, 
The rites for which I love him are bereft me, 
And I a heavy interim shall support 
By his dear absence. Let me go with him. 
Oth. Your voices, lords ; 
Beseech you, let her will have a free way. 
Vouch with me, heaven, I therefore beg it not 
To please the palate of my appetite ; 
Nor to comply with heat, the young affects 
In me defunct, and proper satisfaction ; 
But to be free and bounteous to her mind: 
And heaven defend your good souls, that you think 
I will your serious and great business scant, 
For she is with me: no, when light-wing’d toys 
Of feather'd Cupid foil with wanton dulness 
My speculative and active instruments, 
That my disports corrupt and taint my business, 
Let housewives make a skillet of my helm, 
And all indign and base adversities 
Make head against my reputation |? 
Duke. Be it as you shall privately determine, 
Either for her stay or going. Th’ affair cries haste, 
And speed must answer: you must hence to-night. 


* Make head against my REPUTATION !] So the 4to. 1622, and the 
4to. 1630: the folio, estémation. Above, “foil” is see/ in the folio. 
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Des. To-night, my lord ? 

Duke. This night. 

Oth. With all my heart. 

Duke. At nine i’ the morning here we'll meet again.— 
Othello, leave some officer behind, 
And he shall our commission bring to you ; 
With such things else of quality and respect 
As doth import you. | 

Oth. Please your grace, my ancient ; 
A man he is of honesty and trust: 
To his conveyance I assign my wife, 
With what else needful your good grace shall think 
To be sent after me. 

Dike. Tet it De.s0,—— 
Good night to every one—And, noble signior, [Zo BRA. | ~~ 
If virtue no delighted beauty lack, 
Your son-in-law is far more fair than black. 

First Sen. Adieu, brave Moor : use Desdemona well. 

Bra. Look to her, Moor, if thou hast eyes to see: 
She has deceiv’d her father, and may thee. 

: [Exeunt DUKE, Senators, Officers, etc. 

Oth. My life upon her faith—Honest lago, 
My Desdemona must I leave to thee: | 
I pr’ythee, let thy wife attend on her, 
And bring her after in the best advantage.— 
Come, Desdemona; I have but an hour | ‘iy 
Of love, of worldly matters, and direction, of 


3 Des. To-night, my lord?] We here follow the two 4tos. : the 
folio omits these words, an important difference, although not noted 
by some modern editors. if 
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To spend with thee : we must obey the time. 
[Lxeunt OTHELLO avd DESDEMONA. 

Rod. lago. 

lago. What say’st thou, noble heart ? 

Rod. What will I do, thinkest thou ? 

lago, Why, go to bed, and sleep. 

Rod. 1 will incontinently drown myself. 

lago. Well, if thou dost, I shall never love thee after it. 
Why, thou silly gentleman ! 

Rod. It is silliness to live, when to live is a torment ; and 
then have we a prescription to die, when death is our 
physician. 

fago. O villainous! I have looked upon the world for 
four times seven years; and since I could distinguish 
betwixt a benefit and an injury, I never found a man that 
knew how to love himself. Ere I would say I would 
drown myself for the love of a Guinea-hen, I would change 
my humanity with a baboon. 

Rod. What should I do? I confess it is my shame to be 
so fond ; but it is not in my virtue to amend it. 

lago. Virtue? a fig! ’tis in ourselves that we are thus or 
thus. Our bodies are gardens, to the which our wills are 
gardeners ; so that if we will plant nettles, or sow lettuce ; 
set hyssop, and weed up thyme ; supply it with one gender 
of herbs, or distract it with many ; either to have it sterile 
with idleness, or manured with industry ; why, the power 
and corrigible authority of this lies in our wills. If the 
balance of our lives had not one scale of reason to poise 
another of sensuality, the blood and baseness of our 
natures would conduct us to most preposterous conclusions : 
but we have reason to cool our raging motions, our carnal 
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stings, our unbitted lusts ; whereof I take this, that you call 
love, to be a sect, or scion. 

Rod. It cannot be. 

Tago. It is merely a lust of the blood, and a permission 
of the will. Come, be a man: drown thyself? drown cats 
and blind puppies. I have professed me thy friend, and I 
confess me knit to thy deserving with cables of perdurable 
toughness ; I could never better stead thee than now. Put 
money in thy purse ; follow these wars ; defeat thy favour* 
with an usurped beard ; I say, put money in thy purse. 
It cannot be, that Desdemona should long continue her 
love to the Moor ;—put money in thy purse ;—nor he his to 
her: it was a violent commencement, and thou shalt see an 
answerable sequestration, put but money in thy purse—— 
These Moors are changeable in their wills ;—fill thy purse 
with money: the food that to him now is as luscious as 
locusts, shall be to him shortly as bitter as coloquintida. 
She must change for youth: when she is sated with his 
body, she will find the error of her choice.—She must have 
change, she must: therefore, put money in thy purse.—If 
thou wilt needs damn thyself, do it a more delicate way 
than drowning. Make all the money thou canst. If 
sanctimony and a frail vow, betwixt an erring barbarian 
and a super-subtle Venetian, be not too hard for my wits, 
and all the tribe of hell, thou shalt enjoy her: therefore 
make money. A pox of drowning thyself! it is clean out 
of the way: seek thou rather to be hanged in compassing 
thy joy, than to be drowned and go without her. 

1 —defeat thy FavouR] “Defeat thy favour” means, alter thy 


appearance, or, more strictly, “undo thy countenance”: we have 
repeatedly had favour used in this sense. 
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Rod. Wilt thou be fast to my hopes, if I depend on the 
issue ? 

Jago. Thou art sure of me.—Go, make money.—I have 
told thee often, and I re-tell thee again and again, I hate 
the Moor: my cause is hearted: thine hath no less reason. 
Let us be conjunctive in our revenge against him: if thou 
canst cuckold him, thou dost thyself a pleasure, me a sport. 
There are many events in the womb of time, which will be 
delivered. Traverse; go; provide thy money. We will 
have more of this to-morrow. Adieu. 

Rod. Where shall we meet i’ the morning ? 

lago. At my lodging. 

Rod. 1'll be with thee betimes. [ Going. 

Iago. Go to; farewell—Do you hear, Roderigo ? 

Rod. What say you ? 

Jago. No more of drowning ; do you hear ? 

Rod. Tam changed. I'll go sell all my land. 

Iago. Go to; farewell: put money enough in your purse. 

| £a7t RODERIGO. 
Thus do I ever make my fool my purse ; 
For I mine own gain’d knowledge should profane, 
If I-would time expend with such a snipe, 
But for my sport and profit. I hate the Moor ; 
And it is thought abroad, that ’twixt my sheets 
He has done my office: I know not if ’t be true ; 
Yet I, for mere suspicion in that kind, 
Will do as if for surety. He holds me well ; 
The better shall my purpose work on him. 
Cassio ’s a proper man: let me see now ; 
To get his place, and to plume up my will, 
In double knavery—_How, how ?—Let’s see :— 
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After some time, to abuse Othello’s ear, 

That he is too familiar with his wife : 

He hath a person, and a smooth dispose, 

To be suspected ; fram’d to make women false. 

The Moor is of a free and open nature, 

That thinks men honest that but seem to be so, 

And will as tenderly be led by the nose 

As asses are.— 

I have ’t—it is engender’d !—hell and night 

Must bring this monstrous birth to the world’s light. [Zaz¢. 
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SCENE I.—A Seaport in Cyprus. A platform. 


Enter MONTANO and two Gentlemen. 


Mon. What from the cape can you discern at sea? 
First Gent. Nothing at all: it is a high-wrought flood ; 
I cannot, ’twixt the heaven and the main, 
Descry a sail. 
Mon. Methinks the wind hath spoke aloud at land ; 
A fuller blast ne’er shook our battlements : 
If it hath ruffian’d so upon the sea, 
What ribs of oak, when mountains melt on them, 
Can hold the mortise ? what shall we hear of this? 
Second Gent. A segregation of the Turkish fleet: 
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For do but stand upon the foaming shore, 
The chidden billow seems to pelt the clouds, 
The wind-shak’d surge, with high and monstrous mane, 
Seems to cast water on the burning bear, 
And quench the guards of th’ ever-fixed pole. 
I never did like molestation view 
On the enchafed flood. 
Mon. If that the Turkish fleet 
Be not inshelter’d and embay’d, they are drown’d ; 
It is impossible to bear it out. 


Enter a third Gentleman. 


Third Gent. News, lads! our wars are done. 
The desperate tempest hath so bang’d the Turks, 
That their designment halts: a noble ship of Venice 
Hath seen a grievous wreck and sufferance 
On most part of their fleet. 
Mon. How! is this true? 
Third Gent. The ship is here put in, 
A Veronesé: Michael Cassio, 
Lieutenant to the warlike Moor, Othello, 
Is come on shore: the Moor himself’s at sea, 
And is in full commission here for Cyprus. 
Mon. | am glad on’t: ’tis a worthy governor. 
Third Gent. But this same Cassio, though he speak of 
comfort 
Touching the Turkish loss, yet he looks sadly, 
And prays the Moor be safe ; for they were parted 
With foul and violent tempest. 
Mon. Pray heaven he be; 
For I have serv’d him, and the man commands 
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Like a full soldier. Let’s to the sea-side, ho ! 
As well to see the vessel that ’s come in, 
As to throw out our eyes for brave Othello, 
Even till we make the main and th’ aérial blue 
An indistinct regard. 

Third Gent. Come, let’s do-so ; 
For every minute is expectancy 
Of more arrivance. 


Einter CASSIO. 


Cas. Thanks to the valiant of the warlike isle, 
That so approve the Moor.—O! let the heavens 
Give him defence against the elements, 

For I have lost him on a dangerous sea. 

Mon. Is he well shipp’d ? 

Cas. His bark is stoutly timber’d, and his pilot 
Of very expert and approvd allowance ; 
Therefore my hopes, not surfeited to death,* 
Stand in bold cure. 

[ Wethin.] A sail, a sail, a sail! 


Enter a Messenger. 
Cas. What noise ? 


Mess. The town is empty: on the brow o’ the sea 


Stand ranks of people, and they cry, A saz / 
Cas. My hopes do shape him for the governor. 


[Guns heard. 
Second Gent. They do discharge their shot of courtesy : 


Our friends at least. 


’ not surfeited to death,] The meaning seems to be that Cassio’s 


hopes are not destroyed by constant repetition and disappointment. 
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Cas. I pray you, sir, go forth, 
And give us truth who ’tis that is arriv’d. 
Second Gent. I shall. [ Eaait. 


Mon. But, good lieutenant, is your general wiv'd? 
Cas. Most fortunately : he hath achiev’d a maid 
That paragons description and wild fame ; 
One that excels the quirks of® blazoning pens, 
And in th’ essential vesture of creation 
Does bear all excellency—How now? who has put in ? 


Re-enter Second Gentleman. 


Second Gent. ’Tis one Iago, ancient to the general. 
Cas. He has had most favourable and happy speed : 
Tempests themselves, high seas, and howling winds, 
The gutter’d rocks, and congregated sands, 
Traitors ensteep’d to clog the guiltless keel, 
As having sense of beauty, do omit 
Their mortal natures, letting go safely by 
The divine Desdemona. 
Mon. What is she ? 
Cas. She that I spake of, our great captain’s captain, 
Left in the conduct of the bold Iago ; 
Whose footing here anticipates our thoughts, 
A se’nnight’s speed.—-Great Jove! Othello guard, 
And swell his sail with thine own powerful breath, 


_ That he may bless this bay with his tall ship, 


Make love’s quick pants in Desdemona’s arms, 
Give renew’d fire to our extincted spirits, 
And bring all Cyprus comfort.—O, behold ! 


° —excels the QUIRKS of] .The 4to. 1622, omits the words “ guzrks 
of”, and the folio afterwards reads, “ Does tire the zyentuer.” 
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Enter DESDEMONA, EMILIA, IAGO, RODERIGO, and 
Attendants. 


The riches of the ship is come on shore. 
Ye men of Cyprus, let her have your knees.— 
Hail to thee, lady! and the grace of heaven, 
Before, behind thee, and on every hand, 
Enwheel thee round ! 
Des. I thank you, valiant Cassio. 
What tidings can you tell me of my lord ? 
Cas. He is not yet arriv’d ; nor know I aught 
But that he’s well, and will be shortly here. 
Des. O! but I fear—How lost you company ? 
Cas. The great contention of the sea and skies 
Parted our fellowship. 
[Within] — A sail, a sail ! 
But, hark! a sail. [Guns heard. 
Second Gent. They give their greeting to the citadel : 
This likewise is a friend. 
Cas. See for the news.— [Ea7t Gentleman. 
Good ancient, you are welcome.—Welcome, mistress.— 
[Zo EMILIA. 
Let it not gall your patience, good Iago, 
That I extend my manners: ’tis my breeding 
That gives me this bold show of courtesy. [Kisseng her. 
Iago. Sir, would she give you so much of her lips, 
As of her tongue she oft bestows on me, 
You’d have enough. 
Des. Alas! she has no speech. 
Tago. In faith, too much ; 
I find it still, when I have list to sleep : 
Marry, before your ladyship, I grant, 
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She puts her tongue a little in her heart, 
And chides with thinking. 
E-mil. You have little cause to say so. 
Tago. Come on, come on; you are pictures out of doors, 
Bells in your parlours, wild cats in your kitchens, 
Saints in your injuries, devils being offended, 
Players in your housewifery, and housewives in your beds. 
Des. O, fie upon thee, slanderer ! 
lago. Nay, it is true, orelse Isamia tur 
You rise to play, and go to bed to work. 
Emil. You shall not write my praise. 
Lago. No, let me not. 
Des. What wouldst thou write of me, if thou shouldst 
praise me? 
Tago. O gentle lady! do not-put me to’t, 
For I am nothing if not critical. 
Des. Come on; essay. — There’s one gone to the 
i harbour ? 3 
lago. Ay, madam. 
Des. Jam not merry ; but I do beguile 
The thing I am by seeming otherwise.— 
Come; how wouldst thou praise me? 
i) fago. | am about it; but, indeed, my invention 
Comes from my pate as birdlime does from frize, 
It plucks out brains and all; but my Muse labours, 
And thus she is deliver’d. 
If she be fair and wise,—fairness and wit, 
The one’s for use, the other useth it. 
Des. Well prais'd! How, if she be black and witty? 
fago. If she be black, and thereto have a wit, 
She ’ll find a white that shall her blackness fit. 
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Des. Worse and worse. 

Emil. How, if fair and foolish ? 

fago. She never yet was foolish that was fair ; 

For even her folly help’d her to an heir. 

Des. These are old fond paradoxes,’ to make fools laugh 
i’ the alehouse. What miserable praise hast thou for her 
that’s foul and foolish ? 

Jago. There’s none so foul, and foolish thereunto, 

But does foul pranks which fair and wise ones do. 

Des. O heavy ignorance! thou praisest the worst best. 
But what praise couldst thou bestow on a deserving woman 
indeed ? one that, in the authority of her merit, did justly 
put on the vouch of very malice itself? 

Tago. She that was ever fair, and never proud ; 

Had tongue at will, and yet was never loud ; 
Never lack’d gold, and yet went never gay ; 

Fled from her wish, and yet said,— ow J may ; 
She that, being anger’d, her revenge being nigh, 
Bade her wrong stay, and her displeasure fly ; 
She that in wisdom never was so frail, 

To change the cod’s head for the salmon’s tail ; 
She that could think, and ne’er disclose her mind, 
See suitors following, and not look behind ; 

She was a wight,—if ever such wight were,— 

Des. To do what ? 

Iago. To suckle fools, and chronicle small beer. 

Des. O, most lame and impotent conclusion !—Do not 
learn of him, Emilia, though he be thy husband—How 


® —old FOND paradoxes,] “Fond”, 2. ¢., foolish, as often before. 
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say you, Cassio? is he not a most profane and liberal 
censurer ?4 . 

Cas. He speaks home, madam: you may relish him 
more in the soldier than in the scholar. 

Iago. [Aside.| He takes her by the palm :* ay, well said, 
whisper: with as little a web as this will I ensnare as 
great a fly as Cassio. Ay, smile upon her, do ; I will gyve 
thee in thine own courtship. You say true; ’tis so, indeed : 
if such tricks as these strip you out of your lieutenantry, it 
had been better you had not kissed your three fingers so 
oft, which, now again, you are most apt to play the sir in. 
Very good; well kissed! an excellent courtesy! ‘tis so 
indeed. Yet again your fingers to your lips? would they 
were clyster-pipes for your. sake!—|[A trumpet sounded 
wethin.| The Moor! I know his trumpet. 

Cas. “Wis-truly sso: 

Des, Let’s meet him, and receive him. 

Caso, where hercomes:. 


Enter OTHELLO, and Attendants. 


Oth. O, my fair warrior! 

Des. My dear Othello! 

Oth. It gives me wonder great as my content, 
To see you here before me. O, my soul’s joy! 


7 —and liberal CENSURER ?] So the Corr. fol. 1632 : the old copies 
read counsellor, a very probable and easy error. 

® He takes her by the palm:] Ina hand-writing of the time, in 
the Duke of Devonshire’s copy of the 4to. 1622, we read opposite this 
speech, “Aside, to him selfe.” We follow the text of the folio, which 
does not vary from that of the 4to. 1630, excepting in the words “gyve 
thee” for catch you. The 4to. 1622 has the same, and one or two 
other immaterial variations. 
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If after every tempest come such calms, 


May the winds blow, till they have waken’d death ; 


And let the labouring bark climb hills of seas, 
Olympus-high, and duck again as low 

As hell’s from heaven! If it were now to die 
’Twere now to be most happy ; for, I fear, 
My soul hath her content so absolute, 

That not another comfort like to this 
Succeeds in unknown fate. 


5) 


Des. The heavens forbid 


But that our loves and comforts should increase, 


Even as our days do grow! 


Oth. Amen to that, sweet powers !— 


I cannot speak enough of this content ; 

It stops me here ; it is too much of joy: 
And this, and this, the greatest discords be, 
That e’er our hearts shall make! 


[Kissing her. 


Lago. [Aside] O! you are well tun’d now ; 
But I’ll set down the pegs that make this music, 


As honest as lam. 


Oth. Come, let us to the castle.— 
News, friends: our wars are done ; the Turks are drown'd. 
How does my old acquaintance of this isle ?-— 


Honey, you shall be well desir’d in Cyprus ; 


I have found great love amongst them. O my swect, 


I prattle out of fashion, and I dote 


In mine own comforts.—I pr’ythee, good lago, 


Go to the bay, and disembark my coffers. 
Bring thou the master to the citadel : 
He is a good one, and his worthiness 


Does challenge much respect—Come, Desdemona, 
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Once more well met at Cyprus. 
[Exeunt OTHELLO avd DESDEMONA, attended. 

Tago. Do thou meet me presently at the harbour. Come 
hither. If thou be’st valiant—as they say base men, being 
in love, have then a nobility in their natures more than is 
native to them,—lst me. The lieutenant to-night watches 
on the court of guard.®—First, I must tell thee this—Des- 
demona is directly in love with him. 

Rod. With him! why, ’tis not possible. 

lfago. Lay thy finger—thus, and let thy soul be in- 
structed. Mark me with what violence she first loved the 
Moor, but for bragging, and telling her fantastical lies ; 
and will she love him still for prating ? let not thy discreet 
heart think it. Her eye must be fed; and what delight 
shall she have to look on the devil? When the blood is 
made dull with the act of sport, there should be—again to 
inflame it, and to give satiety a fresh appetite—loveliness 
in favour, sympathy in years, manners, and beauties ; all 
which the Moor is ‘defective in. Now, for want of these 
required conveniences, her delicate tenderness will find 
itself abused, begin to heave the gorge, disrelish and abhor 
the Moor ; very nature will instruct her in it; and compel 
her to some second choice. Now, sir, this granted (as it is 
a most pregnant and unforced position), who stands so 
eminent in the degree of this fortune as Cassio does? a 
knave very voluble; no farther conscionable than in 
putting on the mere form of civil and humane seeming, for 
the better compassing of his salt and most hidden loose 
affection ? why, none ; why, none: a subtle slippery knave ; 


¢ 


* —the court of guard:] z.¢., the place where the guard was 
mustered : see Henry VJ, Pt. I, act ii, sc. 1, Oe By 
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a finder of occasions; that has an eye can stamp and 
counterfeit advantages, though true advantage never pre- 
sent itself: a devilish knave! Besides, the knave is hand- 
some, young, and hath all those requisites in,him that folly 
and green minds look after: a pestilent complete knave ; 
and the woman hath found him already. 

Rod. 1 cannot believe that in her: she is full of most 
blessed condition. 

Iago. Blessed fig’s end! the wine she drinks is made of 
erapes: if she had been blessed, she would never have 
loved the Moor: blessed pudding! Didst thou not see 
her paddle with the palm of his hand? didst not mark 
that ? 

Rod. Yes, that I did; but that was but courtesy. 

Jago. Lechery, by this hand; an index, and obscure 
prologue to the history of lust and foul thoughts. They 
met so near with their lips, that their breaths embraced 
together. Villainous thoughts, Roderigo: when_ these 
mutualities so marshal the way, hard at hand comes the 
master and main exercise, the incorporate conclusion : 
pish !—But, sir, be you ruled by. me: I have brought you 
from Venice. Watch you to-night ; for the command, I'll 
lay t upon you: Cassio knows you not.—I’ll not be far 
from you: do you find some occasion to anger Cassio, 
either by speaking too loud, or tainting his discipline ; or 
from what other cause you please,! which the time shall 
more favourably minister. 

Rod. Well. 

Jago. Sir, he is rash, and very sudden in choler, and, 


1 what other CAUSE you please,] “Cause” is the reading of the 
Corr. fol. 1632, for cowrse—a not unfrequent misprint. 
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haply, with his truncheon? may strike at you: provoke him, 
that he may; for even out of that will I cause these of 
Cyprus to mutiny ; whose qualification shall come into no 
true taste again, but by the displanting of Cassio. So shall 
you have a shorter journey to your desires, by the means | 
shall then have to prefer them ; and the impediment most 
profitably removed, without the which there were no 
expectation of our prosperity. 
Rod. 1 will do this, if I can bring it to any opportunity. 
Iago. I warrant thee. Meet me by and by at the citadel : 
I must fetch his necessaries ashore. Farewell. 
Rod. Adieu. [£ait ROD. 
Iago. That Cassio loves her, I do well believe it ; 
That she loves him, ’tis apt and of great credit : 
The Moor—howbeit that I endure him not— 
Is of a constant, loving, noble nature ; 
And, I dare think, he ’ll prove to Desdemona 
A most dear husband. Now, I do love her too; 
Not out of absolute lust (though, peradventure, 
I stand accountant for as great a sin), 
But partly led to diet my revenge, 
For that I do suspect the lusty Moor 
Hath leap’d into my seat; the thought whereof 
Doth like a poisonous mineral gnaw my inwards, 
And nothing can, or shall, content my soul, 
Till I am even’d with him, wife for wife ; 
Or, failing so, yet that I put the Moor 
At least into a jealousy so strong 
That judgment cannot cure. Which thing to do,— 


* —with his truncheon] These words are in the 4tos. only. 
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If this poor brach of Venice, whom I trash $ 

For his quick hunting, stand the putting on, 

Ill have our Michael Cassio on the hip ; 

Abuse him to the Moor in the rank garb, 

For I fear Cassio with my night-cap too ; 

Make the Moor thank me, love me, and reward me, 

For making him egregiously an ass, 

And practising upon his peace and quiet, 

Even to madness. Tis here, but yet confus‘d: 

Knavery’s plain face is never seen till us’d. [ Exet. 


SCENE I].—A Street im Cyprus. 


Enter a Herald, with a proclamation ; people following. 


Her. It is Othello’s pleasure, our noble and valiant 
general, that upon certain tidings now arrived, importing 
the mere perdition of the Turkish fleet, every man put 
himself into some triumph ; some to dance, some to make 
bonfires, each man to what sport and revels his addiction 
leads him ; for, besides these beneficial news, it is the cele- 
bration of his nuptials. So much was his pleasure should 
be proclaimed. All offices are open ; and there is full 
liberty of feasting, from this present hour of five till the 
bell have told eleven. Heaven bless the isle of Cyprus, 
and our noble general, Othello ! [Exeunt ommnes. 


3 If this poor BRACH of Venice, whom I TRASH] A line from field 
sports, and for which we are mainly indebted to the Corr. fol. 1632: 
“brach” is a dog, and dogs that were too speedy were frequently 
trashed, or made to drag a frace, in order to encumber them. 
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ScENE III.—A Hall in the Castle. 


Enter OTHELLO, DESDEMONA, CASSIO, azd Attendants. 


Oth. Good Michael, look you to the guard to-night : 
Let’s teach ourselves that honourable stop, 
Not to out-sport discretion. 

Cas. Iago hath direction what to do; 
But, notwithstanding, with my personal eye 
Will I look to ’t. 

Oth. Iago is most honest. 
Michael, good-night : to-morrow, with your earliest, 
Let me have speech with you.—Come, my dear love : 


The purchase made, the fruits are to ensue ; [Zo DEs. 
That profit’s yet to come 'twixt me and you.— 
Good night. [EAxeunt OTH., DEs., and Attend. 


| n Enter IAGO. 


Cas. Welcome, Iago: we must to the watch. 
/ago. Not this hour, lieutenant ; ’tis not yet ten o’clock. 
Our general cast us thus early for the love of his Des- 
demona, whom let us not therefore blame: he hath not 
yet made wanton the night with her, and she is sport for 
Jove. 
Cas. She’s a most exquisite lady. 
/ago. And, I’ll warrant her, full of game. 
Cas. Indeed, she is a most fresh and delicate creature. 
fago. Nhat an eye she has! methinks it sounds a parley 
of provocation. 
Cas. An inviting eye; and yet methinks right modest. 
fago. And, when she speaks, is it not an alarum to love ? 
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Cas. She is, indeed, perfection. 

Tago. Well, happiness to their sheets! Come, lieutenant, 
I have a stoop of wine; and here without are a brace of 
Cyprus gallants, that would fain have a measure to the 
health of black Othello. 

Cas. Not to-night, good Iago. I have very poor and 
unhappy brains for drinking: I could well wish courtesy 
would invent some other custom of entertainment. 

Iago. O! they are our friends; but one cup: I'll drink 
for you. 

Cas. I have drunk but one cup to night, and that was 
craftily qualified too, and, behold, what innovation it makes 
here. I am unfortunate in the infirmity, and dare not task 
my weakness with any more. 

Jago. What, man! ’tis a night of revels: the gallants 
desire it. 

Cas. Where are they ? 

Iago. Here, at the door; I pray you call them in. 

Cas. Ill do’t, but it dislikes me. Haut CASSIO: 

Jago. If I can fasten but one cup upon him, 

With that which he hath drunk to-night already, 

He’ll be as full of quarrel and offence 

As my young mistress’ dog. Now, my sick fool, Roderigo, 
Whom love has turn’d almost the wrong side outward, 

To Desdemona hath to-night carous’d 

Potations pottle deep; and he’s to watch. 

Three lads of Cyprus,—noble, swelling spirits, 

That hold their honours in a wary distance, 

The very elements of this warlike isle,— 

Have I to-night fluster’d with flowing cups, 

And they watch too. Now, ‘mongst this flock of drunkards, . 
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Am I to put our Cassio in some action 

That may offend the isle-—But here they come: 
If consequence do but approve my dream, 

My boat sails freely, both with wind and stream. 


Re-enter CASSIO, with him MONTANO and Gentlemen. 


Cas. ’Fore heaven,‘ they have given me a rouse already. 

Mon. Good faith, a little one ; not past a pint, as lama 
soldier. 

lago. Some wine, ho! 


And let me the canakin clink, clink ; [| Singing. 
And let me the canakin clink : 

A soldier’s a man ; 

Man’s life’s but a span ; 
Why, then, let a soldier drink. 


Some wine, boys! [Wzne brought. 

Cas. ’Fore heaven, an excellent song. 

Jago. 1 learned it in England, where, indeed, they are 
most potent in potting: your Dane, your German, and 
your swag-bellied Hollander,—Drink, ho !—are nothing to 
your English. 

Cas. Is your Englishman so exquisite in his drinking ? 

Lago. Why, he drinks you, with facility, your Dane dead 
drunk ; he sweats not to overthrow your Almain; he 
gives your Hollander a vomit, ere the next pottle can be 
filled. 

Cas. To the health of our general ! 

Mon. 1 am for it, lieutenant ; and I'll do you justice. 

lago. O sweet England ! 


‘Fore HEAVEN,] So the folios, but some modern editors prefer 
‘Fore God” of the 4to. both here, and elsewhere. 
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King Stephen was a worthy peer,* 
His breeches cost him but a crown ; 
He held them sixpence all too dear, 
With, that he call’d the tailor—lown. 


He was a wight of high renown, 
And thou art but of low degree : 

’Tis pride that pulls the country down ; 
Then take thine auld cloak about thee. 


Some wine, ho! 

Cas. Why, this is a more exquisite song than thezother, 

Jago. Will you hear it again ? 

Cas. No; for I hold him to be unworthy of his place, 
that does those things——Well, heaven’s above all; and 
there be souls must be saved, and there be souls must not 
be saved. 

Tago. It is true, good lieutenant. 

Cas. For mine own part,—no offence to the general, nor 
any man of quality,—I hope to be saved. 

Zago. And so do I too, lieutenant. 

Cas. Ay ; but, by your leave, not before me: the lieu- 
tenant is to be saved before the ancient—Let’s have no 
more of this; let’s to our affairs—Forgive us our sins !_. 
Gentlemen, let’s look to our business. Do not think, 
gentlemen, I am drunk: this is my ancient :—this is my 
right hand, and this is my left—I am not drunk now ; 
I can stand well enough, and speak well enough. 

All, Excellent well. 


5 King Stephen was a worthy peer,] The ballad from which these 
two stanzas are quoted is to be found entire in Percy’s Religues, vol. i, 


p- 1743 edit. 1765. 
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Cas. Why, very well, then: you must not think, then, 
that I am drunk. | Zxit, reeling. 
Mon. To the platform, masters: come, let ’s set the watch. 
lago. You see this fellow, that is gone before : 
He is a soldier fit to stand by Cesar 
And give direction ; and do but see his vice : 
Tis to his virtue a just equinox, 
The one as long as th’ other: ’tis pity of him. 
I fear the trust Othello puts in him, 
On some odd time of his infirmity, 
Will shake this island. 
Mon. But is he often thus ? 
fago. Tis evermore the prologue to his sleep : 
He’ll watch the horologe a double set, 
If drink rock not his cradle. 
Mon. It were well 
The general were put in mind of it. 
Perhaps he sees it not; or his good nature 
Prizes the virtue that appears in Cassio, 
And looks not-on his evils. Is not this true ? 


LEintery RODERIGO. 


lago. How now, Roderigo ? [Ascde to him. 
I pray you, after the lieutenant ; go. [Aa ROD. 
Mon. And ’tis great pity that the noble Moor 
Should hazard such a place, as his own second, 
With one of an ingraft infirmity : 
It were an honest action to say 
So to the Moor. 
Lago. Not I, for this fair island : 
I do love Cassio well, and would do much 
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To cure him of this evil_—But hark ! what noise? 
[Cry within,—Help! Help! 


Re-enter CASSIO, drunk, driving in RODERIGO. 


Cas. You rogue! you rascal! 
Mon. What’s the matter, lieutenant ? 
Cas. A knave!—teach me my duty ? 

Ill beat the knave into a wicker bottle. 


Rod. Beat me! 
CIs Dost thou prate, rogue? = [Strzking ROD. 
Mon. Nay, good lieutenant ; [Staying him. 
I pray you, sir, hold your hand. 
Cas. Let me go; sir, 
Or I'll knock you o’er the mazzard. 
Mon. Come, come; you’re drunk. 
Cas. Drunk ! [They fight. 
lago. Away, 1 say! [Aside to ROD.] go out, and cry— 
a mutiny ! [Zacé-ROD. 


Nay, good lieutenant,—alas, gentlemen !— 

Help, ho !—Lieutenant,—sir,—M ontano,—sir ;— 

Help, masters !—Here’s a goodly watch, indeed ! 
[Alarum-bell rings. 

Who’s that that rings the bell ?—Diablo, ho! 

The town will rise : God’s will! lieutenant, hold ; 

You will be sham’d for ever. 


finter OTHELLO, and Attendants. 


Oth. What is the matter here ? 

Mon. Zounds! I bleed still: I am hurt to the death. 
[He ts supported. 

Oth. Hold, for your lives! 
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Iago. Hold, hold, lieutenant !—sir, Montano, —gentle- 
men !— 
Have you forgot all sense of place and duty ? 
Hold, hold! the general speaks to you: hold, for shame! 
Oth. Why, how now, ho! from whence ariseth this ? 
Are we turn’d Turks, and to ourselves do that 
Which heaven hath forbid the Ottomites ? 
For Christian shame, put by this barbarous brawl : 
He that stirs next to carve for his own rage, 
Holds his soul light ; he dies upon his motion.— 
Silence that dreadful bell! it frights the isle [Bell stops. 
From her propriety —What is the matter, masters ?— 
Honest Iago, that look’st dead with grieving, 
Speak, who began this ? on thy love, I charge thee. 
Zago. 1 do not know :—friends all but now, even now 
In quarter, and in terms like bride and groom 
Devesting them for bed ; and then, but now, 
(As if some planet had unwitted men) 
Swords out, and tilting one at other’s breast, 
In opposition bloody. I cannot speak 
Any beginning to this peevish odds ; 
And would in action glorious I had lost 
Those legs that brought me to a part of it. 
Oth. How came it, Michael, you were thus forgot ? 
Cas. I pray you, pardon me; I cannot speak. 
Oth. \Northy Montano, you were wont be civil ; 
The gravity and stillness of your youth 
The world hath noted, and your name is great 
In mouths of wisest censure: what’s the matter, 
That you unlace your reputation thus, 
And spend your rich opinion, for the name 


Sqr il:| The Moor of Venice. 


Of a night-brawler ? give me answer to it. 
Mon. Worthy Othello, I am hurt to danger : 
Your officer, Iago, can inform you, 


(While I spare speech which something now offends 


Of all that I do know ; nor know I aught 
By me that’s said or done amiss this night, 
Unless self-charity be sometime a vice, 
And to defend ourselves it be a sin, 
When violence assails us. 

Oth, Now, by heaven, 
My blood begins my safer guides to rule ; 
And passion, having my best judgment collied, 
Essays to lead the way. If I once stir, 
Or do but lift this arm, the best of you 
Shall sink in my rebuke. Give me to know 
How this foul rout began, who set it on ; 
And he that is approv’d in this offence, 
Though he had twinn’d with me, both at a birth, 
Shall lose me.—What! in a town of war, 
Yet wild, the people's hearts brimful of fear, 
To manage private and domestic quarrel, 
In night, and on the court of guard and safety ! 
’Tis monstrous.-—Iago, who began it ? 

Mon. Vf partially affin’d, or leagu’d in office, 
Thou dost deliver more or less than truth, 
Thou art no soldier. 

Lago. Touch me not so near. 
I had rather have this tongue cut from my mouth, 
Than it should do offence to Michael Cassio ; 
Yet, I persuade myself, to speak the truth 
Shall nothing wrong him.—Thus it is, general. 
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| Montano and myself being in speech, 
There comes a fellow crying out for help, 
And Cassio following him with determin’d sword 
To execute upon him. Sir, this gentleman 
Steps in to Cassio, and entreats his pause: 
‘ Myself the crying fellow did pursue, 
| Lest by his clamour (as it so fell out) 
) The town might fall in fright: he, swift of foot, 
Outran my purpose ; and I return’d, the rather 
For that I heard the clink and fall of swords, 
And Cassio high in oath; which, till to-night, 
I ne’er might say before. When I came back, 
(For this was brief) I found them close together, 
At blow and thrust, even as again they were 
When you yourself did part them. 
More of this matter can I not report :— 
mm | But men are men ; the best sometimes forget :— 
ay | Though Cassio did some little wrong to him, 
As men in rage strike those that wish them best, 
Yet, surely, Cassio, I believe, received 
From him that fled some strange indignity, 
Which patience could not pass. 
. Oth. I know, Iago, 
Thy honesty and love doth mince this matter, 
Making it light to Cassio.—Cassio, I love thee ; 
But never more be officer of mine.— 


Enter DESDEMONA, attended. 


Look, if my gentle love be not rais’d up !— 
I ll make thee an example. 


Des. What ’s the matter ? 
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Oth. All’s well now, sweeting ; come away to bed.— 
Sir, for your hurts, myself will be your surgeon.— 

Lead him off. [MONTANO 7s led away. 
Iago, look with care about the town, 
And silence those whom this vile brawl distracted.— 
Come, Desdemona ; ’tis the soldiers’ life 
To have their balmy slumbers wak’d with strife. 

[Exeunt all but [AGO and CASSIO. 

Tago. What, are you hurt, lieutenant ? 

Cas. Ay, past all surgery. 

Lago. Marry, heaven forbid ! 

Cas. Reputation, reputation, reputation! O! I have lost 
my reputation. I have lost the immortal part of myself, 
and what remains is bestial—My reputation, Iago, my 
reputation ! 

Zago. As I am an honest man, I thought you had re- 
ceived some bodily wound: there is more sense in that 
than in reputation. Reputation is an idle and most false 
imposition ; oft got without merit, and lost without de- 
serving : you have lost no reputation at all, unless you 
repute yourself such a loser. What, man! there are ways 
to recover the general again: you are but now cast in his 
mood, a punishment more in policy than in malice: even 
so as one would beat his offenceless dog to affright an 
imperious lion. Sue to him again, and he’s yours. 

Cas. I will rather sue to be despised, than to deceive so 
good a commander with so slight, so drunken, and so 
indiscreet an officer. Drunk? and speak parrot? and 
squabble? swagger? swear? and discourse fustian with 
one’s own shadow ?—O thou invisible spirit of wine! if 
thou hast no name to be known by, let us call thee—devil. 
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Iago. What was he that you followed with your sword? 
What had he done to you? 

Cas. I know not. 

Iago. 1s’t possible? 

Cas. 1 remember a mass of things, but nothing dis- 
tinctly ; a quarrel, but nothing wherefore—O God! that 
men should put an enemy in their mouths to steal away 
their brains! that we should, with joy, pleasance, revel, and 
applause, transform ourselves into beasts ! 

Iago. Why, but you are now well enough: how came 
you thus recovered ? 

Cas. It hath pleased the devil drunkenness to give 
place to the devil wrath: one unperfectness shows me 
another, to make me frankly despise myself. 

Iago. Come, you are too severe a moraler. As the time, 
the place, and the condition of this country stands, I could 
heartily wish this had not befallen ; but, since it is as it is, 
mend it for your own good. 

Cas. I will ask him for my place again: he shall tell me 
I am a drunkard! Had I as many mouths as Hydra, such 
an answer would stop them all. To be now a sensible 
man, by and by a fool, and presently a beast! O strange! 
—Every inordinate cup is unblessed, and the ingredient is 
a devil. 

Iago. Come, come; good wine is a good familiar 
creature, if it be well used: exclaim no more against it. 
And, good lieutenant, I think you think I love you. 

Cas. I have well approved it, sir—I drunk! 

lago. You, or any man living, may be drunk at some 
time, man. Ill tell you what you shall do. Our general’s 
wife is now the general :—I may say so in this respect, for 
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that he hath devoted and given up himself to the contem- 
plation, mark, and denotement of her parts and graces:—— 
confess yourself freely to her ; importune her ; she ll help 
to put you® in your place again. She is of so free, so kind, 
so apt, so blessed a disposition, that she holds it a vice in 
her goodness not.to do more than she is requested. This 
broken joint between you and her husband entreat her to 
splinter, and my fortunes against any lay worth naming, 
this crack of your love shall grow stronger than it was 
before. 
Cas. You advise me well. 
Tago. I protest,in the sincerity of love and honest kindness. 
Cas. I think it freely ; and, betimes in the morning, I 
will beseech the virtuous Desdemona to undertake for me. 
I am desperate of my fortunes, if they check me here; 
Jago. You are in the right. Good night, lieutenant ; | 
must to the watch. 
Cas. Good night, honest Iago. [att CASSIO. 
Iago. And what’s he, then, that says I play the villain, 
When this advice is free I give, and honest ; 
Probal to thinking, and, indeed, the course 
To win the Moor again? For ’tis most easy 
The inclining Desdemona to subdue 
In any honest suit: she’s fram’d as fruitful 
As the free elements. And, then, for her 
To win the Moor,—were ’t to renounce his baptism, 
All seals and symbols of redeemed sin,— 
His soul is so enfetter’d to her love, 
That she may make, unmake, do what she list, 
Even as her appetite shall play the god 
6 _she’ll help to put you] So the 4to., and the variations from the 
folio are generally trifling. 
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With his weak function. How am I, then, a villain, 
To counsel Cassio to this parallel course, 

Directly to his good? Divinity of hell ! 

When devils will their blackest sins put on,’ 

They do suggest at first with heavenly shows, 

As I do now; for whiles this honest fool 

Plies Desdemona to repair his fortunes, 

And she for him pleads strongly to the Moor, 

I ‘ll pour this pestilence into his ear,— 

That she repeals him for her body’s lust ; 

And by how much she strives to do him good, 

She shall undo her credit with the Moor : 

So will I turn her virtue into pitch, 

And out of her own goodness make the net 

That shall enmesh them all.—How now, Roderigo ! 


Enter RODERIGO. 


Rod. I do follow here in the chase, not like a hound that 
hunts, but one that fills up the cry. My money is almost 
spent: I have been to-night exceedingly well cudgelled ; 
and, I think, the issue will be—I shall have so_much ex- 
perience for my pains, and so, with no money at all and a 
little more wit, return again to Venice. 

lfago. How poor are they that have not patience ! 

What wound did ever heal but by degrees? 

Thou know’st we work by wit, and not by witchcraft ; 
And wit depends on dilatory time. 

Does 't not go well? Cassio hath beaten thee, 

And thou by that small hurt hast cashier’d Cassio. 
Though other things grow fair against the sun, 


” —their blackest sins put on,] z\¢., zzstigaze to the blackest sins. 
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Yet fruits that blossom first will first be ripe: 

Content thyself awhile—By the mass, ‘tis morning ; 

Pleasure and action make the hours seem short. 

Retire thee: go where thou art billeted : 

Away, I say; thou shalt know more hereafter : 

Nay, get thee gone. [Pushing out RoD.]—Two things are | 
to be done. Nh 

My wife must move for Cassio to her mistress ; 

Heelincet Net On: 

Myself, the while, to draw the Moor apart, 

And bring him jump when he may Cassio find 

Soliciting his wife-—Ay, that’s the way : 

Dull not device by coldness and delay. eee: 


iC WW ht 


ScENE I.—Before the Castle in Cyprus. 
Enter CASSI0, and some Musicians. 


Cas. Masters, play here ; I will content your pains: 
Something that’s brief; and bid good-morrow, general. 
[ Muste. 
Enter Clown. 

Clo. Why, masters, have your instruments been in 

Naples, that they speak i’ the nose thus? 
First Mus. How, sir, how ? 
Clo. Are these, I pray you, called wind instruments ? 
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First Mus. Ay, marry, are they, sir. 

Clo. O! thereby hangs a tail. 

First Mus. Whereby hangs a tale, sir? 

Clo. Marry, sir, by many a wind instrument that I know. 
But, masters, here’s money for you; and the general so 
likes your music, that he desires you, of all loves, to make 
no more noise with it. 

First Mus. Well, sir, we will not. 

Clo. If you have any music that may not be heard, to’t 
again; but, as they say, to hear music the general does 
not greatly care. 

First Mus. We have none such, sir. 

Clo. Then put up your pipes in your bag, for Ill away. 
Go ; vanish into air ; away! | xeunt Musicians. 

Cas. Dost thou hear, mine honest friend ? 

Clo. No; I hear not your honest friend, I hear you. 

vi Cas. Prythee, keep up: thy “quillets. 1 heresceam eon 
| piece of gold for thee: if the gentlewoman that attends 
the general’s wife be stirring, tell her there’s one Cassio 
entreats her a little favour of speech : wilt thou do this ? 

Clo. She is stirring, sir: if she will stir hither, I shall 
seem to notify unto her. PEE 


Enter IAGO. 


Cas. Do, good my friend.—In happy time, Iago. 
fago. You have not been a-bed, then? 
Cas. Why, no; the day had broke 
Before we parted. I have made bold, Iago, 
To send in to your wife: my suit to her 
Is, that she will to virtuous Desdemona 
Procure me some access. 
Lago. I ‘ll send her to you presently ; 
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And Ill devise a mean to draw the Moor 

Out of the way, that your converse and business 

May be more free. Pe aree 
Cas. I humbly thank you for ’t.—I never knew 

A Florentine more kind and honest.° 


Enter EMILIA. 


Emil. Good morrow, good lieutenant: I am sorry 
For your displeasure ; but all will soon be well. 
The general and his wife are talking of it, 
And she speaks for you stoutly : the Moor replies, 
That he you hurt is of great fame in Cyprus, 
And great affinity, and that in wholesome wisdom 
He might not but refuse you ; but he protests he loves you, 
And needs no other suitor but his likings, 
To take the safest occasion by the front 
To bring you in again. 
Cas. Yet, [beseech you,-— 
If you think fit, or that it may be done,— 
Give me advantage of some brief discourse 
With Desdemona alone. 
Emil. Pray you, come in: 
I will bestow you where you shall have time 
To speak your bosom freely. 
CHS I am much bound to you. [/veunt. 


5 A Florentine more kind and honest.] Cassio does not mean to 
call Iago a Florentine, for he was a Venetian, but merely to say 
that he, Cassio, never knew even one of his own countrymen, a 
Florentine, more kind and honest. 


8 


Othello, 


ScENE II.—A Room inthe Castle. 


Enter OTHELLO, IAGO, axd Gentlemen. 


Oth. These letters give, Iago, to the pilot, 
And by him do my duties to the state : 
That done, I will be walking on the works ; 
Repair there to me. 


Tago. Well, my good lord; Sistiidosc 
Oth. This fortification, gentlemen,—shali we see ’t ? 
Gent. We wait upon your lordship. [Lveunt. 


ScENE II].—Wear the Castle. 


Enter DESDEMONA, CASSIO, azd EMILIA. 


Des. Be thou assur’d, good Cassio, I will do 
All my abilities in thy behalf. 
Limi. Good madam, do: I warrant it grieves my 
husband, 
As if the case were his. 
Des. O! that’s an honest fellow.—Do not doubt, Cassio 
But I will have my lord and you again 
As friendly as you were. 


d 


Cas. Bounteous madam, 
Whatever shall become of Michael Cassio, 

He’s never anything but your true servant. 

Des. 1 know’t: I thank you. You do love my lord: 
You have known him long ; and be you well assur’d, 
He shall in strangeness stand no farther off 
Than in a politic distance. 

Cas. Ay, but, lady, 
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That policy may either last so long, 
Or feed upon such nice and waterish diet, 
Or breed itself so out of circumstance, 
That, I being absent, and my place supplied, 
My general will forget my love and service. 

Des. Do not doubt that : before Emilia here, 
I give thee warrant of thy place. Assure thee, 
If I do vow a friendship, Ill perform it 
To the last article: my lord shall never rest ; 
I’ll watch him tame, and talk him out of patience ; 
His bed shall seem a school, his board a shrift ; 
I’ll intermingle every thing he does 
With Cassio’s suit: therefore, be merry, Cassio ; 
For thy solicitor shall rather die 
Than give thy cause away. 


Enter OTHELLO and IAGO, at a distance. 


Emil. Madam, here comes my lord. 

Cas. Madam, I'l] take my leave. 

Des. Why, stay, and hear me speak. 

Cas. Madam, not now: IJ am very ill at ease, 
Unfit for mine own purposes. 


Des. Well, do your discretion.® [Hazt CASSIO. 
Tago. Ha! I like not that. 
Oth. What dost thou say? 


Tago. Nothing, my lord: or if—I know not what. 
Oth. Was not that Cassio parted from my wife ? 


6 Well, do your discretion.] Some modern editors, “for the sake of 
the measure”, insert another monosyllable here, “Well, we//, do your 
discretion.” Every old copy is without it, and surely we have no 
pretence for thus attempting to mend Shakespeare’s versification. 
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Tago. Cassio, my lord? No, sure ; I cannot think it, 
That he would steal away so guilty-like, 
Seeing you coming. 
Oth. I do believe ’twas he. 
Des. How, now, my lord! 
I have been talking with a suitor here, 
A man that languishes in your displeasure. 
Oth. Who is’t you mean ? 
Des. Why, your lieutenant, Cassio. Good, my lord, 
If I have any grace, or power to move you, 
His present reconciliation take ; 
For if he be not one that truly loves you, 
That errs in ignorance, and not in cunning, 
I have no judgment in an honest face. 
I pr’ythee, call him back. 
Oth. Went he hence now? 
i Des. Ay, sooth ; so humbled, 
| That he hath left part of his grief with me, 
To suffer with him. Good love, call him back. 
Oth. Not now, sweet Desdemon ; some other time. 
Des. But shall’t be shortly ? 
Oth. The sooner, sweet, for you. 
| Des. Shall’t be to-night at supper ? 
Oth. No, not to-night. 
Des. To-morrow dinner then? 
Oth. I shall not dine at home: 
I meet the captains at the citadel. 
Des. Why then, to-morrow night; or Tuesday morn ; 
On Tuesday noon, or night ; on Wednesday morn : 
I pr’ythee name the time; but let it not 
Exceed three days. In faith, he’s penitent ; 
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And yet his trespass, in our common reason, 
(Save that, they say, the wars must make examples 
Out of our best) is not almost a fault 
T’ incur a private check. When shall he come ? 
Tell me, Othello: I wonder in my soul, 
What you could ask me that I should deny, 
Or stand so mammering on. What! Michael Cassio, 
That came a wooing with you; and so many a time, 
When I have spoke of you dispraisingly, 
Hath ta’en your part ; to have so much to do 
To bring him in! Trust me, I could do much,— 

Oth. Prithee, no more: let him come when he will, 
I will deny thee nothing. 

Des. Why, this is not a boon ; 
Tis as I should entreat you wear your gloves, 
Or feed on nourishing dishes, or keep you warm, 
Or sue to you to do a peculiar profit 
To your own person : nay, when I have a suit 
Wherein I mean to touch your love indeed, 
It shall be full of poise and difficult weight, 
And fearful to be granted. 


Oth. I will deny thee nothing : 


Whereon, I do beseech thee, grant me this, 
To leave me but a little to myself. 
Des. Shall I deny you? no. Farewell, my lord. 
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Oth. Farewell, my Desdemona: I'll come to thee 


straight. 


Des. Emilia, come—Be it as your fancies teach you ; 
Whate’er you be, I am obedient. [Exit, with EMILIA. 


Oth. Excellent wretch! Perdition catch my soul, 
But I do love thee ; and when I love thee not, 
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Chaos is come again. 
Iago. My noble lord,— 
Oth. What dost thou say, Iago ? 
lago. Did Michael Cassio, when you woo’d my lady, 
Know of your love? 
Oth, He did, from first to last : why dost thou ask ? 
/ago. But for a satisfaction of my thought ; 
No farther harm. 
Oth. Why of thy thought, Iago ? 
lago. J did not think he had been acquainted with her. 
Oth. O, yes ; and went between us very oft. 
lago. Indeed ? 
Oth. Indeed! ay, indeed :—discern’st thou aught in that ? 
Is he not honest ? 


Lago. Honest, my lord ? 
OW. Honest, ay honest. 
| lago. My lord, for aught I know. 
; | | Oth. What dost thou think ? 
Lago. Think, my lord! 


Oth. Think, my lord ? By heaven, he echoes me}! 
As if there were some monster in his thought, 
Too hideous to be shown.—Thou dost mean something. 
Val I heard thee say but now, thou lik’dst not that, 
When Cassio left my wife: what didst not like? 
And, when I told thee he was of my counsel 
In my whole course of wooing, thou criedst, Judeed / 
And didst contract and purse thy brow together, 
As if thou then hadst shut up in thy brain 
Some horrible conceit. If thou dost love me, 
Show me thy thought. 


* By heaven, he echoes me,] “Alas ! thou echoest me” in the folios. 
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Iago. My lord, you know I love you. 
Oth. I think thou dost ; 
And,—for I know thou art full of love and honesty, 
And weigh’st thy words before thou giv’st them breath,— 
Therefore, these stops of thine fright me the more ; 
For such things, in a false disloyal knave, 
Are tricks of custom; but ina man that’s just, 
They are close delations, working from the heart, 
That passion cannot rule. 
Lago. For Michael Cassio, 
I dare be sworn, I think that he is honest. 
Oth. 1 think so too. 
Lago. Men should be what they seem ; 
Or, those that be not, would they might seem none! 
Oth. Certain, men should be what they seem. 
Iago. Why, then, I think Cassio ’s an honest man. 
Oth. Nay, yet there ’s more in this. 
I pray thee, speak to me as to thy thinkings, 
As thou dost ruminate ; and give thy worst of thoughts 
The worst of words. 
Lago. Good my lord, pardon me: 
Though I am bound to every act of duty, 
I am not bound to that all slaves are free to. 
Utter my thoughts? Why, say, they are vile and false,— 
As where’s that palace, whereinto foul things 
Sometimes intrude not ? who has that breast so pure, 
But some uncleanly apprehensions 
Keep leets and law-days, and in session sit 
With meditations lawful ? 
Oth. Thou dost conspire against thy friend, Iago, 
If thou but think’st him wrong’d, and mak’st his ear 
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A stranger to thy thoughts. 
Lago. I do beseech you,— 
Though I, perchance, am vicious in my guess 
(As, I confess, it is my nature’s plague 
To spy into abuses, and oft my jealousy 
Shapes faults that are not)—that your wisdom yet, 
From one that so imperfectly conceits, 
Would take no notice; nor build yourself a trouble 
Out of his scattering and unsure observance. 
It were not for your quiet, nor your good, 
Nor for my manhood, honesty, or wisdom, 
To let you know my thoughts. 
Oth. What dost thou mean ? 
lfago. Good name, in man and woman, dear my lord, 
Is the immediate jewel of their souls: 
Who steals my purse, steals trash ; ’tis something, nothing ; 
*Twas mine, ’tis his, and has been slave to thousands ; 
But he that filches from me my good name, 
Robs me of that which not enriches him, 
And makes me poor indeed. 
Oth. By heaven, I'll know thy thoughts. 
/ago. You cannot, if my heart were in your hand ; 
Nor shall not, whilst ’tis in my custody. 
Oth. Ha! 
Lago. O! beware, my lord, of jealousy: 
It is the green-ey’d monster, which doth make 
The meat it feeds on: that cuckold lives in bliss, 
Who, certain of his fate, loves not his wronger ; 
But O! what damned minutes tells he o’er, 
Who dotes, yet doubts ; suspects, yet fondly loves!” 


” —yet FONDLY loves !] The folio 1623 has “soundly loves”, the 
4tos. “strongly loves”, and the Corr. fol. 1632, “fondly loves”. 
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Oth. O misery ! 
Iago. Poor, and content, is rich, and rich enough ; 
But riches fineless is as poor as winter 
To him that ever fears he shall be poor.— 
Good heaven, the souls of all my tribe defend 
From jealousy ! 
Oth. Why? why is this? 
Think’st thou, I’d make a life of jealousy, 
To follow still the changes of the moon 
With fresh suspicions? No; to be once in doubt, 
Is once to be resolvd. Exchange me for a goat, 
When I shall turn the business of my soul 
To such exsufflicate and blown surmises, 
Matching thy inference. ’Tis not to make me jealous, 
To say—my wife is fair, feeds well, loves company, 
Is free of speech, sings, plays, and dances well ; 
Where virtue is, these are more virtuous : 
Nor from mine own weak merits will I draw 
The smallest fear, or doubt of her revolt ; 
For she had eyes, and chose me: no, Iago ; 
I ll see, before I doubt: when I doubt, prove ; 
And, on the proof, there is no more but this, 
Away at once with love or jealousy. 
Lago. 1 am glad of it ; for now I shall have reason 
To show the love and duty that I bear you 
With franker spirit : therefore, as I am bound, 
Receive it from me. I speak not yet of proof. 
Look to your wife ; observe her well with Cassio : 
Wear your -eye thus,—not jealous, nor secure : 
I would not have your free and noble nature, 
Out of self-bounty, be abus’d ; look to ’t. 
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I know our country disposition well : 
In Venice they do let heaven see the pranks 
They dare not show their husbands: their best conscience 
Is, not to leave ’t undone, but keep ’t unknown. 
Oth. Dost thou say so? 
fago. She did deceive her father, marrying you ; 
And, when she seem’d to shake and fear your looks, 
She lov’d them most. 
Oth. And so she did. 
Lago. Why, go to, then: 
She that so young could give out such a seeming, 
To seal her father’s eyes up close as oak,— 
He thought ’twas witchcraft—But I am much to blame ; 
I humbly do beseech you of your pardon, 
For too much loving you. 
Oth. I am bound to thee for ever. 
fago. 1 see this hath a little dash’d your spirits. 
Oth. Not a jot, not a jot. 
Lago. Trust me, I fear it has. 
I hope you will consider what is spoke 
Comes from my love-—But I do see you are mov’d :— 
I am to pray you not to strain my speech 
To grosser issues, nor to larger reach, 
Than to suspicion. 
Oth. I will not. 
Lago. Should you do so, my lord, 
My speech should fall into such vile success 
As my thoughts aim not at.—Cassio’s my worthy friend. 
My lord, I see you are mov’d. 
Oth. No, not much mov’d.— 
I do not think but Desdemona’s honest. 
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Tago. Long live she so! and long live you to think so! 
Oth. And yet, how nature erring from itself,— 
Iago. Ay, there’s the point : as,—to be bold with you,— 

Not to affect many proposed matches 

Of her own clime, complexion, and degree, 

Whereto, we see, in all things nature tends: 

Foh! one may smell in such a will most rank, 

Foul disproportion, thoughts unnatural 

But pardon me ; I do not in position 

Distinctly speak of her, though I may fear, 

Her will, recoiling to her better judgment, 

May fall to match you with her country forms, 

And happily repent. 
Oth. Farewell, farewell. 

If more thou dost perceive, let me know more ; 

Set on thy wife to observe——Leave me, Iago. 


Iago. My lord, I take my leave. [ Going. 
Oth. Why did I marry ?—This honest creature, doubt- 
less, 


Sees and knows more, much more, than he unfolds. 

Tago. My lord, I would® I might entreat your honour 

[ Returning. 

To scan this thing no farther ; leave it to time. 
Although ’tis fit that Cassio have his place, 
(For, sure, he fills it up with great ability) 
Yet. if you please to hold him off awhile, 
You shall by that perceive him and his means : 
Note, if your lady strain his entertainment 
With any strong or vehement importunity ; 


8 My lord, I would, etc.] In the 4to. 1622, this line is absurdly 
made the conclusion of Othello’s speech. 
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Much will be seen in that. In the mean time 

Let me be thought too busy in my fears, 

(As worthy cause I have to fear I am) 

And hold her free, I do beseech your honour. 
Oth, Fear not my government. 
fago. 1 once more take my leave. [Pee 
Oth. This fellow ’s of exceeding honesty, 

And knows all qualities with a learned spirit 

Of human dealings: if I do prove her haggard,? 

Though that her jessest were my dear heart-strings, 

I ’d whistle her off, and let her down the wind 

To prey at fortune—Haply, for I am black, 

And have not those soft parts of conversation 

That chamberers have ; or, for I am declin’d 

Into the vale of years ;—yet that’s not much :— 

She’s gone; I am abus’d; and my relief 

Must be to loathe her. O curse of marriage! 

That we can call these delicate creatures ours, 

And not their appetites. I had rather be a toad, 

And live upon the vapour of a dungeon, 

Than keep a corner in the thing I love 

For others’ uses. Yet, ’tis the plague of great ones ; 

Prerogativ’d are they less than the base ; 

"Tis destiny, unshunnable like death : 

Even then this forked plague is fated to us, 

When we do quicken.—Desdemona comes : 


J 


° —if I do prove her HAGGARD,] A “haggard” was a wild, unre- 
claimed hawk. 

" —-JESSES] “ Jesses” were short straps of leather tied about the 
foot of a hawk, by which she was held on the fist. 
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Enter DESDEMONA ard EMILIA. 


If she be false, O! then heaven mocks itself.— 
I’ll not believe it. 
Des. How now, my dear Othello! 
Your dinner and the generous islanders, 
By you invited, do attend your presence. 
Oth. I am to blame. 
Des. Why is your speech so faint ? are you not well ? 
Oth. 1 have a pain upon my forehead here. 
Des. Faith, that’s with watching ; ’t will away again : 
Let me but bind it hard, within this hour 
It will be well. 
Oth. Your napkin is too little ; 
[Lets fall the napkin. 
Let it alone.—Come, I'll go in with you. 
Des. 1 am very sorry that you are not well. 
[Exeunt OTHELLO and DESDEMONA. 
Emil. 1 am glad I have found this napkin. [Taking it up. 
This was her first remembrance from the Moor : 
My wayward husband hath a hundred times 
Woo’'d me to steal it; but she so loves the token 
(For he conjur’d her she should ever keep it) 
That she reserves it evermore about her, 
To kiss, and talk to. I'll have the work ta’en out,’ 
And give ’t Iago: what he will do with it 
Heaven knows, not I ; 
I nothing, but to please his fantasy. 


2 I'll have the work TA’EN OUT,] “Ta’en out”, in the phraseology 
of the time, meant copied, not picked out. 
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Finter IAGO. 


Iago. How now! what do you here alone? 
Emu, Do not you chide ; I have a thing for you. 
Tago. A thing for me ?—it is a common thing— 
fLimu. Ha? 
lago. Fo have a foolish wife. 
Emu. QO! is that all? What will you give me now 
For that same handkerchief ? 
Lago. What handkerchief ? 
Emil, What handkerchief! 
Why, that the Moor first gave to Desdemona ; 
That which so often you did bid me steal. 
fago. Yast stolen it from her ? 
Emil, No, ’faith: she let it drop by negligence ; 
And, to th’ advantage, I, being here, took ’t up. 
Look neresitts: 
Lago. A good wench ; give it me. 
Limi. What will you do with’t, that you have been so 
earnest 
To have me filch it ? 
Lago. Why, what’s that to you? [Swatching tt. 
Emil. If it be not for some purpose of import, 
Give ’t me again: poor lady! she’ll run mad, 
When she shall lack it. 
fago. Be not you acknown on’t; I have use for it. 
Go; leave me. [fait EMILIA. 
I will in Cassio’s lodging lose this napkin, 
And let him find it : trifles, light as air, 
Are to the jealous confirmations strong 
As proofs of holy writ. This may do something, 
The Moor already changes with my poison : 
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Dangerous conceits are in their natures poisons, [ 
Which at the first are scarce found to distaste ; | 
But, with a little act upon the blood, . 

Burn like the mines of sulphur.—I did say so :— 


Enter OTHELLO, behind. 


Look, where he comes !—Not poppy, nor mandragora,’ 
Nor all the drowsy syrups of the world, 
Shall ever medicine thee to that sweet sleep 
Which thou ow’dst yesterday. 
Oth. : Hatl-ha:! false to me? | 
Iago. Why, how now, general? no more of that. 
Oth. Avaunt! be gone! thou hast set me on the rack.— 
I swear ’tis better to be much abus’d 
Than but to know’t a little. 
Lago. How now, my lord ! 
Oth. What sense had I of her stolen hours of lust ? 
I saw it not, thought it not, it harm’d not me: 
I slept the next night well, was free ANG MMe rye | 
I found not Cassio’s kisses on her lips. 
He that is robb’d, not wanting what is stolen, 
Let him not know’t, and he’s not robb’d at all. 
Iago. 1 am sorry to hear this. 
Oth. 1 had been happy, if the general camp, 
Pioneers and all, had tasted her sweet body, 
So I had nothing known. O! now, for ever, 
Farewell the tranquil mind ; farewell content: 
Farewell the plumed troop, and the big wars, 
That make ambition virtue : O, farewell ! 
Farewell the neighing steed, and the shrill trump, 


3 —_nor MANDRAGORA,] Properly mandragoras, from “mandrake”: 
we do not find its soporific quality elsewhere mentioned. 
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The spirit-stirring drum, the ear-piercing fife, 
The royal banner, and all quality, 
Pride, pomp, and circumstance of glorious war ! 
And O! you mortal engines, whose rude throats 
Th’ immortal Jove’s dread clamours counterfeit, 
Farewell! Othello’s occupation ’s gone! 

lago. Is it possible >—My lord,— 

Oth. Villain, be sure thou prove my love a whore ; 
Be sure of it: give me the ocular proof, 

[Seczing him by the throat. 

Or, by the worth of mine eternal soul, 
Thou hadst been better have been born a dog, 
Than answer my wak’d wrath. 

Lago. Is *t come to thisy 

Oth. Make me to see’t ; or, at the least, so prove it, 
That the probation bear no hinge, nor loop, 
To hang a doubt on, or woe upon thy life! 

flago. My noble lord,— 

Oth. If thou dost slander her, and torture me, 
Never pray more: abandon all remorse ; 
On horror’s head horrors accumulate ; 
Do deeds to make heaven weep, all earth amaz’d, 
For nothing canst thou to damnation add, 
Greater than that. 

Lago. O grace! O heaven defend me !4 
Are you a man? have you a soul, or sense ?— 
God be wi’ you ; take mine office.—O wretched fool, 
That liv’st to make thine honesty a vice !— 
O monstrous world! Take note, take note, O world! 


* —O heaven DEFEND me!] The folio poorly substitutes “forgive 
me” for “defend me”, of both the atos. 
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To be direct and honest is not safe.— 
I thank you for this profit; and from hence 
I'll love no friend, since love breeds such offence. 
Oth. Nay, stay—Thou shouldst be honest. 
Iago. I should be wise ; for honesty ’s a fool, 
And loses that it works for. 
Oth. By the world, 
I think my wife be honest, and think she is not ; 
I think that thou art just, and think thou art not. 
I'll have some proof: her name, that was as fresh 
As Dian’s visage, is now begrim’d and black 
As mine own face. If there be cords, or knives, 
Poison, or fire, or suffocating streams, 
Ill not endure it—Would I were satisfied ! 
Tago. I see, sir, you are eaten up with passion : 
I do repent me that I put it to you. 
You would be satisfied ? 
Oth. Would ! nay, 1 will. 
Tago. And may ; but how? how satisfied, my lord ? 
Would you the supervisor grossly gape on ? 
Behold her tupp’d ? 
Oth. Death and damnation! O! 
Tago. It were a tedious difficulty, I think, 
To bring them to that prospect. Damn them then, 
If ever mortal eyes do see them bolster 
More than their own! What then? how then? 
What shall I say ? Where’s satisfaction ? 
It is impossible you should see this, 
Were they as prime as goats, as hot as monkeys, 
As salt as wolves in_pride, and fools as gross 
As ignorance made drunk : but yet, I say, 
If imputation, and strong circumstances, 10 
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Which lead directly to the door of truth, 

Will give you satisfaction, you may have it. 
Oth. Give me a living reason she’s disloyal. 
Tago. 1 do not like the office ; 

But, sith I am enterd in this causeisomar 

Prick’d to’t by foolish honesty and love, 

I will go on. I lay with Cassio lately, 

And being troubled with a raging tooth, 

I could not sleep. 

There are a kind of men so loose of soul, 

That in their sleeps will mutter their affairs : 

One of this kind is Cassio. 

In sleep I heard him say,—Szeet Desdemona, 

Let us be wary, let us hide our loves ! 

And then, sir, would he gripe, and wring my hand 

Cry,—O, sweet creature ! and then kiss me hard, 

As if he pluck’d up kisses by the roots, 

That grew upon my lips: then, laid his leg 

Over my thigh, and sigh’d, and kiss’d ; and then 

Cried,— Cursed fate, that gave thee to the Moor! 
Ozh, O monstrous! monstrous! 

Lago. Nay, this was but his dream. 
Oth. But this denoted a foregone conclusion : 

"Tis a shrewd doubt, though it be but a dream. 
fago. And this may help to thicken other proofs, 

That do demonstrate thinly. 

Oth. I'll tear her all to pieces. 
lago. Nay, but be wise : yet we see nothing done ; 

She may be honest yet. Tell me but this: 

Have you not sometimes seen a handkerchief, 

Spotted with strawberries, in your wife’s hand ? 


d 
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Oth. 1 gave her such’a one: ’twas my first oift. 
Iago. 1 know not that ; but such a handkerchief 
(I am sure it was your wife’s) did I to-day 
See Cassio wipe his beard with. 
Oth. [beihe (oem hs 
Jago. If it be that, or any that was hers, 
It speaks against her with the other proofs. 
Oth. O, that the slave had forty thousand lives ! 
One is too poor, too weak for my revenge. 
Now do I see ’tis true—Look here, Iago ; 
All my fond love thus do I blow to heaven: itis One. 
Arise, black vengeance, from thy hollow cell !° 
Yield up, O love! thy crown, and hearted throne, 
To tyrannous hate! swell, bosom, with thy fraught, 
For ’tis of aspics’ tongues ! 
Tago. Pray be content. 
Oth. O, blood, Iago, blood ! 
Iago. Patience, I say ; your mind, perhaps, may change. 
Oth. Never, Iago. Like to the Pontic sea, 
Whose icy current and compulsive course 
Neer feels retiring ebb,®° but keeps due on 
To the Propontic, and the Hellespont ; 
Even so my bloody thoughts, with violent pace, 
Shall ne’er look back, ne’er ebb to humble love, 
Till that a capable and wide revenge 
Swallow them up.—Now, by yond’ marble heaven, 
In the due reverence of a sacred vow [ Kneeling. 


5 from THY hollow CELL !] The two 4tos. concur in this reading ; 
the folio “from ¢he hollow hel/”, which may be right. 

6 Ne’er FEELS retiring ebb,] The folio has it, “ Never £eeps re- 
tiring ebb”. Pope altered /eeps to “feels”: the ato, 1630 has the 
same word, “ Ne’er feels retiring ebb”. 
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I here engage my words. 
Lago. Do not rise yet—  [Kueeling. 
Witness, you ever-burning lights above ! 
You elements that clip us round about ! 
Witness, that here Iago doth give up 
The execution of his wit, hands, heart, 
To wrong’d Othello’s service. Let him command, 
And to obey shall be in me remorse, 
What bloody work soe’er.’ 
Oth. I greet thy love, 
Not with vain thanks, but with acceptance bounteous, 
And will upon the instant put thee to’t : 
Within these three days let me hear thee say, 
That Cassio’s not alive. 
fago. My friend is dead : ’tis done at your request ; 
But let her live. 
Oth. Damn her, lewd minx! O, damn her! 
Come, go with me apart; I will withdraw, 
To furnish me with some swift means of death 
For the fair devil. Now art thou my lieutenant. 
fago. | am your own for ever. [| Lxeunt. 


SCENE 1V.—Wear the Castle. 
Enter DESDEMONA, EMILIA, azd Clown. 


Des. Do you know, sirrah, where the lieutenant Cassio lies? 

Clo. I dare not say he lies anywhere. 

Des. Why, man? 

Clo. He is a soldier ; and for one to say a soldier lies, is 
stabbing. 


" What bloody work SOF’ER.] So the 4tos., but the folios read 
“What bloody business ever.” 
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Des. Go to. Where lodges he? 

Clo. To tell you where he lodges is to tell you where 
I lie. 

Des. Can anything be made of this ?° 

Clo. I know not where he lodges; and for me to devise 
a lodging, and say, he lies here, or he lies there, were to lie 
in mine own throat. 

Des. Can you inquire him out, and be edified by report? 

Clo. 1 will catechise the world for him; that is, make 
questions, and by them answer. 

Des, Seek him; bid him come hither: tell him, I have 
moved my lord in his behalf, and hope all will be well. 

Clo. To do this is within the compass of man’s wit ; 
and therefore I will attempt the doing it. [ Hct. 

Des. Where should I lose that handkerchief, Emilia ? 

Emil. 1 know not, madam. 

Des. Believe me, I had rather have lost my purse 
Full of crusadoes ;? and but my noble Moor 
Is true of mind, and made of no such baseness 
As jealous creatures are, it were enough 
To put him to ill-thinking. 

Emil. Is he not jealous ? 

Des. Who? he! I think the sun, where he was born, 
Drew all such humours from him. 

Emil. Look, where he comes. 

Enter OTHELLO. 
Des. I will not leave him now, till Cassio 


8 Can anything be made of this?] This and the preceding speech 


are not in the 4to. 1622. 
9 _CRUSADOES;] A current Portuguese coin, so called from the 


cross stamped upon it. 


s 
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Be call’d to him.—How is’t with you, my lord ? 
Oth. Well, my good lady—|Aszde.] O, hardness to dis- 
semble !— 
How do you, Desdemona ? 
Des. Well, my good lord. 
Oth, Give me your hand. This hand is moist, my lady. 
Des. It yet has felt no age, nor known no sorrow. 
Oth. This argues fruitfulness, and liberal heart. 
Hot, hot, and moist: this hand of yours requires 
A sequester from liberty, fasting, and prayer, 
Much castigation, exercise devout ; 
For here’s a young and sweating devil here, 
That commonly rebels. ’Tis a good hand ; 
A frank one. 
Des. You may, indeed, say so ; 
For 'twas that hand that gave away my heart. 
Oth. A liberal hand: the hearts of old gave hands, 
But our new heraldry is—hands, not hearts. 
Des. I cannot speak of this. Come now, your promise. 
Oth. What promise, chuck ? 
Des. I have sent to bid Cassio come speak with you. 
Oth. I have a salt and sullen rheum offends me: 
Lend me thy handkerchief. 


Des. Flere, my, lord: [Offering one. 
Oth. That which I gave you. 

Des. I have it not about me. 
Oth. Not? 

Des. No, indeed, my lord. 

Oth. That is a fault. 


That handkerchief i 
Did an Egyptian to my mother give ; 


Sc. Iv.] The Moor of Venice. 79 


She was a charmer,” and could almost read 
The thoughts of people: she told her, while she kept it, 
’Twould make her amiable, and subdue my father 
Entirely to her love ; but if she lost it, 
Or made a gift of it, my father’s eye 
Should hold her loathed, and his spirits should hunt | 
After new fancies. She, dying, gave it me ; | 
And bid me, when my fate would have me wive, 
To give it her. I did so; and take heed on't: 
Make it a darling like your precious eye ; 
To lose’t or give’t away, were such perdition, 
As nothing else could match. 

Des. Is’t possible ? 

Oth. ’Tis true; there’s magic in the web of it. 
A sibyl, that had number’d in the world . 
The sun to course two hundred compasses, | \\) 
In her prophetic fury sew’d the work ; 
The worms were hallow’d that did breed the silk, 
And it was dyed in mummy, which the skilful | 
Conserv’d of maidens’ hearts. 

Des. Indeed! is’t true ? 

Oth. Most veritable ; therefore look to ’t well. 

Des. Then, would to heaven that I had never seen ite 

Oth. Ha! wherefore ? 

Des. Why do you speak so startingly and rash? 

Oth. Is’t lost? is’t gone? speak, is it out o’ the way? 

Des. Heaven bless us! 

Oth. Say you? 

10 She was a CHARMER,]| 7.¢., an ewchantress, or compounder of 
charms, a word frequent in Shakespeare’s age ; but he has the sub- 
stantive “charmer” only here. 
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Des. It is not lost ; but what an if it were? 
Oth. How? 
Des. I say, it is not lost. 
Oth. Fetch *t, let me see’: 
Des. Why, so I can, sir; but I will not now. 
This is a trick to put me from my suit :— 
I pray, let Cassio be receiv’'d again. 
Ozh, Fetch me that handkerchief: my mind misgives. 
es a Convencomen, 
You ’ll never meet a more sufficient man. 
Oth. The handkerchief! 


Des. I pray, talk me of Cassio, 
Oth, The handkerchief! 
Des. A man that, all his time, 


Hath founded his good fortunes on your love ; 
Shar’d dangers with you ;— 
Oth. The handkerchief! 
a) | Des. In sooth you are to blame. 
Oth. Away ! [Exit OTHELLO. 
Emil. Is not this man jealous? 
Des. I ne’er saw this before. 
Sure, there’s some wonder in this handkerchief: 
| I am most unhappy in the loss of it. 
Emil. Tis not a year or two shows us a man: 
They are all but stomachs, and we all but food ; 
They eat us hungerly, and when they are full, 
They belch us. 
Enter 1aGo and.Cassio. 
Look you! Cassio, and my husband. 


fago. There is no other way ; ’tis she must do’t: 
And, lo, the happiness! go, and importune her. 
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Des. How now, good Cassio! what’s the news with you? [ 

Cas. Madam, my former suit. I do beseech you, 
That by your virtuous means I may again 
Exist, and be a member of his love, 

Whom I, with all the office of my heart, 

Entirely honour : I would not be delay’d. 

If my offence be of such mortal kind, 

That nor my service past, nor present sorrows, 

Nor purpos’d merit in futurity, 

Can ransom me into his love again, 
But to know so must be my benefit ; | 
So shall I clothe me in a forc’d content, 

And shut myself up in some other course 

To fortune’s alms. 

Des. Alas! thrice-gentle Cassio, KN 
My advocation is not now in tune; | | 
My lord is not my lord; nor should I know him, 

Were he in favour, as in humour, alter’d. 

So help me every spirit sanctified, 

As I have spoken for you all my best, 

And stood within the blank of his displeasure 

For my free speech. You must a while be patient ; 
What I can do, I will ; and more I will, | 
Than for myself I dare: let that suffice you. 

Jago. Is my lord angry? 

Emil. He went hence but now ; 
And, certainly, in strange unquietness. 

Tago. Can he be angry? I have seen the cannon 
When it hath blown his ranks into the air, 

And, like the devil, from his very arm 
Puff’d his own brother ;—and can he be angry? 
11 
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Something of moment, then: I will go meet him. 
There’s matter in ’t, indeed, if he be angry. 
Des. I pr’ythee do so. [Exzt 1AGo.]—Something, sure, of 
| SHEN 
ti Either from Venice, or some unhatch’d practice, 
| Made demonstrable here in Cyprus to him,— 
Hath puddled his clear spirit ; and, in such cases, 
Men’s natures wrangle with inferior things, 
Though great ones are their object. ’Tis even so ; 
For let our finger ache, and it indues 
Our other healthful members ev’n to that sense 
Of pain: nay, we must think, men are not gods ; 
Nor of them look for such observances 
As fit the bridal—Beshrew me much, Emilia, 
I was (unhandsome warrior as I am) 
Atraigning his unkindness with my soul ; 
Hl But now I find I had suborn’d the witness, 
i | And he’s indicted falsely. 
Emil. Pray heaven it be state matters, as you think, 
And no-conception, nor no jealous toy, 
Concerning you. 
Des. Alas the day! I never gave him cause. 
Emil. But jealous souls will not be answer’d so ; 
They are not ever jealous for the cause, 
But jealous for they are jealous ; ’tis a monster, 
Begot upon itself, born on itself. 
Des. Heaven keep that monster from Othello’s mind ! 
Emil. Lady, amen. 
Des. 1 will go seek him.—Cassio, walk hereabout : 
If I do find him fit, TW move yoursun. 
And seek to effect it to my uttermost. 
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Cas. I humbly thank your ladyship. 
[Exeunt DESDEMONA and EMILIA. 


Enter BIANCA. 


Bian. Save you, friend Cassio ! 
Cas. What make you from home ? 
How is it with you, my most fair Bianca? 
I’ faith, sweet love, I was coming to your house. 
Bian. And I was going to your lodging, Cassio. 
What! keep a week away ? seven days and nights ? 
Eight-score eight hours ? and lovers’ absent hours 
More tedious than the dial eight-score times ? 
O weary reckoning ! 
Cas. Pardon me, Bianca ; 
I have this while with leaden thoughts been press’d ; 
But I shall, in a more convenient time, 
Strike off this score of absence. Sweet Bianca, 
[Giving her DESDEMONA’S handkerchief. 
Take me this work out. 
Bian. O, Cassio! whence came this ? 
This is some token from a newer friend : 
To the felt absence now I feel a cause. 
Is it come to this? Well, well. 
Cas. Go to, woman ! 
Throw your vile guesses in the devil's teeth, 
From whence you have them. You are jealous now, 
That this is from some mistress some remembrance : 
No, in good troth, Bianca. 
Bian. Why, whose is it? 
Cas. 1 know not, sweet: I found it in my chamber. 
I like the work well ; ere it be demanded, 
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(As like enough it will) I’d have it copied : 
Take it, and dot; and leave me fertiiavuimec: 
Bian, Leave you! wherefore ? 
Cas. I do attend here on the general ; 
j And think it no addition, nor my wish, 
To have him see me woman’d. 


Brian. Why, I pray you? 
Cas. Not that I love you not. 
Bian. But that you do not love me. 


I pray you, bring me on the way a little ; 
And say if I shall see you soon at night. 
Cas. ’Tis but a little way that I can bring you, 
For I attend here ; but I'll see you soon. 
Bian. ’Tis very good: I must be circumstane’d. [Exeunt. 


AC eve 
SCENE ].—BSefore the Castle of Cyprus. 


Enter OTHELLO and IAGO. 
Lago. Will you think so ? 


Oth. Think so, Iago ? 

Lago. What ! 
To kiss in private ? 

Oth. An unauthoris’d kiss. 


lago. Or to be naked with her friend in bed 
An hour, or more, not meaning any harm ? 
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Oth. Naked in bed, Iago, and not mean harm ? 
It is hypocrisy against the devil : 
They that mean virtuously, and yet do so, 
The devil their virtue tempts, and they tempt heaven. 
Iago. If they do nothing, ’tis a venial slip: 
But if I give my wife a handkerchief,— 
Orth, What then ? 
Iago. Why, then ’tis hers, my lord ; and, being hers, 
She may, I think, bestow ’t on any man. 
Oth. She is protectress of her honour too: 
May she give that? 
Jago. Her honour is an essence that’s not seen : 
They have it very oft, that have it not: 
But, for the handkerchief,— 
Oth. By heaven, I would most gladly have forgot it. 
Thou saidst,—O ! it comes o’er my memory, 
As doth the raven o’er the infected house,’ 
Boding to all,—he had my handkerchief. 
Tago. Ay, what of that? 
Oth. That’s not so good, now. 
Iago. What, if I had said, I had seen him do you 
wrong? 
Or heard him say,—as knaves be such abroad, 
Who having, by their own importunate suit, 
Or voluntary dotage of some mistress, 
Convinced or supplied them,” cannot choose 
But they must blab— 
Oth. Hath he said anything ? 


1 INFECTED house] The folio alone has “zn/ectzous house”. 
2 CONVINCED or SUPPLIED them,] 2¢., overcome or satisfied them : 
’ a then ordinary sense of convince. See Love's Labour’s Lost, act v, 


SC. 2, p. 104, etc. 
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lago. He hath, my lord; but be you well assur’d, 
No more than he'll unswear. 

Oth. What hath he said ? 

lago. ’Faith, that he did,—I know not what he did. 

Oth. What ? what? 

lago. Lie— 

Oth. With her ? 

Tago. With her, on her: what you will. 

Oth, Lie with her! lie on her!—We say lie on her, when 
they belie her. Lie with her! that’s fulsome.—Handker- 
chief,—confessions,—handkerchief !—To confess, and be 
hanged for his labour.—First to be hanged, and then to 
confess :—I tremble at it. Nature would not invest herself 
in such shadowing passion® without some instruction. It 
is not words that shake me thus :—Pish !—Noses, ears, and 
lips. — Is ’t possible ? — Confess !— Handkerchief! —O 
devil !— [falling in a trance. 

fago. Work on, 
My medicine, work! Thus credulous fools are caught ; 
And many worthy and chaste dames even thus, 
All guiltless, meet reproach—What, ho! my lord! 


Enter CASSIO. 


My lord, I say! Othello !—How now, Cassio ! 
Cas. What’s the matter ? 
fago. My lord is fallen into an epilepsy : 
This is his second fit ; he had one yesterday. 
Cas. Rub him about the temples. 
Lago. No, forbear. 
The lethargy must have his quiet course : 


* SHADOWING passion.] Possibly shuddering passion”, as in the 
(Coie, ie. 1632, but we make no change. 
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If not, he foams at mouth ; and, by and by, 
Breaks out to savage madness.—Look, he stirs : 
Do you withdraw yourself a little while, 

He will recover straight: when he is gone, 


I would on great occasion speak with you [E-x7t CAS. 
How is it, general ? have you not hurt your head? 
Oth. Dost thou mock me? [ Recovering. 
Lago. I mock you! no, by heaven. 


Would you would bear your fortune like a man. 
Oth. A horned man’s a monster and a beast. 
Tago. There’s many a beast, then, in a populous city, 
And many a civil monster. 
Oth, Did he confess it? 
Lago. Good sir, be a man ; 
Think every bearded fellow, that’s but yok’d, 
May draw with you : there’s millions, now alive, 
That nightly lie in those unproper beds, 
Which they dare swear peculiar : your case is better. 
O! ’tis the spite of hell, the fiend’s arch-mock, 
To lip a wanton in a secure couch, 
And to suppose her chaste. No, let me know ; 
And, knowing what I am, I know what she shall be. 
Oth. O! thou art wise; tis certain. 
Jago. Stand you awhile apart ; 
Confine yourself but in a patient list.* 
Whilst you were here, o’erwhelmed with your grief, 
(A passion most unsuiting such a man),° 
Cassio came hither: I shifted him away, 


4 _in a patient LIST.] 4¢., in a patient /zmzz or boundary. 
5 __ YNSUITING] So the 4tos. : the foliohas resulting ; and modern 
editors do not tell us where they found wz/itt7ug : it is in the 4to. 1630. 
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| And laid good ’scuse upon your ecstasy ; 

Bade him anon return, and here speak with me; 

- The which he promis’d. But encave yourself, 

And mark the fleers, the gibes, and notable scorns, 

aaa That dwell in every region of his face ; 

au For I will make him tell the tale anew, 

| Where, how, how oft, how long ago, and when 
He hath, and is again to cope your wife : 
I say, but mark his gesture-—Marry, patience ; 
Or I shall say you are all in all in spleen, 
And nothing of a man. 

Oth. Dost thou hear, Iago ? 
I will be found most cunning in my patience ; 
But (dost thou hear ?) most bloody. 
Lago. That’s not amiss ; 
But yet keep time in all, Will you withdraw ? . 
[OTHELLO retires. 

Now will I question Cassio of Bianca, 
A housewife, that by selling her desires, 
Buys herself bread and clothes: it is a creature 
That dotes on Cassio,—as ’tis the strumpet’s plague, 
To beguile many, and be beguil’d by one :— 
He, when he hears of her, cannot refrain 
From the excess of laughter :—here he comes,— 


Re-enter CASSIO, at a distance. 


As he shall smile, Othello shall go mad ; 
And his unbookish jealousy must construe 
Poor Cassio’s smiles, gestures, and light behaviour, 
Quite in the wrong—How do you now, lieutenant ? 
Cas. [Advancing.| The worser, that you give me the 
addition 


LTT ODT ets a I Ne me 
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Whose want even kills me. 
lago. Ply Desdemona well, and you are sure ont. 


Now, if this suit lay in Bianca’s power, [Speaking lower. 
How quickly should you speed ? 

Cas. Alas, poor caitiff! 

Oth. Look, how he laughs already! [ Aside. 


Tago. I never knew woman love man so. . 
Cas. Alas, poor rogue! I think, i faith, she loves me. 
Oth. Now he denies it faintly, and laughs it out. [Aside. 
Iago. Do you hear, Cassio? 
Oth. Now he importunes him 
To tell it o’er.—Go to; well said, well said. [ Aside. 
Tago. She gives it out that you shall marry her : 
Do you intend it? 
Cas. asia ba! | 
Oth. Do you triumph, Roman >? do you triumph ? [Aszde. \ AS 
Cas. 1 marry her!—what! a customer? I prithee bear 
some charity to my wit ; do not think it so unwholesome. 
ia ha, ha} 
Oth. So, so, so, so. They laugh that win. [A sede. 
Tago. ’Faith, the cry goes, that you shall marry her. 
Cas. Prithee say true. 
Tago. 1 am a very villain else. 
Oth. Have you scored me? Well. [ Aszde. 
Cas, This is the monkey’s own giving out: she is per- 
suaded I will marry her out of her own love and flattery, 


not out of my promise. 
Oth. Iago beckons me :* now he begins the story. [Aszde. 


5 Iago BECKONS me :] @2., made signs to Othello: the folio, which 
is ill printed in this part of the scene, alone has, “Iago decomes me.” 
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Cas. She was here even now; she haunts me in every 
place. I was, the other day, talking on the sea-bank with 
certain Venetians, and thither comes the bauble ; and, by 
this hand, she falls me thus about my neck ;— 

Oth. Crying, O dear Cassio! as it were: his gesture im- 
ports it. [A side. 

Cas. So hangs, and lolls, and weeps upon me; so hales 
and pulls me: ha, ha, ha !— 

Oth. Now he tells how she plucked him to my chamber. 
—O!I see that nose of yours, but not that dog I shall 
throw it to. 

Cas. Well, I must leave her company. 

lago. Before me! look where she comes. 

Cas.’ Tis such another fitchew ! marry, a perfumed one.— 


fEinter BIANCA, 


What do you mean by this haunting of me? 
Bian. Let the devil and his dam haunt you! What did 
you mean by that same handkerchief you gave me even 
now? I was a fine fool to take it. I must take out the 
work ?—A likely piece of work that you should find it in 
your chamber, and know not who left it there! This is 
some minx’s token, and I must take out the work ? There, 
give it your hobby-horse: wheresoever you had it, Ill 
take out no work on’t. [ Showing zt. 
Cas. How now, my sweet Bianca ? how now, how now? 
Oth. By heaven, that should be my handkerchief ! [A side. 
Bian. An you’ll come to supper to-night, you may : an 
you will not, come when you are next prepared for. [#7éz. 
lago. After her, after her. 
Cas. Faith, I must; she’ll rail in the street else. 
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Tago. Will you sup there ? 

Gos) Faith, | intend so, 

Tago. Well, | may chance to see you, for I would very 
fain speak with you. 

Cas. Prithee come: will you? 

Tago. Go to; say no more. [Peazi CASSIO: 

Oth. [Advancing.| How shall I murder him, Iago? 

Iago. Did you perceive how he laughed at his vice ? 

Oth. O, Iago! 

Jago. And did you see the handkerchief ? 

Oth. Was that mine ? 

Iago. Yours, by this hand : and to see how he prizes the 
foolish woman your wife! she gave it him, and he hath 
given it his whore. 

Oth. 1 would have him nine years a-killing.—A fine 
woman! a fair woman! a sweet woman ! 

Jago. Nay, you must forget that. 

Oth. Ay, let her rot, and perish, and be damned to-night, 
for she shall not live. No, my heart is turned to stone ; i, 
strike it, and it hurts my hand. O! the world hath not a 
sweeter creature: she might lie by an emperor's side and 
command him tasks. 

Tago. Nay, that’s not your way. 

Oth. Hang her! I do but say what she is——So delicate 
with her needle!—an admirable musician! O! she will 
sing the savageness out of a bear.—Of so high and plen- 
teous wit and invention !— 

Tago. She’s the worse for all this. 

Oth, O! a thousand thousand times. And then, of so 
gentle a condition. 
Iago. Ay, too gentle. 
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Oth. Nay, that’s certain :—but yet the pity of it, lago! 
—O, Iago! the-pity of it, Tago! 

Iago. If you are so fond over her iniquity, give her 
patent to offend; for if it touch not you, it comes near 
nobody. 

Oth. 1 will chop her into messes.—Cuckold me ! 

Tago. O! ’tis foul in her. 

Oth. With mine officer ! 

lago. That’s fouler. 

Oth. Get me some poison, Iago; this night :—-I’ll not 
expostulate with her, lest her body and beauty unprovide 
my mind again.—This night, Iago. 

Jago. Do it not with poison; strangle her in her bed, 
even the bed she hath contaminated. 

Oth. Good, good: the justice of it pleases ; very good. 

Jago. And for Cassio, let me be his undertaker. You 
shall hear more by midnight. [A trumpet sounded within. 

Oth. Excellent good.—What trumpet is that same ? 

Jago. Something from Venice, sure.—’Tis Lodovico, 
Come from the duke; and, see, your wife is with him. 


Enter LODOVICO, DESDEMONA, axd Attendants. 


Lod. ’Save you, worthy general ! 
Oth. With all my heart, sir ! 
Lod. The duke and senators of Venice greet you. 
[Giving him a packet. 
Oth. I kiss the instrument of their pleasures. 
[Opens the packet, and reads. 
Des. And what’s the news, good cousin Lodovico? 
lago. | am very glad to see you, signior : 
Welcome to Cyprus. 


SCg am! 


Lod, 1 thank you. 


Iago. Lives, sir. 


The Moor of Ventce. 


How does lieutenant Cassio ? 


Des. Cousin, there’s fallen between him and my lord 


An unkind breach; but you shall make all well. 


Oth. Are you sure of that ? 


Des. My lord? 

Oth. This fail you not to do, as you will— 

Lod. He did not call ; he’s busy in the paper. 
Is there division ’twixt my lord and Cassio ? 

Des. A most unhappy one: I would do much 
To atone them,® for the love I bear to Cassio. 

Oth. Fire and brimstone ! 


Des. 
Oth. 


Des. What! is he angry? 


od: 


For, as I think, they do command him home, 


My lord ? 


| Reading. 


Are you wise? 


May be, the letter mov'd him ; 


Deputing Cassio in his government. 
Des. By my troth,’ I am glad on’t. 
Oth. 
(DGS 
Oth. Tam glad to see you mad. 
Des. 


Oth 


. Devil! 


Des. 
Lod. My lord, this would not be believ’d in Venice, 


6 To ATONE them,]| z. é., 
have had several previo 
Coriolanus, act iv, sc. 6, p. 110, etc. 

7 By my troth,] So the 4tos.: 
other smaller variations maki 


Indeed ! 


My lord? 


How, sweet Othello ? 


I have not deserv’d this. 


[Striking her. 


to reconcile them, or at one them. We 
us instances of the use of this word. See 


the folio, poorly Zrust me, with 
ng no real difference. 


O04 Othello, 


[ACT IV. 


Though I should swear I saw it: ’tis very much ; 
Make her amends; she weeps. 
Oth. O devil, devil ! 
If that the earth could teem with woman’s tears, 
Each drop she falls would prove a crocodile.— 
Out of my sight ! 
Des. I will not stay to offend you. [Gozng. 
Lod. Truly an obedient lady :— 
I do beseech your lordship, call her back. 
Oth. Mistress ! 
Des. My lord? [ Returning. 
Oth. ; What would you with her, sir ? 
Lod, Who, I, my lord? 
Oth. Ay; you did wish that I would make her turn: 
Sir, she can turn, and turn, and yet go on, 
And turn again; and she can weep, sir, weep ; 
And she’s obedient, as you say,—obedient,— 
Very obedient.—Proceed you in your tears.— 
Concerning this, sir—O well-painted passion !|— 
I am commanded home.—Get you away ; 
I'll send for you anon.—Sir, I obey the mandate, 
And will return to Venice—Hence! avaunt! [Az DEs. 
Cassio shall have my place. And,—sir, to-night, 
I do entreat that we may sup together : 
You are welcome, sir, to Cyprus.—Goats and monkeys! 
[ Exit. 
Lod. Is this the noble Moor whom our full senate, 
Call all-in-all sufficient >—This the noble nature® 


* This the NOBLE nature] Thus both the 4tos.: the folio tamely, 
“Is this the nature.” As far as a mere ten-syllable verse is concerned, 
noble is certainly too much; but instances of lines of twelve syllables 
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Whom passion could not shake? whose solid virtue 
The shot of accident, nor dart of chance, 
Could neither graze nor pierce ? 

Lago. He is much chang’d. 

Lod. Are his wits safe? is he not light of brain? 

Iago. He’s that-he is: I may not breathe my censure : 
What he might be—if, what he might, he is not— ) 
I would to heaven he were! | 

Lod. What! strike his wife ? 

Jago. Faith, that was not so well; yet, would 1 knew 
That stroke would prove the worst. 

Wod: Is it his use ? 

Or did the letters work upon his blood, 
And new-create this fault ? 

Lago. Alas, alas ! : 
It is not honesty in me to speak | 
What I have seen and known. You shall observe him ; 
And his own courses will denote him so 
That I may save my speech. Do but go after, 

And mark how he continues. 

Lod. I am sorry 

That I am deceivd in him. [Exeunt. 


SCENE II—A Room in the Castle of Cyprus. | 


Enter OTHELLO and EMILIA. 
Oth. You have seen nothing, then? 


have been, as usual with Shakespeare, numerous , and the epithet is 
an important and emphatic addition. Some modern editors strike it | 
out without the slightest notice. 
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Emil. Nor ever heard ; nor ever did suspect. 

Oth. Yes, you have seen Cassio and her together. 

Emil. But then I saw no harm ; and then I heard 
Each syllable that breath made up between them. 

Oth. What! did they never whisper ? 


Emil. Never, my lord. 
Oth. Nor send you out o’ the way? 
Emil. Never. 


Oth. To fetch her fan, her gloves, her mask, nor nothing ? 
Emil. Never, my lord. 
Oth. That’s strange. 
Emil. 1 durst, my lord, to wager she is honest, 
Lay down my soul at stake: if you think other, 
Remove your thought; it doth abuse your bosom. 
If any wretch have put this in your head, 
Let heaven requite it with the serpent’s curse ; 
: For if she be not honest, chaste, and true, 
| There’s no man happy: the purest of their wives 
Is foul as slander. 
Oth, Bid her come hither :—go.— [fizat EMIT, 
She says enough ; yet she’s a simple bawd, 
That cannot say as much. This is a subtle whore, 
A closet-lock-and-key of villainous secrets : 
And yet she’ll kneel and pray ; I have seen her dat. 


Enter DESDEMONA and EMILIA. 


Des, My lord, what is your will ? 


Oth. Pray, chuck, come hither. 
Des. What is your pleasure ? 
Oth. Let me see your eyes: 


Look in my face? 
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Des. What horrible fancy’s this ? 

Oth. Some of your function, mistress ; [Zo EMIL. 
Leave procreants alone, and shut the door: 
Cough, or cry “em, if any body come: 


Your mystery, your mystery ;—nay, dispatch. 
[Hat EMILIA. 


Des. Upon my knees, what doth your speech import ? 
I understand a fury in your words, 
But not the words. 

Oth. Why, what art thou ? 


Des. Your wife, my lord; your true 
And loyal wife. 
Oth. Come, swear it, damn thyself ; 


Lest, being like one of heaven, the devils themselves 
Should fear to seize thee: therefore, be double-damn’d ; 
Swear thou art honest. 
Des. Heaven doth truly know it. 
Oth. Heaven truly knows that thou art false as hell. 
Des. To whom, my lord? with whom ? How am I false? 
Oth. O Desdemon !—away, away, away ! 
Des. Alas, the heavy day !—Why do you weep? 
Am I th’ occasion® of these tears, my lord? 
If, haply, you my father do suspect 
An instrument of this your calling back, 
Lay not your blame on me: if you have lost him, 
Why, I have lost him too. 
Oth. Had it pleas’d heaven 
To try me with affliction; had he rain'd 
All kinds of sores and shames on my bare head ; 
9 Am I th’ OCCASION] In the folios the line is, “Am I th’ motive of 


these tears, my lord?” So overleaf, the folio reads place for “part”. 
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Steep’d me in poverty to the very lips ; 
Given to captivity me and my utmost hopes ; 
I should have found in some part of my soul 
A drop of patience: but, alas! to make me 
A fixed figure, for the time of scorn 
To point his slow unmoving finger at 5} 
Yet could I bear that too ; well, very well : 
But there, where I have garner’d up my heart, 
Where either I must live, or bear no life, 
The fountain from the which my current runs, 
Or else dries up ; to be discarded thence, 
Or keep it as a cistern, for foul toads 
To knot and gender in !—turn thy complexion there, 
Patience, thou young and rose-lipp’d cherubin ; 
Ay, there, look grim as hell! 
Des. I hope my noble lord esteems me honest. 
Oth. O! ay ; as summer flies are in the shambles, 
That quicken even with blowing.—O thou weed ! 
Who art so lovely fair, and smell’st so sweet, 
That the sense aches at thee, would thou hadst ne’er been 
born ! 
Des. Alas! what ignorant sin have I committed ? 
Oth. Was this fair paper, this most goodly book, 
Made to write whore upon? What committed ? 
Committed !—O thou public commoner ! 


1 To point his slow UNMOVING FINGER at,] This is the reading 
of the two 4tos. The folio has, “ 7he fixed finger”, and “and moving”, 
for “unmoving”. It may be very reasonably doubted, whether the 
text is not more or less corrupt in all the o'd copies, and, among other 
changes, that we ought to read “and of scorn”, instead of “¢zme of 
scorn’; but there is no warrant for it. 
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I should make very forges of my cheeks, 

That would to cinders burn up modesty, 

Did I but speak thy deeds.—What committed ?? 
Heaven stops the nose at it, and the moon winks : 
The bawdy wind, that kisses all it meets, 

Is hush’d within the hollow mine of earth, 

And will not hear it. What committed ?— 
Impudent strumpet ! 


OURS By heaven you do me wrong. 
Oth. Are not you a strumpet ? 
Des. No, as I am a Christian. 


If to preserve this vessel for my lord 
From any other foul unlawful touch, 
Be not to be a strumpet, ] am none. 
Oth. What, not a whore? 
Des. No, as I shall be saved. 
Oth. Is’t possible ? 
Des. O, heaven forgive us! 
Oth. I cry you mercy, then ; 
I took you for that cunning whore of Venice, 
That married with Othello.—You, mistress, 
That have the office opposite to Saint Peter, 
And keep the gate of hell ; you, you, ay, you: 


Re-enter EMILIA. 


We have done our course; there’s money for your pains : 
I pray you, turn the key, and keep our counsel. [ Hace. 

Emil. Alas! what does this gentleman conceive ?— 
How do you, madam? how do you, my good lady? 


2 What committed ?] The three lines, following “What committed” 
on the preceding page, are not in the 4tos. 
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Des. Faith, half asleep. 
Emil. Good madam, what ’s the matter with my lord ? 
Des. With whom ? 


Emil. Why, with my lord, madam. 
Des. Who is thy lord ? 
Emil, He that is yours, sweet lady. 


Des. I have none: do not talk to me, Emilia ; 

I cannot weep ; nor answer have I none, 

But what should go by water. Prithee, to-night 

Lay on my bed my wedding sheets,—remember ;— 

And call thy husband hither. 
Emil. Here is a change, indeed. [zz. 
Des. ’Tis meet I should be us’d so, very meet, 

How have I been behav’d, that he might stick 

The small’st opinion on my least misuse ?3 


Re-enter EMILIA, wth IAGO. 


lago. What is your pleasure, madam? How is it with 
you? 
Des. I cannot tell. Those that do teach young babes 
Do it with gentle means, and easy tasks : 
He might have chid me so ; for, in good faith, 
I am a child to chiding. 
Lago. What’s the matter, lady? 
Emil, Alas! Iago, my lord hath so bewhor’d her, 
Thrown such despite and heavy terms upon her, 
As true hearts cannot bear. 


3 —my LEAST misuse ?] So the folio 1623 and the 4to. 1630: the 
Ato. 1622 alone has “‘on my greatest abuse”. It is generally needless 
to note minor differences in the old copies, the sense being precisely 
the same in all. 
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Des. Am I that name, Iago? 

Lago. What name, fair lady ? 
Des. Such as she says my lord did say I was. 

Emil. He call’d her whore: a beggar in his drink 

Could not have laid such terms upon his callat.* 

Iago. Why did he so? 

Des. 1 do not know; I am sure I am none such. 
Iago. Do not weep, do not weep.—Alas the day! 
Emil. Hath she forsook so many noble matches, 

Her father, and her country, and her friends, 

To be call’d whore? would it not make one weep ? 
Des. It is my wretched fortune. 
Lago. 

How comes this trick upon him ? 
Des. Nay, heaven doth know. 
Emil. I will be hang’d, if some eternal villain, 

Some busy and insinuating rogue, 

Some cogging, cozening slave, to get some office, 

Have not devis’d this slander; I’ll be hane’d else. 

Jago. Fie! there is no such man: it is impossible. 

Des. If any such there be, heaven pardon him ! 

Emil. A halter pardon him, and hell gnaw his bones ! 
Why should he call her whore ? who keeps her company ? 
What place? what time ? what form ? what likelihood ? 
The Moor’s abus’d by some most villainous knave, 

Some base notorious knave, some scurvy fellow :— 

O, heaven! that such companions thou dst unfold, 

And put in every honest hand a whip, 


Beshrew him for it! 


4 —upon his CALLAT.] For this term of female abuse, see Zhe 


Winter’s Tale, act ii, sc. 3, p- 40, etc. 
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To lash the rascal naked through the world, 
Even from the east to the west ! 
Lago. Speak within door. 
Emu. O, fie upon them! some such squire he was, 
iP That turn’d your wit the seamy side without, 
\ And made you to suspect me with the Moor. 
| fago. You are a fool; go to. 
Des. Alas, Iago ! 
What shall I do to win my lord again ? 
Good friend, go to him ; for, by this light of heaven, 
I know not how I lost him. Here I kneel :— 
If e’er my will did trespass ’gainst his love, 
Either in discourse of thought, or actual deed; 
Or that mine eyes, mine ears, or any sense, 
Delighted them in any other form ; 
Or that I do not yet, and ever did, 
And ever will—though he do shake me off 
| To beggarly divorcement—love him dearly, 
Comfort forswear me! Unkindness may do much ; 
And his unkindness may defeat my life, 
But never taint my love. I cannot say whore ; 
It does abhor me now I speak the word ; 
To do the act that might the addition earn, 
Not the world’s mass of vanity could make me. 
fago. | pray you, be content ; ’tis but his humour: 
The business of the state does him offence, 
And he does chide with you. 
Des. If ’t were no other — 
lago. ’Tis but so, I warrant. [Zrumpets sound. 
Hark, how these instruments summon to supper ! 
The messengers of Venice stay the meat. 
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Go in, and weep not; all things shall be well. 
[Exeunt DESDEMONA and EMILIA. 


Enter RODERIGO, 77 haste. 
How now, Roderigo! 

Rod. 1 do not find that thou deal’st justly with me. 

Iago. What in the contrary ? 

Rod. Every day thou daff’st me with some device, 
Iago; and rather, as it seems to me now, keep’st from me 
all conveniency than suppliest me with the least advantage 
of hope. I will, indeed, no longer endure it; nor am iver 
persuaded to put up in peace what already I have fool- 
ishly suffered. 

Lago. Will you hear me, Roderigo ? 

Rod. Faith, I have heard too much ; for your words and 
performances are no kin together. 

Iago. You charge me most unjustly. 

Rod. With nought but truth. I have wasted myself out 
of my means: the jewels you have had from me, to deliver 
to Desdemona, would half have corrupted a votarist : you 
have told me she has received them, and returned me ex- 
pectations and comforts of sudden respect and acquaint- 
ance ; but I find none. 

Tago. Well; go to; very well. 

Rod. Very well! goto! I cannot go to, man; nor tis 
not very well: by this hand,’ I say, it is very scurvy ; and 
begin to find myself fobbed in it. 

Iago. Very well. 

Rod. I tell you, ’tis not very well. I will make myself 


1 _py this hand] The folios omit these words, and contain other 
trifling changes in the text. 


ieee a we ee 


aay Bh ee 
Se ee et ee 


f d.ed d+ BS 
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! known to Desdemona: if she will return me my jewels, I 
| will give over my suit, and repent my unlawful solicitation ; 

| if not, assure yourself I will seek satisfaction of you. 

IF \ Iago. You have said now. 

} Rod. Ay, and I have said nothing but what I protest 
intendment of doing. 

Iago. Why, now I see there’s mettle in thee ; and even, 
from this instant, do build on thee a better opinion than 
ever before. Give me thy hand, Roderigo: ‘thou hast 
taken against me a most just exception ; but yet, I protest, 
I have dealt most directly in thy affair. 

Rod, It hath not appeared. 

Iago. 1 grant, indeed, it hath not appeared, and your 
suspicion is not without wit and judgment. But, Roderigo, 

if thou hast that within thee indeed, which I have greater 
reason to believe now than ever,—I mean, purpose, courage, 
i} | and valour,—this night show it: if thou the next night 
ia following enjoyest not Desdemona, take me from this 
world with treachery, and devise engines for my life. 
Rod. Well, what is it? is it within reason and compass? 
Tago. Sir, there is espécial commission come from Venice, 
a to depute Cassio in Othello’s place. 

Rod. Is that true? why, then Othello and Desdemona 
return again to Venice. 

Iago. O, no! he goes into Mauritania, and takes away 
with him the fair Desdemona, unless his abode be lingered 
here by some accident ; wherein none can be so determi- 
nate as the removing of Cale 

Rod. How do you mean, removing of him ? 
Iago. Why, by making him uncapable of Othello’s 
place ; knocking out his brains. 


ATT TD a ant ee OS ner we 
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Rod. And that you would have me do? 

Tago. Ay; if you dare do yourself a profit and a right. 
He sups to-night with a harlotry, and thither will I go to 
him: he knows not yet of his honourable fortune. If you 
will watch his going thence (which I will fashion to fall 
out between twelve and one), you may take him at your 
pleasure : I will be near to second your attempt, and he 
shall fall between us. Come, stand not amazed at it, but 
go along with me: I will show you such a necessity in his 
death, that you shall think yourself bound to put it on 
him, It is now high supper-time, and the night grows to 
waste: about it. 

Rod. I will hear farther reason for this. 

Jago. And you shall be satished. [ Exeunt. 


Scene Il].—Another Apartment in the Castle. 


Enter OTHELLO, LODOVICO, DESDEMONA, EMILIA, and 
Attendants. 
Lod. I do beseech you, sir, trouble yourself no farther. 
Oth. O! pardon me; ’twill do me good to walk. 
Lod. Madam, good night ; I humbly thank your lady- 


ship. 
Des. Your honour is most welcome. 
Oth. Will you walk, sir ?— 
O !—Desdemona, 
Des. My lord? 


Oth. Get you to bed on the instant ; I will be returned 
forthwith. Dismiss your attendant there : look, it be done. 


Des. I will, my lord. 
[Exeunt OTHELLO, LODOVICO, and Attendants. 
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Emi. How goes it now? he looks gentler than he did. 
Des. He says he will return incontinent : 
He hath commanded me to go to bed, 
And bade me to dismiss you. 
Emil. Dismiss me ! 
Des. It was his bidding ; therefore, good Emilia, 
Give me my nightly wearing, and adieu : 
We must not now displease him. 

fim. 1 would you had never seen him. 

Des. So would not I: my love doth so approve him, 
That even his stubbornness, his checks, and frowns— 
Prithee, unpin me—have grace and favour in them. 

Emil. 1 have laid those sheets you bade me on the bed. 

Des. All’s one.— Good faith!? how foolish are our 

minds !— 
If I do die before thee, prithee, shroud me 
In one of those same sheets. 

Lemil. Come, come, you talk. 

Des. My mother had a maid call’d Barbara: 
She was in love ; and he she lov’d prov’d mad, 
And did forsake her: she had a song of —Wzllow ; 
An old thing ’twas ; but it express’d her fortune, 
And she died singing it: that song to-night 
Will not go from my mind; I have much to do, 
But to go hang my head all at one side, 

And sing it like poor Barbara. Prithee, dispatch. 

Emil. Shall I go fetch your night-gown ? 

Des. No, unpin me here.— 
This Lodovico is a proper man. 

Limi, A very handsome man, 


* Good FAITH !] Misprinted “Good father” in the folio 1623. 
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Des. He speaks well. 
Emil. I know a lady in Venice would have walked bare- 
foot to Palestine for a touch of his nether lip. 
Des. |Singing.| 
The poor soul sat sighing * by a sycamore tree, 
Sing all a green willow ; 
Her hand on her bosom, her head on her knee, 
Sing willow, willow, willow : 
The fresh streams ran by her, and murmur’d her moans ; 
Sing willow, willow, willow : 
Her salt tears fell from her, and soften’d the stones ; 
fay. by -these—— 
Sing willow, willow, willow ; 
Prithee, hie thee ; he ’ll come anon :— 


Sing all a green willow must be my garland. 


i 
Let nobody blame him, his scorn I approve,— 
Nay, that’s not next—Hark! who is it that knocks ? 
Emil. It is the wind. 
Des. | Singing. | 
I call’d my love, false love; but what said he then ? 
Sing willow, willow, willow : 
If I court mo women, you’ll couch with mo men. 
So, get thee gone ; good night. Mine eyes do itch ; 
Doth that bode weeping ? 
Emil. ’Tis neither here nor there. 
Des. I have heard it said so.—O, these men, these 
men !— 
3 The poor soul sat SIGHING] See the original ballad in, Percy’s 
Religues, i, 175; edit. 1765. “Sighing” is singing in the folio. Several 
old songs are extant of which the burden is ‘‘ willow, willow, willow.” 
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That there be women do abuse their husbands 

In such gross kind ? 

| Emil. There be some such, no question. 

i Des. Wouldst thou do such a deed for all the world ? 

| Emit. Why, would not you? 

| Des. No, by this heavenly light. 
Emil. Nor I neither by this heavenly light : 

I might do’t as well i’ the dark. 
Des. Wouldst thou do such a deed for all the world ? 
L:mul. The world is a huge thing: ’tis a great price 


H Dost thou in conscience think—tell me, Emilia— 
| 


For a small vice. 
Des. In troth, I think thou wouldst not. 
fmt, In troth, I think I should ; and undo’t when I 
had done. Marry, I would not do such a thing for a joint- 
ring, nor for measures of lawn, nor for gowns, petticoats, 
nor caps, nor any petty exhibition; but, for the whole 
| world,—why, who would not make her husband a cuckold, 
to make him a monarch? I should venture purgatory 
T Ota te 

Des. Beshrew me, if I would do such a wrong 
For the whole world. 

L:mil. Why, the wrong is but a wrong i’ the world ; and, 
having the world for your labour, ’tis a wrong in your own 
world, and you might quickly make it right. 

Des. 1 do not think there is any such woman. 

Emil, Ves, a dozer and asemainy 
To the vantage as would store the world they play’d for. 
But I do think it is their husbands’ faults 
If wives do fall. Say that they slack their duties, 

And pour our treasures into foreign laps ; 
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Or else break out in peevish jealousies, 
Throwing restraint upon us: or, Say they strike us, 
Or scant our former having in despite, 
Why, we have galls ; and though we have some grace, 
Yet have we some revenge. Let husbands know, 
Their wives have sense like them: they see, and smell, 
And have their palates both for sweet and sour, 
As husbands have. What is it that they do, 
When they change us for others ? Isat sport? 
I think it is; and doth affection breed it? 
I think it doth: is’t frailty that thus errs? 
It is so too: and have not we affections, 
Desires for sport, and frailty, as men have? 
Then, let them use us well; else, let them know, 
The ills we do their ills instruct us so. 
Des. Good night, good night : heaven me such uses send, 
Not to pick bad from bad, but by bad mend ! | Lxveunt. 


MCAT Ne 
ScENE I.—A Street in Cyprus. 


Enter 1AGO and RODERIGO. 
Iago. Here, stand behind this bulk; straight will he 


come: 
Wear thy good rapier bare, and put it home. 


— 
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Quick, quick! fear nothing ; I'll be at thy elbow. 
It makes us, or it mars us*; think onsthar 
And fix most firm thy resolution. 
Rod. Be near at hand ; I may miscarry in’t. 
lfago. Here, at thy hand: be bold, and take thy stand. 
[Retiring to a little distance. 
Rod. I have no great devotion to the deed ; 
And yet he has given me satisfying reasons.— 
’Tis but a man gone :—forth, my sword ; he dies. 
[Draws and goes to his stand. 
fago. Ihave rubb’d this young quat* almost to the sense 
And he grows angry. Now, whether he kill Cassio, 
Or Cassio him, or each do kill the other, 


) 


Every way makes my game:? live Roderigo, 

He calls me to a restitution large 

Of gold and jewels that I bobb’d from him, 

As gifts to Desdemona ; 

It must not be: if Cassio do remain, 

He hath a daily beauty in his life, 

That makes me ugly ; and, besides, the Moor 

May unfold me to him: there stand I in much peril. 
No, he must die :—be’t so; I hear him coming. 


Enter CASSIO. 


Rod. I know his gait; ’tis he-—Villain! thou diest. 
[Rushing out, and making a pass at CASSIO. 
Cas. That thrust had been mine enemy indeed, 
But that my coat is better than thou know’st : 


* —this young QUAT—] The word “‘quat”, of the folio, means a 
pimple, and is misprinted gaz in the 4tos. 
°» —makes my GAME:]| The folio has gazze, which may be right. 
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I will make proof of thine. [Draws and wounds ROD. 
Rod. Ol Isam: slain: [ Falling. 
[IAGO rushes from his post, cuts CASSIO behind 

in the leg, and exit. | 

Cas. I am maim’d for ever—Light, ho! murder! mur- 

der ! [ Falling. 

Enter OTHELLO, at a distance. . 


Oth. The voice of Cassio.—Iago keeps his word. 
Rod. O, villain that Iam! 
Oth. It is even so. / 
Cas. O, help! ho! light! a surgeon ! 
Oth. ’Tis he-—O brave Iago! honest and just, 
That hast such noble sense of thy friend’s wrong ; 
Thou teachest me.—Minion, your dear lies dead, 
And your unblest fate hies :—strumpet, I come ! 
Forth of my heart those charms, thine eyes, are blotted ; 
Thy bed, lust-stain’d, shall with lust’s blood be spotted. 
[ Axi. 


Enter LODOVICO ard GRATIANO, at a distance. 


Cas. What, ho! no watch? no passage? murder! murder! 
Gra. ’Tis some mischance ; the cry is very direful. 

Cas. O, help ! 

od. Hark ! 

Rod. O wretched villain ! 

Lod. Two or three groan.—It is a heavy night : Be 


These may be counterfeits ; let ’s think ’t unsafe ee 

To come in to the cry without more help. ee 
Rod. Nobody come? then shall I bleed.to death. ) aid 
Lod. Hark! | 


Gra. Here’s one comes in his shirt, with light and 


weapons. 
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Re-enter IAGO, with a light. 


Tago. Who’s there? whose noise is this that cries on 


murder ? 
Lod. We do not know. 
Lago. Did not you hear a cry? 
Cas. Here, here! for heaven’s sake, help me. 
Lago. What’s the matter ? 


Gra. This is Othello’s ancient, as I take it. 
Lod. The same indeed ; a very valiant fellow. 
Iago. What are you here, that cry so grievously ? 
Cas. Iago? O! Iam spoil’d; undone by villains : 
Give me some help. 
Iago. O me, lieutenant! what villains have done this ? 
Cas. I think that one of them is hereabout, 
And cannot make away. 
Lago. O treacherous villains ! 
What are you there? come in and give some help. 


[Zo LODOVICO avd GRATIANO. 
Rod. O;-help me! here! 


Cas. That’s one of them. 
Lago. O murderous slave! O villain ! 
[IAGO stabs RODERIGO. 
Rod. O damn’d Jago! O inhuman dog !— 
Tago. Kill men i’? the dark !—Where be these bloody 
thieves ?— 
How silent is this town !—Ho! murder! murder !— 
What may you be? are you of good, or evil ? 
Lod. As you shall prove us, praise us. 
flago. Signior Lodovico ? 
Lod. He, sir. 
Iago. 1 cry you mercy. Here’s Cassio hurt by villains. 
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Gra. Cassio! 
Tago. How is it, brother ? 
Cas. My leg is cut in two. 


Lago. 


Marry, heaven forbid !— 


Light, gentlemen: I’ll bind it with my shirt. 


Finter BIANCA. 


Bian. What is the matter, ho? who is’t that cried ? 
Tago. Who is’t that cried ? 
Bian. O my dear Cassio! my sweet Cassio ! 
O Cassio, Cassio, Cassio ! 
Tago. O notable strumpet !—Cassio, may you suspect 
Who they should be that have thus mangled you ? 


Cas. No. 


Gra. I am sorry to find you thus: I have been to seek 


you. 


Tago. Lend me a garter :—so.—O, for a chair, 

To bear him easily hence ! 
Bian. Alas! he faints !—O Cassio! Cassio! Cassio! 
Jago. Gentlemen all, I do suspect this trash 

To be a party in this injury.— 

Patience awhile, good Cassio.—-Come, come : 

Lend me a light.—Know we this face, or no? 

Alas! my friend, and my dear countryman, 

Roderigo ? no :—yes, sure. 
Gra. What, of Venice ? 
Tago. Even he, sir ; did you know him ? 


Gra. 


O heaven! Roderigo. 


Know him? ay. 


Jago. Signior Gratiano? I cry you gentle pardon : 
These bloody accidents must excuse my manners, 
That so neglected you. 
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I am glad to see you. 
. How do you, Cassio ?—-O, a chair, a chair ! 
Roderigo ! 
. He, he, ’tis he.—O ! that ’s well said ;* the chair.— 
[A chair brought. 


Some good man bear him carefully from hence ; 


I'll fet 


ch the general’s surgeon.—For you, mistress, 
. [Zo BIANCA. 


Save you your labour.—He that lies slain here, Cassio, 
Was my dear friend: what malice was between you ? 


Cas. 


Lago 


Stay y 


None in the world ; nor do I know the man. 

. What, look you pale? [Zo BIANCA.] O! bear him 
out o’ the air.— [CAS. and ROD. are borne off. 
ou, good gentlemen.—Look you pale, mistress ?— 


Do you perceive the gastness of her eye ?— 


Nay, a 


n you stir :’—we shall hear more anon.— 


Behold her well; I pray you, look upon her : 
Do you see, gentlemen? nay, guiltiness will speak, 
Though tongues were out of use. 


Etnter FEEMILIA. 


Limi. Alas! what’s the matter? what’s the matter, 


Lago 
By Ro 


husband ? 
. Cassio hath here been set on in the dark 
derigo, and fellows that are ’scaped : 


He’s almost slain, and Roderigo dead. 
Emil. Alas, good gentleman! alas, good Cassio ! 


lago 


Seon 


. This is the fruit of whoring.—Prithee, Emilia, 


that’s well saID ;] Another out of many examples to show 


that “well sazd” was often of old used for “ well done.” 
7 Nay, an you STIR:] “Stir” is stave in the folios ; but Iago pre- 


tends to fear that Bianca means to escape. 
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Go, know of Cassio where he supp’d to-night.— 
What! do you shake at that ? 
Bian. He supp’d at my house ; but I therefore shake not. 
Iago. O! did he so? I charge you, go with me. 
Emil. O, fie upon thee, strumpet ! 
Bian. 1 am no strumpet ; but of life as honest 
As you that thus abuse me. 
Emil. As I? O fie.upon thee! 
Jago. Kind gentlemen, let ’s go see poor Cassio dress’d.— 
Come, mistress, you must tell’s another tale.— 
Emilia, run you to the citadel, 
And tell my lord and lady what hath happ’d.— 
Will you go on afore ?—[Aszde.] This is the night, 
That either makes me, or fordoes me quite. [A xeunt. 


ScENE I]L—A Bedchamoer. 
Desdemona 7 bed asleep. A light burning. 


Enter OTHELLO. 


Oth. It is the cause, it is the cause, my soul,— 
Let me not name it to you, you chaste stars !— 
It is the cause.—Yet Ill not shed her blood ; 
Nor scar that whiter skin of hers than snow, 
And smooth as monumental alabaster. 

Yet she must die, else she ll betray more men.— 
Put out the light, and then— put out thy light * 
If I quench thee, thou flaming minister, 


8 put out THY light:] The old copies merely repeat “ put out he 
light.” The apostrophe seems natural, and what follows warrants the 
small change of ¢he to “thy”. 
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I can again thy former light restore, 
Should I repent me ; but once put out thy light, 
Thou cunning’st pattern of excelling nature, 
I know not where is that Promethean heat 
That can thy light relume.? When I have piuck’d the rose, 
I cannot give it vital growth again ; 
It needs must wither :—I Il smell it on the trees 
[Kessing her. 
O balmy breath! that dost almost persuade 
Justice to break her sword.—One more, one more.— 
Be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee, 
And love thee after—One more, and this the last : 
So sweet was ne’er so fatal. I must weep, 
But they are cruel tears: this sorrow’s heavenly ; 
It strikes where it doth love-—She wakes. 
Des. Who’s there ? Othello? 
Oth. Ay, Desdemona. 
Des. Will you come to bed, my lord ? 
Oth. Have you pray’d to-night, Desdemona ? 
ORS Ay, my lord. 
Oth. If you bethink yourself of any crime, 
Unreconcil’d as yet to heaven and grace, 
Solicit for it straight. 
Des. Alas, my lord! what may you mean by that ? 
Oth. Well, do it, and be brief ; I will walk by : 
I would not kill thy unprepared spirit ; 
No,—heaven forfend—I would not kill thy soul. 
Des. Talk you of killing ? 
Oth. iy eledos 


® That can thy light RELUME.] ‘“Relume” is the word in the folio 
1623 : in the 4to, 1622, it is vefurue s and in the 4to. 1630, relumine. 
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Des. Then, heaven 
Have mercy on me! 

Oth. Amen, with all my heart! 

Des. If you say so, I hope you will not kill me. 

Oth. Humph! 

Des. And yet I fear you ; for you are fatal then, 
When your eyes roll so. Why I should fear, I know not, 
Since guiltiness I know not ; but yet, I feel I fear. 

Oth. Think on thy sins. 

Des. They are loves I bear to you. 

Oth. Ay, and for that thou diest. 

Des. That death’s unnatural that kills for loving.— 
Alas! why gnaw you so your nether lip? 

Some bloody passion shakes your very frame : 
These are portents ; but yet, I hope, I hope, 


They do not point on me. 
Oth. Peace, and be still ! 


Des. I will so. What’s the matter ? 
Oth. That handkerchief, which I so lov’d and gave thee, 
Thou gav’st to Cassio. 


LES: No, by my life and soul ! 
Send for the man, and ask him. 
Oth. Sweet soul, take heed, 


Take heed of perjury ; thou ’rt on thy death-bed. 
Des. Ay, but not yet to die. 
Oth. Yes, presently : 
Therefore, confess thee freely of thy sin ; 
For to deny each article with oath, 
Cannot remove, nor choke, the strong conception, 
That I do groan withal. Thou art to die. 
Des. Then, Lord have mercy on me! 
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Oth. I say, amen. 
Des. And have you mercy too!—I never did 
Offend you in my life ; never lov’d Cassio, 
But with such general warranty of heaven 
As I might love: I never gave him token. 
Oth. By heaven, I saw my handkerchief in’s hand. 
O perjur’d woman! thou dost stone my heart, 
And mak’st me call what I intend to do 
A murder, which I thought a sacrifice : 
I saw the handkerchief. 
Des. He found it, then ; 
I never gave it him.—Send for him hither ; 
Let him confess a truth. 
Oth. He hath confess’d. 
Des. What, my lord? 
Oth. That he hath—us’d thee. 


Des. How ? unlawfully ? 
Oth. Ay. 

Des. He will not say so. 

Oth. No, his mouth is stopp’d: 


Honest Iago hath ta’en order for ’t. 

Des. My fear interprets then What ! is he dead ? 

Oth, Had all his hairs been lives, my great revenge 
Had stomach for them all. 

Des. Alas! he is betray’d, and I undone. 

Oth, Out, strumpet! Weep’st thou for him to my face? 

Des. O! banish me, my lord, but kill me not ! 

Oth. Down, strumpet! 


' That he hath—us’D THEE.] So the folio 1623, and the quarto, 
1630; the quarto, 1622, ‘ That he hath—wza’s death /’—an important 
difference, as if Othello were choked, and unable to utter the words. 
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Des. Kill me to-morrow ; let me live to-night. 
Oth. Nay, if you strive,— 


Des. But half an hour. 
Oth. Being done, 
There is no pause. 

Des. But while I say one prayer. 

Oth. It is too late. 

Des Qs Lord, lord, Lord ? [He smothers her. 
Emil. {Within.] My lord, my lord! what ho! my lord, 

my lord ! 


Oth. What noise is this ?—Not dead! not yet quite dead ? 
I, that am cruel, am yet merciful ; 
I would not have thee linger in thy pain.— 


So! so! 
Emil, [Within.] What ho! my lord, my lord ! 
Oth. Who’s there ? 


Emil. [Within] O, good my lord! I would speak a 
word with you. 
Oth. Yes ;—'tis Emilia,—by and by :—she ’s dead. — 
Tis like she comes to speak of Cassio’s death ; 
The noise was high—Ha! no more moving ? 
Still as the grave-—Shall she come in? Were ’t good? 
I think she stirs again :—no.—What’s the best ? 
If she ’ll come in, she ’ll sure speak to my wife ; 
My wife! my wife! what wife >—I have no wife: 
O, insupportable, O heavy hour! 
Methinks it should be now a huge eclipse 
Of sun and moon, and that th’ affrighted globe 
Should yawn at alteration. 


2 © Lord, Lord, Lord !] Exclamations by Desdemona, in the 4to. 
1622, to show that she is not killed, and she speaks afterwards. 
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Emil, {[ Within.| 1 do beseech you, I may speak with you. 
O, good my lord! 

Oth. I had forgot thee: O! come in, Emilia.— 
Soft,—by and by :—let me the curtains draw.— 
Where art thou? [Drawing them, and unlocking the door. 


Enter FXMILIA. 


What’s the matter with thee now? 
Emil. O, my good lord! yonder ’s foul murder done. 
Oth. What! now ? 
Limil. But now, my lord! 
Oth. It is the very error of the moon ; 
She comes more near the earth than He was wae, 
And makes men mad. 
Emil. Cassio, my lord, has kill’d a young Venetian, 
Call’d Roderigo. 


Oth. Roderigo kill’d, 
And Cassio kill’d ? 
Emil. No; Cassio is not kill’d. 


Oth. Not Cassio kill’d ? Then murder’s out of tune, 
And sweet revenge grows harsh. 
Des. O, falsely, falsely murder’d ! [from the bed. 
Emil. Alas! what cry is that? 
Oth. That! what? 
Emil, Out, and alas! that was my lady’s voice.— 
Help! Help, ho! help!—oO lady! speak again! 
Sweet Desdemona! O sweet mistress, speak. 
Des. A guiltless death I die. 
Emil. O! who hath done 
This deed ? 
Des. Nobody ; I myself ; farewell : 
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Commend me to my kind lord.—O farewell! — [She dies. 
Oth. Why, how should she be murdered ? 
Emi. Alas! who knows? 


Oth. You heard her say herself it was not I. 
Emil, She said so; I must needs report a truth. 
Oth. She’s like a liar gone to burning hell : 
eewas | that kill’d-her. 
Em. O! the more angel she, 
‘And you the blacker devil. 
Oth. She turn’d to folly ; and she was a whore. 
Emil. Thou dost belie her, and thou art a devil. 
Oth. She was false as water. 
Emil. Thou art rash as fire, to say 
That she was falsé: O! she was heavenly true. 
Oth. Cassio did tup her ; ask thy husband else. 
O! I were damn’d beneath all depth in hell, 
But that I did proceed upon just grounds 
To this extremity—Thy husband knew it all. 
Emil. My husband ? 
Oth. Thy husband. 
Emil. That she was false to wedlock ? 
Oth. Ay, with Cassio. Nay, had she been true, 
If heaven would make me such another world 
Of one entire and perfect chrysolite, 
I’d not have sold her for it. 
Emil. My husband ? 
Oth. Ay, ’t was he that told me first : 
An honest man he is, and hates the slime 
That sticks on filthy deeds. 


3 She dies.| So the 4to. 1622 : the folio has no stage-direction. 
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Emil. My husband ! 
Oth. What needs this iteration woman? I say, thy 
husband. 
Emil. O mistress! villainy hath made mocks with 
love.°— 
My husband say that she was false? 
Oth. He, woman ; 


I say, thy husband: dost understand the word ? 
My friend, thy husband, honest, honest Iago. 
Limul. If he say so, may his pernicious soul 
Rot half a grain a day! he lies to the heart : 
She was too fond of her most filthy bargain. 
Oth. Ha! 
Emil. Do thy worst : 
This deed of thine is no more worthy heaven, 
Than thou wast worthy her. 
Oth. Peace! you were best. 
Emil. Thou hast not half the power to do me harm 
As I have to be hurt. O gull! O dolt! 
As ignorant as dirt: thou hast done a deed,— 
I care not for thy sword ; I’ll make thee known, 
Though I lost twenty lives—Help! help! ho! help! 
The Moor has kill’d my mistress! Murder! murder! 


y 


f:nter MONTANO, GRATIANO, and IAGO. 


Mon, What is the matter? How now, general! 
Emu. O! are you come, Iago? you have done well, - 


* What needs this ITERATION ?] J¢erance in the folio only. 

° O mistress! villainy hath made mocks with love.]| This and the 
speech by Othello, which follows it, are not in the 4to. 1622, but in the 
folio, and in the 4to. 1630. 
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That men must lay their murders on your neck. 
Gra. What is the matter ? | 
Emil. Disprove this villain, if thou be’st a man: 

He says, thou told’st him that his wife was false. 

I know thou didst not ; thou art not such a villain. 

Speak, for my heart is full. 

Tago. 1 told him what I thought ; and told no more 
Than what he found himself was apt and true. 
Emil. But did you ever tell him she was false ? 
Tago. I did. 
Emil. You told a lie ; an odious, damned lie ; 
Upon my soul, a lie; a wicked lie—— 
She false with Cassio !—did you say with Cassio ? 
Iago. With Cassio, mistress. Goto; charm your tongue. 
Emil. I willnot charm my tongue; Iam bound to speak. KN 

My mistress here lies murdered in her bed. 
All. O heavens forfend ! 

Emil, And your reports have set the murder on. | 

Oth. Nay, stare not, masters : it is true, indeed. 

Gra. ’Tis a strange truth. 

Mon. O monstrous act ! 
Emil. Villainy ! villainy ! villainy ! | 

I think upon’t,—I think,—I smell ’t :—O villainy ! 

I thought so then :-—I ll kill myself for grief— | | 

O villainy, villainy ! 

Tago. What ! are you mad? I charge you, get you home. 
Emil. Good gentlemen, let me have leave to speak : 

Tis proper I obey him, but not now.— 

Perchance, Iago, I will ne’er go home. 

CUO te O:t_ Ov! [Halling on the bed. ! ' 
Emil. Nay, lay thee down and roar, e 
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“ 


i For thou hast kill’d the sweetest innocent 
‘That eer did litt up eye: 
He Oth. O! she was foul.— [ Rising. 
| I scarce did know you, uncle: there lies your niece, 
| Whose breath, indeed, these hands have newly stopp’d. 
iF | I know this act shows terrible and grim. 
Gra. Poor Desdemona! I am glad thy father’s dead: 
Thy match was mortal to him, and pure grief 
Shore his old thread in twain: did he live now, 
This sight would make him do a desperate turn, 
Yea, curse his better angel from his side, 
And fall to reprobation.® 
Oth. ’Tis pitiful; but yet Iago knows, 
That she with Cassio hath the act of shame 
A thousand times committed: Cassio confess’d it ; 
And she did gratify his amorous works 
With that recognizance and pledge of love 
Which I first gave her: JI saw it in his hand ; 
It was a handkerchief, an antique token 
My father gave my mother. 
Emil, O heaven! O heavenly powers ! 
Lago. Come, hold your peace. 
Emil, ’T will out, ’t will out :—I hold my peace, sir? no; 
No, I will speak as liberal as the north: 
Let heaven, and men, and devils, let them all, 
All, all, cry shame against me, yet I'll speak. 
fago. Be wise, and get you home. 
Emil. I will not. [lAGo offers to stab EMILIA. 
® And fall to REPROBATION.] Refrobance in the folio, as we 


have had cferance for “iteration” on a former page—the only in- 
stances, yet pointed out, of the use of them in our language. 
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Gra. Fie! i 
Your sword upon a woman ? / 
Emil, O thou dull Moor ! that handkerchief thou speak’st 
of, 
I found by fortune, and did give my husband ; 
For often, with a solemn earnestness, 
(More than, indeed, belonged to such a trifle) 
He begg’d of me to steal it. 
Lago. Villainous whore ! 
Emil. She give it Cassio? no, alas! I found it, 
And I did give’t my husband. 
Lago. Filth, thou lest. 
Emil. By heaven, I do not! I do not, gentlemen.— 
O murderous coxcomb! what should such a fool 
Do with so good a wife ? . 
Oth. Are there no stones in heaven, bat 
But what serve for the thunder ?—Precious villain ! 
[Offering to stab 1AGO, but disarmed by MONTANO: 
aco runs out, after stabbing EMILIA. 
Gra. The woman falls: sure, he has kill’d his wife. 
Emil. Ay, ay. O, lay me by my mistress’ side! 
Gra. He’s gone, but his wife’s kill’d. 
Mon. ’Tis a notorious villain. Take you this weapon, 
Which I have here recover'’d from the Moor. 
Come, guard the door without : let him not pass, 
But kill him rather. Ill after that same villain, 
For ’tis a damned slave. [Exeunt MON. and GRAT. 
Oth. I am not valiant neither, 
But every puny whipster gets my sword. : 
But why should honour outlive honesty ? } 
Let it go all. | | 


TIT In nm a rs 
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Emil. What did thy song bode, lady ? 
Hark, canst thou hear me? I will play the swan, 
And die in music :—W7llow, willow, willow,— [Senging. 
Moor, she was chaste ; she lov’d thee, cruel Moor : 
So come my soul to bliss, as I speak true ; 
So speaking as I think, I die,—I die. [ Dies. 
Oth. 1 have another weapon in this chamber, 
It is a sword of Spain, the ice-brook’s temper. — 
O! here it is—-Uncle, I must come forth. 
Gra. | Within.] If thou attempt it, it will cost thee dear: 
Thou hast no weapon, and perforce must suffer. 
Oth. Look in upon me, then, and speak to me, 
Or, naked as I am, I will assault thee. 


Re-enter GRATIANO, 
Gra. What is the matter ? 
Oth. Behold! I have a weapon ; 
A better never did itself sustain 
Upon a soldier’s thigh : I have seen the day 
That, with this little arm, and this good sword, 
I have made my way through more impediments 
Than twenty times your stop.— But, O vain boast ! 
Who can control his fate? ’tis not so now — 
Be not afraid, though you do see me weapon'd ; 
Here is my journey’s end, here is my butt, 
And very sea-mark of my utmost sail.— 
Do you go back dismay’d ? ’tis a lost fear ; 
Man but a rush against Othello’s breast, 
And he retires.—Where should Othello go? 
Now, how dost thou look now? O ill-starr’d wench ! 
Pale as thy smock ! when we shall meet at compt, 
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This look of thine will hurl my soul from heaven, 
And fiends will snatch at it. Cold, cold, my girl ; 
Even like thy chastity——O, cursed slave !— 

Whip me, ye devils, 

From the possession of this heavenly sight! 

Blow me about in winds! roast me in sulphur ! 
Wash me in steep-down gulfs of liquid fire !— 

O Desdemona! Desdemona! dead? O, O, O!" 


Enter LODOVICO, MONTANO, Cassio,® and Officers, zzth 
IAGO, prisoner. 


Lod. Where is this rash and most unfortunate man ? 
Oth. That’s he that was Othello :—here I am. 
Lod. Where is that viper? bring the villain forth. 
Oth. 1 look down towards his feet ;°—but that’s a fable: 
If that thou be’st a devil, I cannot kill thee. 
[OTHELLO wounds IAGO. 
Lod. Wrench his sword from him. [OTH. 2s disarmed. 
Lago. I bleed, sir ; but not kill’d. 
Oth. 1 am not sorry neither: I’d have thee live ; 
For, in my sense, ’tis happiness to die. 
Lod. O thou Othello! that wert once so good, 
Fall’n in the practice of a damned slave, 


7 O DESDEMONA, DESDEMONA! dead? O, O,O!] Our reading is 

here that of both the 4tos. ; the folio has the line thus :— 
“OQ Desdemon ! dead Desdemon: dead? O! O!” 

8 Enter Lodovico, Montano, Cassio,] The stage-direction of the 
Atos. informs us that Cassio was “carried in a chair”; but as the 
words are not in the folio, we may infer that the practice of our old 
stage was not uniform. In our day Cassio limps in, supported. 

9 _ towards his feet ;] To see (observes Johnson) if, according to 
the common opinion, his feet were cloven. 
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What shall be said to thee? 
Oth. Why, anything ; 
An honourable murderer, if you will ; 
For nought I did in hate, but all in honour. 
Lod. This wretch hath part confess’d his villainy : 
Did you and he consent in Cassio’s death ? 
Oth. Ay. 
Cas. Dear general, I never gave you cause. 
Oth. I do believe it, and I ask your pardon} 
Will you, I pray, demand that demi-devil, 
Why he hath thus ensnar’d my soul and body ? 
ago. Demand me nothing: what you know, you know. 
From this time forth I never will speak word. 
Lod. What, not to pray ? 
Gra. Torments will ope your lips. 
Oth. Well, thou dost best. 
Lod. Sir, you shall understand what hath befallen, 
Which, as I think, you know not. Here is a letter, 
Found in the pocket of the slain Roderigo ; 
And here another: the one of them imports 
The death of Cassio to be undertook 
By Roderigo. 
Oth. O villain ! 
C73 Most heathenish, and most gross ! 
Lod, Now, here’s another discontented paper, 
Found in his pocket too; and this, it seems, 
Roderigo meant to have sent this damned villain ; 
But that, belike, Iago in the interim 


' T ask your pardon.] The folio alone has “I ask your pardon”; 
and in this part of the scene there are other small variations. 
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Came in and satisfied him. 
Oth. O, the pernicious caitiff !— 
How came you, Cassio, by that handkerchief, 
That was my wife’s ? 
Cas. I found it in my chamber ; 
And he himself confess’d, but even now, 
That there he dropp’d it, for a special purpose | 
Which wrought to his desire. 
Oth. O fool! fool! fool ! 
Cas. There is, besides, in Roderigo’s letter, 
How he upbraids Iago, that he made him 
Brave me upon the watch ; whereon it came 
That I was cast : and even but now he spake, 
After long seeming dead,—lIago hurt him, 
Iago set him on. |) ae 
Lod. You must forsake this room, and go with us: \ 
Your power and your command is taken off, 
And Cassio rules in Cyprus. For this slave, | 
If there be any cunning cruelty, TH 
That can torment him much and hold him long, 
It shall be his.—You shall close prisoner rest, [Zo OT! 
Till that the nature of your fault be known 
To the Venetian state—Come; bring away. 
Oth. Soft you; a word or two, before you go.— 
I have done the state some service, and they know it ; 
No more of that.—I pray you, in your letters, 
When you shall these unlucky deeds relate, 
Speak of me as Iam; nothing extenuate, : 
Nor set down aught in malice: then must you speak i 
Of one that lov’d, not wisely, but too well: | ! 
Of one not easily jealous, but, being wrought, eB 
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Perplex’d in the extreme; of one, whose hand, 

Like the base Indian,” threw a pearl away, 

Richer than all his tribe ; of one, whose subdued eyes, 
Albeit unused to the melting mood, 

Drop tears as fast as the Arabian trees 

Their medicinal gum.*?—Set you down this : 

And say, besides, that in Aleppo once, 

Where a malignant and a turban’d Turk 

Beat a Venetian, and traduc’d the state, 

I took by the throat the circumcised dog, 


And smote him—thus. [Stabs himself. 
Lod. O bloody period ! 
Gra. All that’s spoke is marr’d. 


Oth, I kiss’d thee ere I kill’d thee :—no way but this, 
[Falling upon DESDEMONA. 
Killing myself, to die upon a kiss. [ Dies. 
Cas. This did I fear, but thought he had no weapon, 


2 Like the base INDIAN,] The folio has /wdean, and the 4to. 1622, 
Indian, and to these the commentators have referred ; but they left 
unnoticed the 4to. 1630, which, like the earlier 4to., has /dzan, 
Commentators. dispute whether the 4to. 1622 reads Fudean or 
Indian, but there can be no doubt that /zdzan is there the word. 
The meaning is very clear, the allusion obscure ; and the probability 
is that Shakespeare referred to some known narrative, now unfortu- 
nately lost. We may add here, what has never been referred to, that 
in G. Fenton’s translation of Guevara, 1582, p. 277, “Judea” is mis- 
printed 7vdia—“Titus having subdued the countrey of India, and 
taken the great city of Hierusalem”, etc. This would rather show 
that the true reading is ¥udean ; but either way the sense is pre- 
cisely the same. 

3 Their MEDICINAL gum.] The folio reads medicinable, and the 
ato. 1622, “medicinal”: the 4to. 1630, also has “medicinal”. 
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For he was great of heart. 
Lod. O Spartan dog, [Zo IaGo. 
More fell than anguish, hunger, or the sea! 
Look on the tragic loading of this bed ; 
This is thy work: the object poisons sight ; 
Let it be hid—Gratiano, keep the house, 
And seize upon the fortunes of the Moor, 
For they succeed on you—To you, lord governor, 
Remains the censure of this hellish villain; [Zo CASSIO. 
The time, the place, the torture :—O, enforce it ! 
Myself will straight aboard, and to the state 
This heavy act with heavy heart relate. [Lveunt. 
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ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. 


ECT Qh, 
ScENE I.—Alexandria. A Room in Cleopatra’s palace. 


Enter DEMETRIUS and PHILO. 


Phi. NAY, but this dotage of our general’s 
O’erflows the measure : those his goodly eyes, 
That o’er the files and musters of the war 
Have glow’d like plated Mars, now bend, now turn 
The office and devotion of their view 
Upon a tawny front : his captain’s heart, 
Which in the scuffles of great fights hath burst 
The buckles on his breast, reneges all temper,’ 
And is become the bellows, and the fan, a 
To cool a gipsy’s lust. Look, where they come: 


Flourish. Enter ANTONY and CLEOPATRA, with their 
train ; Eunuchs fanning her. 


Take but good note, and you shall see in him 

The triple pillar of the world transform’d 

Into a strumpet’s fool: behold and see! na 
Cleo. If it be love indeed, tell me how much. B 
Ant. There’s beggary in the love that can be reckon’d. es 


2 _RENEGES all temper ;] ¢.¢., Dendes or refuses all temper. See 
King Lear, act ii, sc. 2, p. 45, where the word occurs. 
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Ant. Then must thou needs find out new heaven, new 
earth. 

HF | finter an Attendant. 

| Att. News, my good lord, from Rome. 

Ant. Grates me :—the sum. 
Cleo. Nay, hear them, Antony: 


| | Cleo. 1’ll set a bourn how far to be beloved. 


Fulvia, perchance, is angry ; or, who knows 
If the scarce-bearded Cesar have not sent 
His powerful mandate to you, Do this, or this ; 
Take in that kingdom, and enfranchise that ; 
Perform ’t, or else we damn thee. 
Ant. How, my love! 
Cleo, Perchance,—nay, and most like,— 
You must not stay here longer ; your dismission 
Is come from Ceesar ; therefore hear it, Antony.— 
Where’s Fulvia’s process? Czesar’s, I would say ?— 
Both ?— 
Call in the messengers.—As I am Egypt’s queen, 
Thou blushest, Antony, and that blood of thine 
Is Cesar’s homager ; else so thy cheek pays shame, 
When shrill-tongued Fulvia scolds——The messengers ! 
Ant, Let Rome in Tiber melt, and the wide arch 
Of the rang’d empire fall! Here is my space. 
Kingdoms are clay: our dungy earth alike 
Feeds beast as man: the nobleness of life 
Is to do thus; when such a mutual pair, [Embracing. 
And such a twain can do’t, in which I bind, 
On pain of punishment, the world to weet,? 


* —the world to WEET,] z.¢., to w7e¢ or know, z.¢., “witness the 
world.” 


OT Ta te 
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We stand up peerless. Mf 
Cleo. Excellent falsehood ! ! 
Why did he marry Fulvia, and not love her ?— 
I’ll seem the fool I am not ; Anthony 
Will be himself. 
Ant. But stirr’'d by Cleopatra.— 
Now, for the love of Love, and her soft hours, 
Let’s not confound the time with conference harsh: 
There ’s not a minute of our lives should stretch 
Without some pleasure now. What sport to-night ? 
Cleo. Hear the ambassadors. 
Ant. Fie, wrangling queen! 
Whom everything becomes, to chide, to laugh, 
To weep ; whose every passion fully strives 
To make itself, in thee, fair and admir’d. : Re 
No messenger ; but thine, and all alone, ' 
To-night we ’ll wander through the streets, and note 
The qualities of people. Come, my queen ; 
Last night you did desire it—Speak not to us. a 
[Exeunt ANT., CLEOP., and train. 
Dem. 1s Cesar with Antonius prized so slight ? 
Phi. Sir, sometimes, when he is not Antony, 
He comes too short of that great property 
Which still should go with Antony. 
Dem. I am full sorry, 
That he approves the common liar, who 
Thus speaks of him at Rome ; but I will hope 
Of better deeds to-morrow. Rest you happy. 
Exeunt, severally, | 


[ACT Si: 


Antony and Cleopatra. 


SCENE IL—TZze Same. Another Room. 
Enter CHARMIAN, IRAS, ALEXAS, and a Soothsayer. 


Char. Lord Alexas, most sweet Alexas, most anything 
Alexas, almost most absolute Alexas, where ’s the sooth- 
sayer that you praised so to the queen? O! that I knew 
this husband, which, you say, must charge his horns with 
earlands! 

Alex. Soothsayer ! 

Sooth. Your will? 

Char. Is this the man ?—Is’t you, sir, that know things ? 

Sooth. In nature’s infinite book of secrecy 
A little I can read. 

Alex. Show him your hand. [Zo CHAR. 

Enter ENOBARBUS. 

Eno. Bring in the banquet quickly ; wine enough 
Cleopatra’s health to drink. 

Char. Good sir, give me good fortune. 

Sooth. I make not, but foresee. 

Char. Pray, then, foresee me one. 

Sooth. You shall be yet far fairer than you are. 

Char. He means, in flesh. 

Tras. No, you shall paint when you are old. 

Char. Wrinkles forbid ! 

Alex. Vex not his prescience ; be attentive. 

Char. Hush ! 

Sooth. You shall be more beloving, than belov'd. 

Char. I had rather heat my liver with drinking. 

Alex. Nay, hear him. 

Char. Good now, some excellent fortune. Let me be 
married to three kings in a forenoon, and widow them all ; 
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let me have a child at fifty, to whom Herod of Jewry may 
do homage: find me to marry me with Octavius Cesar, 
and companion me with my mistress. 

Sooth. You shall outlive the lady whom you serve. 

Char. O excellent ! I love long life better than figs. 
™ Sooth. You have seen, and proved a fairer former fortune 
Than that which is to approach. 

Char. Then, belike, my children shall have no names. 
Prithee, how many boys and wenches must I have? 

Sooth. If every of your wishes had a womb, 
And fertile every wish,* a million. 

Char. Out, fool! I forgive thee:for a witch. 

Alex. You think none but your sheets are privy to your 
wishes. 

Char. Nay, come; tell Iras hers. 

Alex, We'll know all our fortunes. 

Eno. Mine, and most of our fortunes to-night, shall be, 
drunk to-bed. 

Tras. There’s a palm presages chastity, if nothing else. 

Char. Even as the o’erflowing Nilus presageth famine. 

lvras. Go, you wild bedfellow ; you cannot soothsay. 

Char. Nay, if an oily palm be not a fruitful prognostica- 
tion, I cannot scratch mine ear.—Prithee tell her but a 
worky-day fortune. 

Sooth. Your fortunes are alike. 

Tras. But how? but how? give me particulars. 

Sooth. I have said. 

Ivas. Am I not an inch of fortune better than she ? 


4 And FERTILE every wish,] The old copies read “foretell every 
wish”: the correction was made by Warburton ; but, possibly, frzc¢- 
ful might be better, and suchis the emendation in the Corr, fol. 1632. 
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Char. Well, if you were but an inch of fortune better 
than I, where would you choose it ? 

Tvas. Not in my husband’s nose. 

Char. Our worser thoughts heavens mend !—Alexas,— 
come, his fortune, his fortune—O ! let him marry a woman 
that cannot go, sweet Isis, I beseech thee: and let her die 
too, and give him a worse; and let worse follow worse, 
till the worst of all follow him laughing to his grave, fifty- 
folda cuckold. Good Isis, hear me this prayer, though thou 
deny mea matter of more weight, good Isis, I beseech thee ! 

Tras. Amen. Dear goddess, hear that prayer of the 
people; for, as it is a heart-breaking to see a handsome 
man loose-wived, so it is a deadly sorrow to behold a foul 
knave uncuckolded: therefore, dear Isis, keep decorum, 
and fortune him accordingly! 

Char. Amen. 

Alex. Lo, now! if it lay in their hands to make me a 
cuckold, they would makethemselves whores but they'd dot. 

Eno. Hush! here comes Antony. 

Char. Not he; the queen. 


Enter CLEOPATRA. 


Cleo. Saw you my lord? 
Eno. No, lady. 
Cleo. Was he not here? 
Char. No, madam. 
Cleo. He was dispos’d to mirth ; but on the sudden 

A Roman thought hath struck him.—Enobarbus,— 

fino. Madam. 

Cleo. Seek him, and bring him hither—Where’s Alexas? 

Alex. Here, at your service.—My lord approaches. 


Seal, 3 Antony and Cleopatra. 


Enter ANTONY, with a Messenger, avd Attendants. 


Cleo. We will not look upon him: go with us. 
[Exeunt CLEOPATRA, ENOBARBUS, ALEXAS, IRAS, 
CHARMIAN, Soothsayer, avd Attendants. 
Mess. Fulvia, thy wife, first came into the field. 

Ant. Against my brother Lucius ? 

Mess. Ay: . 
But soon that war had end, and the time’s state 
Made friends of them, jointing their force ’gainst Cesar ; 

Whose better issue in the war, from Italy 
Upon the first encounter drave them. | 

Ant. Well, what worst ? | 

Mess. The nature of bad news infects the teller. 

Ant. When it concerns the fool, or coward.—On : 
Things that are past, are done with me.—’Tis thus ; 

Who tells me true, though in his tale lie death, 
I hear him as he flatter’d. 

Mess. Labienus 
(This is stiff news) hath with his Parthian force | i 
Extended Asia from Euphrates ;° 
His conquering banner shook from Syria 
To Lydia, and to Ionia ; whilst—— 

Ant. Antony, thou wouldst say,— 

Mess. O, my lord! 

Ant. Speak to me home, mince not the general tongue ; 

Name Cleopatra as she is call’d in Rome , 
Rail thou in Fulvia’s phrase, and taunt my faults 
With such full*license, as both truth and malice 


5 EXTENDED Asia from Euphrates ;}] To extend was anciently to 
seizes and extent is still used in this sense in law proceedings. 
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Have power to utter. O! then we bring forth weeds, 
When our quick minds lie still ;° and our ills told us, 
Is as our earing. Fare thee well awhile. 
Mess. At your noble pleasure. [eegee 
Ant. From Sicyon ho! the news? Speak there. 
First Att. The man from Sicyon.—Is there such an one? 
Second Att. He stays upon your will. 
Ant. Let him appear.— 
These strong Egyptian fetters I must break, 


Linter another Messenger. 
Or lose myself in dotage-——What are you? 
Second Mess. Fulvia thy wife is dead. 


Aunt. Where died she ? 
Second Mess. In Sicyon: 


Her length of sickness, with what else more serious 


Importeth thee to know, this bears. [Giving a letter. 
Ant. Forbear me.— [Zait Messenger. 


There’s a great spirit gone. Thus did I desire it: 
What our contempts do often hurl from us, 

We wish it ours again ; the present pleasure, 

By revolution lowering,’ does become 

The opposite of itself: she’s good, being gone ; 
The hand could pluck her back, that shov’d her on. 
I must from this enchanting queen break off ; 

Ten thousand harms, more than the ills I know, 
My idleness doth hatch—Ho now! Enobarbus ! 


* When our quick minds lie still;] “Minds” is printed wénds in 
all the old copies. The error of w for m was not uncommon ; buta 
wind may mean a furrow, and “earing” means harvest. 

’ By REVOLUTION LOWERING,] By repetition Ssouring in the Corr. 
fol. 1632, which is, perhaps, right. 
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Enter FENOBARBUS. 


Eno, What is your pleasure, sir ? 

Ant. I must with haste from hence. 

Eno. Why, then, we kill all our women. We see how 
mortal an unkindness is to them: if they suffer our de- 
parture, death ’s the word. 

Ant. I must be gone. 

Eno. Under a compelling occasion, let women die: it 
were pity to cast them away for nothing ; though, between 
them and a great cause, they should be esteemed nothing. 
Cleopatra, catching but the least noise of this, dies in- 
stantly : I have seen her die twenty times upon far poorer 
moment. I do think there is mettle in death, which 
commits some loving act upon her, she hath such a celerity 
in dying. 

Ant. She is cunning past man’s thought. 

_ Eno. Alack, sir! no; her passions are made of nothing 
but the finest part of pure love. We cannot call her winds 
and waters, sighs and tears; they are greater storms and 
tempests than almanacs can report: this cannot be cunning 
in her ; if it be, she makes a shower of rain as well as Jove. 

Ant. Would I had never seen her! 

Eno. O, sir! you had then left unseen a wonderful piece 
of work, which not to have been blessed withal would have 
discredited your travel. 

Ant. Fulvia is dead. 

Eno, Sit? 

Ant. Fulvia is dead. 

Eno. Fulvia! 

Ant, Dead. 

Eno. Why, sir, give the gods a thankful sacrifice. When 
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it pleaseth their deities to take the wife of a man from him, 
it shows to man the tailors of the earth; comforting 
therein, that when old robes are worn out, there are mem- 
bers to make new. If there were no more women but 
| i] Fulvia, then had you indeed a cut, and the case to be 
| lamented: this grief is crowned with consolation: your 
old smock brings forth a new petticoat ; and, indeed, the 
tears live in an onion that should water this sorrow. 
Ant. The business she hath broached in the state 
Cannot endure my absence. 
fino. And the business you have broached here cannot 
be without you; especially that of Cleopatra’s, which 
wholly depends on your abode. 
Ant, No more light answers. Let our officers 
Have notice what we purpose. I shall break 
The cause of our expedience’ to the queen, 
And get her leave to part : for not alone 
Z i The death of Fulvia, with more urgent touches, 
| Do strongly speak to us, but the letters, too, 
Of many our contriving friends in Rome 
Petition us at home. Sextus Pompeius 
Hath given the dare to Cesar, and commands 
The empire of the sea: our slippery people 
(Whose love is never link’d to the deserver, 
Till his deserts are past) begin to throw 
Pompey the great, and all his dignities, 
Upon his son: who, high in name and power, 
Higher than both in blood and life, stands up 
For the main soldier ; whose quality, going on, 
The sides o’ the world may danger. Much is breeding, 


* The cause of our EXPEDIENCE—] 2.2., of our erfedition, or haste. 
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Which, like the courser’s hair, hath yet but life, ( 
And not a serpent’s poison. Say, our pleasure, 
To such whose place is under us, requires 


Our quick remove from hence. 
Eno. I shall do it. [Exeunt. 


SCENE Ill —A nother Room. 


Entey CLEOPATRA, CHARMIAN, IRAS, and ALEXAS. 


Cleo. Where is he? 

Char. I did not see him since. 

Cleo. See where he is, who’s with him, what he does: 
I did not send you.—If you find him sad, 
Say, I am dancing ; if in mirth, report 
That I am sudden sick: quick, and return. [Aa7¢ ALEX. EN 

Char. Madam, methinks, if you did love him dearly, 
You do not hold the method to enforce 
The like from him. 

Cleo. What should I do, I do not? 

Char. In each thing give him way ; cross him in nothing. 

Cleo. Thou teachest, like a fool, the way to lose him. 

Char. Tempt him not so too far ; I wish forbear : 
In time we hate that which we often fear. 


Enter ANTONY. 


But here comes Antony. 
Cleo. I am sick and sullen. 


Ant. I am sorry to give breathing to my purpose,— 
Cleo. Help me away, dear Charmian, I shall fall : 
It cannot be thus long, the sides of nature 
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Will not sustain it. 


Ant. Now, my dearest queen,— 
Cleo. Pray you, stand farther from me. 
Ant. What ’s the matter ? 


Cleo. 1 know, by that same eye, there ’s some good news. 
What says the married woman ?-_ Vou mayegon 
Would she had never given you leave to come! 
Let her not say ’tis I that keep you here ; 
I have no power upon you ; hers you are. 
Ant. The gods best know,— 
Cleo. O! never was there queen 
So mightily betray’d ; yet at the first 
I saw the treason planted. 
Ant. Cleopatra ! 
Cleo. Why should I think you can be mine, and true, 
Though you in swearing shake the throned gods, 
Who have been false to Fulvia ? Riotous madness, 
To be entangled with those mouth-made vows, 
Which break themselves in swearing! 
Ant. Most sweet queen,— 
Cleo. Nay, pray you, seek no colour for your going, 
But bid farewell, and go: when you sued staying, 
Then was the time for words ; no going then : 
Eternity was in our lips and eyes ; 
Bliss in our brows’ bent ; none our parts so poor 
But was a race of heaven: they are so still, 
Or thou, the greatest soldier of the world, 
Art turn’d the greatest liar. 
Ant. How now, lady! 
Cleo. 1 would I had thy inches ; thou shouldst know 
There were a heart in Egypt. 


See lia Antony and Cleopatra. 


Ant. Hear me, queen. 
The strong necessity of time commands 
Our services a while, but my full heart 
Remains in use with you. Our Italy 
Shines o’er with civil swords: Sextus Pompetus 
Makes his approaches to the port of Rome ; 
Equality of two domestic powers 
Breeds scrupulous faction. The hated, grown to strength, 
Are newly grown to love: the condemn’d Pompey, 
Rich in his father’s honour, creeps apace 
Into the hearts of such as have not thriv’d 
Upon the present state, whose numbers threaten ; 
And quietness, grown sick of rest, would purge 
By any desperate change. My more particular, 
And that which most with you should safe my going, 
Is Fulvia’s death. 
Cleo. ‘Though age from folly could not give me freedom, 
It does from childishness——Can Fulvia die ? 
Ant. She’s dead, my queen. 
Look here, and, at thy sovereign leisure, read 
The garboils she awak’d,® at the last, best : 
See when and where she died. [Offering a paper. 
Cleo. O most false love ! 
Where be the sacred vials thou shouldst fill 
With sorrowful water? Now I see, I see, 
In Fulvia’s death, how mine receiv’d shall be. 
Ant. Quarrel no more, but be prepar’d to know 
The purposes I bear ; which are, or cease, 
As you shall give the advice : by the fire 


8 The GARBOILS she awak’d ;] “‘Garboils” was a common word for 
popular commotions in the time of Shakespeare. 
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That quickens Nilus’ slime, I go from hence 
Thy soldier-servant ; making peace, or war, 
As thou affect’st. 
Cleo. Cut my lace, Charmian, come :-— 
But let it-be—I am quickly ill, and well, 
So Antony loves. 
Ant. My precious queen, forbear ; 
And give true credence to his love,® which stands 
An honourable trial. 
Cleo. So Fulvia told me. 
I prithee, turn aside, and weep for her ; 
Then bid adieu to me, and say, the tears 
Belong to Egypt: good now, play one scene 
Of excellent dissembling ; and let it look 
Like perfect honour. 
Ant. You ’ll heat my blood : no more. 
Cleo. You can do better yet, but this is meetly. 
Ant. Now, by my sword,— 
Cleo. And target.—Still he mends ; 
But this is not the best.—Look, prithee, Charmian, 
How this Herculean Roman does become 
The carriage of his chafe. 
Ant. I’ll leave you, lady. 
Cleo. Courteous lord, one word. 
Sir, you and I must part,—but that’s not it: 
Sir, you and I have lov’d,—but there ’s not it ; 
That you know well: something it is I would,— 
O! my oblivion is a very Antony, 


9 And give true CREDENCE to his love,] It is “true evzdence” in the 
old copies, and properly amended in the Corr. fol. 1632 : the mis- 
print was easy, and not very unfrequent. 
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And I am all forgotten. 

VAHL. But that your royalty 
Holds idleness your subject, I should take you 
For idleness itself. 

Cleo. ’Tis sweating labour 
To bear such idleness so near the heart, 

As Cleopatra this. But, sir, forgive me ; 

Since my becomings kill me, when they do not 
Eye well to you: your honour calls you hence ; 
Therefore be deaf to my unpitied folly, 

And all the gods go with you! upon your sword 
Sit laurel’d victory, and smooth success 

Be strew’d before your feet ! 

Ant. Teetis.cOame CONies 
Our separation so abides, and flies, 

That thou, residing here, go’st yet with me, 
And I, hence fleeting, here remain with thee. 


Away ! 


SCENE IV.—Rome. Am Apartment in Cesar’s 
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[ Axeunt. 


House. 


Enter OCTAVIUS CAESAR, LEPIDUS, and Attendants. 


Ces. You may see, Lepidus, and henceforth know, 


It is not Czsar’s natural vice to hate 
Our great competitor. From Alexandria 
This is the news: he fishes, drinks, and wastes 


The lamps of night in revel ; is not more manlike 


Than Cleopatra, nor the queen of Ptolemy 


More womanly than he: hardly gave audience, or 
Vouchsaf’d to.think he had partners: you shall find there 


A man, who is the abstract of all faults 
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That all men follow. 

Leép. I must not think there are 
Evils enow to darken all his goodness : 
His faults, in him, seem as the spots of heaven, 
More fiery by night’s blackness ; hereditary, 
Rather than purchas’d ; what he cannot change, 
Than what he chooses. 

Ces. You are too indulgent. Let us grant, it is not 
Amiss to tumble on the bed of Ptolemy ; 
To give a kingdom for a mirth ; to sit 
And keep the turn of tippling with a slave ; 
To reel the streets at noon, and stand the buffet 
With knaves that smell of sweat : say, this becomes him, 
(As his composure must be rare indeed, 
Whom these things cannot blemish) yet must Antony 
No way excuse his foils, when we do bear | 
So great weight in his lightness. If he fill’d 
His vacancy with his voluptuousness, 
Full surfeits and the dryness of his bones 
Fall on him for’t ; but, to confound such time, 
That drums him from his sport, and speaks as loud 
As his own state, and ours,—’tis to be chid 
As we rate boys ; who, being mature in knowledge, 
Pawn their experience to their present_pleasure, 
And so rebel to judgment. 


Finter a Messenger. 


Lep. Here ’s more news. 

Mess. Thy biddings have been done ; and every hour, 
Most noble Cesar, shalt thou have report 
How ’tis abroad. Pompey is strong at sea ; 
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And it appears he is belov’d of those | 
That only have fear’d Cesar : to the fleets? 
The discontents repair, and men’s reports 
Give him much wrong’d. 

C@s. I should have Known no less. 
It hath been taught us from the primal state, 
That he, which is, was wish’d, until he were ; | 
And the ebb’d man, ne’er lov’d till ne’er worth love, | 
Comes dear’d by being lack’d.” This common body, 
Like to a vagabond flag upon the stream, 
Goes to, and back, lackeying the varying tide, | 
To rot itself with motion. 

Mess. Cesar, I bring thee word, 
Menecrates and Menas, famous pirates, 
Make the sea serve them ; which they ear? and wound ae 
With keels of every kind: many hot inroads \\ 
They make in Italy ; the borders maritime | 
Lack blood to think on’t, and flush youth revolt : 
No vessel can peep forth, but ’tis as soon Hy 
Taken as seen ; for Pompey’s name strikes more Wh 
Than could his war resisted. 

C@s. Antony, 
Leave thy lascivious wassails. When thou once 
Wast beaten from Modena, where thou slew’st 
Hirtius and Pansa, consuls, at thy heel 
Did famine follow ; whom thou fought’st against, 

1 —to the FLEETS] Ports for ficets, is the word in the old copies ; 
but “fleets” is the substitution in the Corr. fol. 1632, and it can hardly 


be wrong : the compositor caught forts from the end of the next line. 
2 Comes DEAR’D by being lack’d.] Until the time of Theobald the 


reading was fear’d for “ dear”. 
3 they EAR] 7.¢., plough: see Richard II, act iii, sc. 2, p. 61. 
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Though daintily brought up, with patience more 
Than savages could suffer: thou didst drink 
The stale of horses, and the gilded puddle, 
Which beasts would cough at: thy palate then did deign 
The roughest berry on the rudest hedge ; 
Yea, like the stag, when snow the pasture sheets, 
The barks of trees thou browsed’st : on the Alps, 
It is reported thou didst eat strange flesh, 
Which some did die to look on ; and all this 
(It wounds thine honour that I speak it now) 
Was borne so like a soldier, that thy cheek 
So much as lank’d not. 
Lep. Tis pity of him. 
Ces. Let his shames quickly 
Drive him to Rome. ’Tis time we twain 
Did show ourselves i’ the field ; and, to that end, 
Assemble we immediate council: Pompey 
Thrives in our idleness. 
Lep. To-morrow, Cesar, 
I shall be furnish’d to inform you rightly 
Both what by sea and land I can be able, 
To front this present time. 
C@s. Till which encounter, 
It is my business too. Farewell. 
Lep. Farewell, my lord: what you shall know meantime 
Of stirs abroad, I shall beseech you, sir, 
To let me be partaker. 
Ces. Doubt not, sir; I know it for my bond. [4 xeunt. 


Soa Antony and Cleopatra. 


ScENE V.—Alexandria. A Room in the Palace. 


Enter CLEOPATRA, CHARMIAN, IRAS, axd MARDIAN. 


Cleo. Charmian,— 

Char. Madam. 

Cicom Hastie) — aT 
Give me to drink mandragora. 

Char. Why, madam ? 

Cleo. That I might sleep out this great gap of time 
My Antony is away. 


Char. You think of him too much. 

Cleo, O, ’tis treason ! 

Char. Madam, I trust, not so. 

Cleo. Thou, eunuch, Mardian— a. 
Mar. What’s your highness’ pleasure ? 


Cleo. Not now to hear thee sing: I take no pleasure 
In aught an eunuch has. ’Tis well for thee, 
That, being unseminar’d, thy freer thoughts i 
May not fly forth of Egypt. Hast thou affections ? 
Mar. Yes, gracious madam. 
Cleo. Indeed ! 
Mar. Not in deed, madam; for I can do nothing 
But what in deed is honest to be done ; 
Yet have I fierce affections, and think 
What Venus did with Mars. 
Cleo. O, Charmian ! 
Where think’st thou he is now? Stands he, or sits he ? 
Or does he walk ? or is he on his horse ? 
O happy horse to bear the weight of Antony ! 
Do bravely, horse, for wot’st thou whom thou mov’st ? 
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The demi-Atlas of this earth, the arm 
And burgonet of men.—He’s speaking now, 
Or murmuring, Where’s my serpent of old Nule ? 
For so he calls me. Now I feed myself 
With most delicious poison :—think on me, 
That am with Phcebus’ amorous pinches black, 
And wrinkled deep in time? Broad-fronted Cesar, 
When thou wast here above the ground, I was 
A morsel for a monarch ; and great Pompey 
Would stand, and make his eyes grow in my brow : 
There would he anchor his aspect, and die 
With looking on his life. 
Enter ALEXAS. 
Alex. Sovereign of Egypt, hail! 
Cleo. Flow much unlike art thou Mark Antony ; 
Yet, coming from him, that great medicine hath 
With his tinct gilded thee.— 
How goes it with my brave Mark Antony ? 
Alex. Last thing he did, dear queen, 
He kiss’d,—the last of many doubled kisses,—. 
This orient pearl :—his speech sticks in my heart. 
Cleo. Mine ear must pluck it thence. 
Alex. Good friend, quoth he, 
Say, the firm Roman to great Egypt sends 
This treasure of an oyster ; at whose foot, 
To mend the petty present, I will piece 
Her opulent throne with kingdoms : all the east, 
Say thou, shall call her mistress. So he nodded, 
And soberly did mount an arm-gaunt steed,* 


4 an arm-GAUNT steed,] “Arm-gzr¢ steed” in the Corr. fol. 1632, 
but “arm-gaund” is very intelligible, and not less forcible. 
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Who neigh’d so high, that what I would have spoke 
Was beastly dumb’d by him. 


bo 


Os 


Cleo. What! was he sad, or merry ? 


Alex, Like to the time o’ the year, between the ex- 


tremes 
Of hot and cold: he was nor sad, nor merry. 
Cleo. O well-divided disposition !—Note him, 


Note him, good Charmian, ’tis the man ; but note him: 


He was not sad, for he would shine on those 
That make their looks by his: he was not merry ; 
Which seem’d to tell them, his remembrance lay 
In Egypt with his joy ; but between both: 
O heavenly mingle !—Be’st thou sad, or merry, 
The violence of either thee becomes, 
So does it no man else.—Mett’st thou my posts ? 
Alex. Ay, madam, twenty several messengers. 
Why do you send so thick ? 
Cleo. Who’s born that day 
When I forget to send to Antony, 
Shall die a beggar.—Ink and paper, Charmian.— 
Welcome, my good Alexas— Did I, Charmian, 
Ever love Cesar so? 
Char. OF that brave’ Cesar! 
Cleo. Be chok’d with such another emphasis ! 
Say, the brave Antony. 
Char. The valiant Czesar ! 
Cleo. By Isis, I will give thee bloody teeth, 
If thou with Cesar paragon again 
My man of men. 
Char. By your most gracious pardon, 
I sing but after you. 
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Cleo. My salad days, 
When I was green in judgment :—cold in blood, 
To say as I said then !—But come; away, 
Get me ink and paper: 
He shall have every day a several greeting, 
Or I’ll unpeople Egypt. [Exeunt. | 


AMC IE Al. 
SCENE I.—Messina. A Room in the House of Pompey. 


Enter POMPEY, MENECRATES, avd MENAS. 


Pom. If the great gods be just, they shall assist 
The deeds of justest men. 

Mene. Know, worthy Pompey, 
That what they do delay, they not deny. 

Pom. Whiles we are suitors to their throne, decays 
The thing we sue for. 

Mene. We, ignorant of ourselves, 
Beg often our own harms, which the wise powers 
Deny us for our good ; so find we profit, 

By losing of our prayers. 
Pom. I shall do well : 
The people love me, and the sea is mine ; 
My powers are crescent, and my auguring hope 
Says it will come to the full. Mark Antony 


SC hi] Antony and Cleopatra. 


In Egypt sits at dinner, and will make 
No wars without doors: Caesar gets money where 
He loses hearts: Lepidus flatters both, 
Of both is flatter’d ; but he neither loves, 
Nor either cares for him. 
Men. Cesar and Lepidus 
Are in the field: a mighty strength they carry. 
Pom. Where have you this ? ’tis false. 


Men. From Silvius, sir. 


Pom. He dreams: I know they are in Rome together, 
Looking for Antony. But all the charms of love, 
Salt Cleopatra, soften thy waned lip! 
Let witchcraft join with beauty, lust with both : 
Tie up the libertine in a field of feasts ; 
Keep his brain fuming ; Epicurean cooks 
Sharpen with cloyless sauce his appetite, 
That sleep and feeding may prorogue his honour, 
Even till a Lethe’d dulness !—How now, Varrius ? 


Enter VARRIUS. 


Var. This is most certain, that I shall deliver. 
Mark Antony is every hour in Rome 
Expected ; since he went from Egypt ’tis 
A space for farther travel. 

Pom. I could have given less matter 
A better ear.—Menas, I did not think 
This amorous surfeiter would have donn’d his helm 
For such a petty war: his soldiership 
Is twice the other twain. But let us rear 
The higher our opinion, that our stirring 
Can from the lap of Egypt’s widow pluck 
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The ne’er lust-wearied Antony. 
Men. I cannot hope 
Czsar and Antony shall well greet together : 
His wife that’s dead did trespasses to Cesar ; 
His brother warr’d upon him, although, I think, 
Not mov’d by Antony. 
Pom. I know not, Menas, 
How lesser enmities may give way to greater. 
Were’t not that we stand up against them all, 
’Twere pregnant they should square between themselves ; 
For they have entertained cause enough 
To draw their swords : but how the fear of us 
May cement their division, and bind up 
The petty difference, we yet not know. 
Be it as our gods will have’t! It only stands 
Our lives upon? to use our strongest hands. 
Come, Menas. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE II].—Rome. A Room in the House of Lepidus. 


Enter ENOBARBUS and LEPIDUS. 


Lep. Good Enobarbus, ’tis a worthy deed, 
And shall become you well, to entreat your captain 
To soft and gentle speech. 
Eno. I shall entreat him 
To answer like himself : if Cassar move him, 
Let Antony look over Cesar’s head, 
And speak as loud as Mars. By Jupiter, 
Were I the wearer of Antonius’ beard, 
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stands our lives upon,]| z.¢., it behoves us—a not uncommon 
idiom. 
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I would not shave ’t to-day. 


Lep. "Tis not a time 
For private stomaching. 
Lino. Every time 


Serves for the matter that is then born in ’t. 

Lep. But small to greater matters must give way. 

Eno. Not if the small come first. 

Lep. Your speech is passion : 
But, pray you, stir no embers up. Here comes 
The noble Antony. 


Enter ANTONY and VENTIDIUS. 


Eno. And yonder, Cesar. 


Enter CMSAR, MECENAS, avd AGRIPPA. 


Ant. If we compose well here, to Parthia : 
Hark you, Ventidius. 


C@s. T do not know, 
Meczenas ; ask Agrippa. 
Lep. Noble friends, 


That which combin’d us was most great, and let not 
A leaner action rend us. What’s amiss, 
May it be gently heard: when we debate 
Our trivial difference loud, we do commit 
Murder in healing wounds. ‘Then, noble partners, 
(The rather, for I earnestly beseech) 
Touch you the sourest points with sweetest terms, 
Nor curstness grow to the matter. 

Ant. ’Tis spoken well. 


Were we before our armies, and to fight, 
I should do thus. [Shake hands. Flourish. 
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Ces. Welcome to Rome. ) 
Ant. Thank you. 
CESaoit: 
Ant. Sit, sir. 
Ces. Nay, then— 
Ant. 1 learn, you take things ill which are not so ; 
Or, being, concern you not. 
C@s. I must be laugh’d at, 
If, or for nothing, or a little, I 
Should say myself offended ; and with you 
Chiefly i’ the world : more laugh’d at, that. I should 
Once name you derogately, when to sound your name 
It not concern’d me. 
Ant. My being in Egypt, Cesar, 
What was ’t to you? 
Ces. No more than my residing here at Rome 
Might be to you in Egypt: yet, if you there 
Did practise on my state, your being in Egypt 
Might be my question. 
Ant. How intend you, practis’d ? 
Ces. You may be pleased to catch at mine intent 
By what did here befall me. Your wife and brother 
Made wars upon me, and their contestation 
Was theme for you ; you were the word of war. 
Ant. You do mistake your business: my brother never 
Did urge me in his act: I did inquire it ; 
And have my learning from some true reports, 
That drew their swords with you. Did he not rather 
Discredit my authority with yours ; 
And make the war alike against my stomach, 
Having alike your cause? Of this my letters 
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Before did satisfy you. If youll patch a quarrel, 
As matter whole you have to make it with,® 
It must not be with this. 

Ces. You praise yourself 
By laying defects of judgment to me ; but 
You patch’d up your excuses. 

Aunt. Not so, not so ; 

I know you could not lack, I am certain on’t, 

Very necessity of this thought, that I, 

Your partner in the cause ’gainst which he fought, 
Could not with graceful eyes attend those wars 
Which fronted mine own peace. As for my wife, 

I would you had her spirit in such another : 

The third 0’ the world is yours, which with a snaffle 
You may pace easy, but not such a wife. 

Eno. Would we had all such wives, that the men might 
Go to wars with the women ! 

Ant. So much uncurbable, her garboils, Cesar, 
Made out of her impatience (which not wanted 
Shrewdness of policy too) I grieving grant 
Did you too much disquiet : for that, you must 
But say, I could not help it. 

C@s. I wrote to you, 
When rioting in Alexandria: you 
Did pocket up my letters, and with taunts 
Did gibe my missive out of audience. 

Ant. Sits 


¢ As matter whole you have to make it with,] The meaning seems 
to be, “Do not find out a cause of quarrel where none exists : do not 
patch a quarrel when no patching is required, because the matter is 
whole.” Some editors needlessly insert 7o¢ in the line. 
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He fell upon me, ere admitted : then 
Three kings I had newly feasted, and did want 

Of what I was i’ the morning ; but, next day, 

I told him of myself, which was as much 

As to have ask’d him pardon. Let this fellow 

Be nothing of our strife ; if we contend, 

Out of our question wipe him. 

C@s. You have broken 
The article of your oath, which you shall never 
Have tongue to charge me with. | 

Lep. Soft, Ceesar. 

Ant. No, Lepidus; let him speak : 

The honour’s sacred which he talks on now, 
Supposing that I lack’d it.’ But on, Cesar ; 
The article of my oath. 

Ces. To lend me arms and aid when I requir’d them, 
The which you both denied. 

Ant. Neglected, rather ; 
And then, when poison’d hours had bound me up 
From mine own knowledge. As nearly as I may, 
I’ll play the penitent to you; but mine honesty 
Shall not make poor my greatness, nor my power 
Work without it. Truth is, that Fulvia, 

To have me out of Egypt, made wars here ; 
For which myself, the ignorant motive, do 
So far ask pardon, as befits mine honour 
To stoop in such a case. 

Lep. ’Tis nobly spoken. 

Mec. If it might please you, to enforce no farther 
The griefs between ye: to forget them quite, 

Were to remember that the present need 
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Speaks to atone you.” 

L ep. Worthily spoke, Meczenas. 

Eno. Or, if you borrow one another’s love for the in- 
stant, you may, when you hear no more words of Pompey, 
return it again: you shall have time to wrangle in, when 
you have nothing else to do. 

Ant. Thou art a soldier only : speak no more. 

Eno. That truth should be silent I had almost forgot. 

Ant. You wrong this presence ; therefore, speak no 

more. 
Eno. Go to, then ; your considerate stone.® 
Ces. I do not much dislike the matter, but 
The manner of his speech ; for it cannot be, 
We shall remain in friendship, our conditions 
So differing in their acts. Yet, if I knew 
What hoop should hold us staunch, from edge to edge 
O’ the world I would pursue it. 
Agr. Give me leave, Cesar.— 
Ces. Speak, Agrippa. 
Agr. Thou hast a sister by the mother’s side, 
Admir’d Octavia: great Mark Antony 
Is now a widower. 

C@s. Say not so, Agrippa: 
If Cleopatra heard you, your reproof 
Were well deserv’d of rashness.° 


7 _to ATONE you.] 2.2., to reconcile you, to az ome you. 

8 —your considerate stone.] It may be a question, whether Eno- 
barbus means to call Antony “a considerate stone”, or to say merely 
that he himself will be silent as a stone. 

° Were well deserv’d of rashness.] There are several careless mis- 
prints in this short speech, as it stands in prose in the folio 1623, 
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Ant. I am not married, Cesar: let me hear 
Agrippa farther speak. 

Agr. To hold you in perpetual amity, 
To make you brothers, and to knit your hearts 
With an unslipping knot, take Antony 
Octavia to his wife ; whose beauty claims 
No worse a husband than the best of men, 
Whose virtue and whose general graces speak 
That which none else can utter. By this marriage, 
All little jealousies, which now seem great, 
And all great fears, which now import their dangers, 
Would then be nothing: truths would then be tales, 
Where now half tales be truths: her love to both 
Would, each to other, and all loves to both, 
Draw after her. Pardon what I have spoke, 
For ’tis a studied, not a present thought, 
By duty ruminated. 

Ant. Will Czesar speak ? 

Ces. Not till he hears how Antony is touch’d 
With what is spoke already. 

Ant. _ What power is in Agrippa, 
If I would say, Agrippa, be it so, 
To make this good ? 


C@s. The power of Cesar, and 
His power unto Octavia. 
Ant. May I never 


To this good purpose, that so fairly shows, 
Dream of impediment !—Let me have thy hand : 
Further this act of grace, and from this hour 


viz., “Say not, say Agrippa ; if Cleofater heard you, your proof were 
well deserved of rashness.” 
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The heart of brothers govern in our loves, My 

And sway our great designs ! | 
C@s. There is my hand. 

A sister I bequeath you, whom no brother 

Did ever love so dearly: let her live 

To join our kingdoms and our hearts, and never 

Fly off our loves again ! | 
Lep. Happily, amen ! 
Ant. I did not think to draw my sword ’gainst Pompey ; 

For he hath laid strange courtesies, and great, 

Of late upon me: I must thank him, only 

Lest my remembrance suffer ill report ; 

At heel of that, defy him. 
Lep. Time calls upon us: 

Of us must Pompey presently be sought, 

Or else he seeks out us. 


Ant. Where lies he ? 

Ces. About the Mount Misenum. 

Ant. What’s his strength | | 
By land? — WR 


Ces. Great, and increasing ; but by sea 
He is an absolute master. 
Ant. So is the fame. 
Would we had spoke together! Haste we for ite 
Yet, ere we put ourselves in arms, dispatch we 
The business we have talk’d of. 
C@s. With most gladness ; 
And do invite you to my sister’s view, | 
Whither straight Ill lead you. 
Ant. Let us, Lepidus, 


Not lack your company. 
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Lep. Noble Antony, 
Not sickness should detain me. 
(Flourish. LExeunt CMSAR, ANTONY, and LLEPIDUS. 

Mec. Welcome from Egypt, sir. 

Eno. Half the heart of Caesar, worthy Meczenas !—my 
honourable friend, Agrippa !— 

Agr. Good Enobarbus ! 

Mec. We have cause to be glad that matters are so well 
digested. You stayed well by it in Egypt. 

Eno. Ay, sit; we did sleep day out of countenance, and 
made the night light with drinking. 

Mec. Eight wild boars roasted whole at a breakfast, and 
but twelve persons there ; is this true ? 

Eno. This was but as a fly by an eagle: we had much 
more monstrous matter of feast, which worthily deserved 
noting. 

Mec. She’s a most triumphant lady, if report be square 
to) her: 

Eno. When she first met Mark Antony, she pursed up 
his heart, upon the river of Cydnus. 

Agr. There she appeared, indeed, or my reporter devised 
well for her. 

Fino. 1 will tell you. 

The barge she sat in, like a burnish’d throne, 

Burn’d on the water: the poop was beaten gold ; 

Purple the sails, and so perfumed that 

The winds were love-sick with them : the oars were silver ; 
Which to the tune of flutes kept stroke, and made 

The water, which they beat, to follow faster, 

As amorous of their strokes. For her own person, 

It beggar’d all description : she did lie 
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In her pavilion (cloth of gold of tissue), 
O’er-picturing that Venus, where we see 
The fancy out-work nature: on each side her, 
Stood pretty dimpled boys, like smiling Cupids, 
With diverse-colour’d fans, whose wind did seem 
To glow the delicate cheeks! which they did cool, 
And what they undid did. 
Agr. O, rare for Antony ! 
Eno. Her gentlewomen, like the Nereides, 
So many mermaids, tended her i’ the eyes, 
And made their bends adornings : at the helm 
A seeming mermaid steers ; the silken tackle 
Smell with the touches of those flower-soft hands, 
That yarely frame the office * from the barge 
A strange invisible perfume hits the sense 
Of the adjacent wharfs. The city cast 
Her people out upon her ; and Antony, 
Enthron’d i’ the market-place, did sit alone, 
Whistling to the air ; which, but for vacancy, 
Had gone to gaze on Cleopatra too, 
And made a gap in nature. 
Agr. Rare Egyptian ! 
Eno. Upon her landing, Antony sent to her; 
Invited her to supper: she replied, 
It should be better he became her guest, 
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1 To GLow the delicate cheeks] All the folios read, “To glove’, etc. 
2 That VARELY frame the office.] 2 ¢,, Readily and dexterously 


perform the task they undertake. 


In the preceding line “smell” of 


the Corr. fol. 1632 is sqwed/ in the folios: the “silken tackle” did not 
swell, as how should it? It was perfum’d by the sweet hands that 


touched it. The compositor only mistook and w, as before. . 
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Which she entreated. Our courteous Antony, 
Whom ne’er the word of Vo woman heard speak, 
Being barber’d ten times o’er, goes to the feast ; 
And for his ordinary pays his heart 
For what his eyes eat only. 

Agr. Royal wench ! 
She made great Cesar lay his sword to bed ; 
He plough’d her, and she cropp’d. 

Eno. I saw her once 
Hop forty paces through the public street ; 
A\nd having lost her breath, she spoke, and panted, 
That she did make defect, perfection, 
And, breathless, power breathe forth. 

Mec. Now Antony must leave her utterly. 

fino. Never ; he will not. 
Age cannot wither her, nor custom stale 
Her infinite variety : other women cloy 
The appetites they feed, but she makes hungry 
Where most she satisfies : for vilest things 
Become themselves in her, that the holy priests 
Bless her when she is riggish. 

Mec. \f beauty, wisdom, modesty, can settle 
The heart of Antony, Octavia is 
A blessed lottery to him. 

Agr, Let us go.— 
Good Enobarbus, make yourself my guest, 
Whilst you abide here. 

Eno. Humbly, sir, I thank you. [Axeunt. 
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ScENE III.—T7khe Same. A Room in Czesar’s House. 


Enter C#SAR, ANTONY, with OCTAVIA between them ; 
Attendants. 


Ant. The world; and my great office, will sometimes 
Divide me from your bosom. 

Octa. All which time, 
Before the gods my knee shall bow my prayers 


To them for you. 
Ant. Good night, sir—My Octavia, 


Read not my blemishes in the world’s report : 
I have not kept my square, but that to come 
Shall all be done by the rule. Good night, dear lady. 


Octa. Good night, sir.’ 
Ces. Good night. [Exeunt CASAR and OCTAVIA. 


Enter a Soothsayer.* 


Ant. Now, sirrah: you do wish yourself in Egypt? 
Sooth. Would I had never come from thence, nor you 


thither ! 
Ant. If you can, your reason? 
Sooth. I see it in my motion, have it not in my tongue: 


but yet hie you to Egypt again. 
Ant. Say to me, whose fortunes shall rise higher, Czesar’s, 


or mine? 


3 Good night, sir.] In the folio 1632, these words are properly 
assigned to Octavia: the folio 1623 absurdly gives them to Antony. 

1 Enter a Soothsayer.]| Every old copy makes the Soothsayer 
enter here : every modern copy introduces him, without any propriety, 


at the opening of the scene. 
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Sooth, Czesar’s. 
Therefore, O Antony! stay not by his side: 
Thy demon, that is thy spirit which keeps thee, is 
Noble, courageous, high, unmatchable, 
Where Cesar’s is not; but near him thy angel 
Becomes a fear, as being o’erpower’d: therefore, 
Make space enough between you. 
Ant. Speak this no more. 
Sooth. To none but thee ; no more, but when to thee. 
If thou dost play with him at any game, 
Thou art sure to lose: and, of that natural luck, 
He beats thee ’gainst the odds: thy lustre thickens, 
When he shines by. I say again, thy spirit 
Is all afraid to govern thee near him, 
But, he away, ’tis noble. 
Ant. Get thee gone: 
Say to Ventidius, I would speak with him.— 
[Lait Soothsayer. 
He shall to Parthia.—Be it art, or hap, 
He hath spoken true: the very dice obey him ; 
And in our sports my better cunning faints 
Under his chance: if we draw lots, he speeds: 
His cocks do win the battle still of mine, 
When it is all to nought ; and his quails ever 
Beat mine, inhoop’d, at odds. I will to Egypt: 
And though I make this marriage for my peace, 


Einter VENTIDIUS. 


I’ the east my pleasure lies.—O ! come, Ventidius ; 
You must to Parthia: your commission ’s ready ; 
Follow me, and receive it. [A xveunt. 


Antony and Cleopatra. 


SCENE 1V.—TZhe Same. A Street. 
Enter LEPIDUS, MECHNAS, and AGRIPPA. 


Lep. Trouble yourselves no farther: pray you, hasten 
Your generals after. 
Agr. Sir, Mark Antony 
Will e’en but kiss Octavia, and we ’ll follow. 
Lep. Till I shall see you in your soldier's dress, 
Which will become you both, farewell. 
Mee. We shall, 
As I conceive the journey, be at Mount® 
Before you, Lepidus. 
Lep. - Your way is shorter ; 
My purposes do draw me much about: 
Youll win two days upon me. 
Mec, Agr. Sir, good success ! 
Lep. Farewell. [Lxeunt. 


ScENE V.—Alexandria. A Room in the Palace of 
Cleopatra. 


Enter CLEOPATRA, CHARMIAN, IRAS, and ALEXAS. 


Cleo. Give me some music ; music, moody food 
Of us that trade in love. 
Attend. The music, ho! 
Enter MARDIAN. 
Cleo. Let it alone ; let’s to billiards : come, Charmian. 
5 at MouNnT] 2.2. Mount Misenum. Modern editors, as if to 


spoil the line by a redundant syllable, read, with the folio 1632, ‘at 
the Mount”: both sense and consistency are thus abandoned, and on 


the worst authority. 


[ACT IL. 
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Char. My arm is sore, best play with Mardian. 

Cleo. As well a woman with an eunuch play’d, 

As with a woman.-—Come, you ’ll play with me, sir? 

Mar. As well as I can, madam. 

Cleo. And when good will is show’d, though ’t come too 

short, 
The actor may plead pardon. Ill none now.— 
Give me mine angle,—we ’ll to the river: there, 
My music playing far off, I will betray 
Tawny-finn’d fishes ; my bended hook shall pierce 
Their slimy jaws, and as I draw them up, 
I’ll think them every one an Antony, 
And say, Ah, ha! you’re caught. 

Char. ’Twas merry, when 
You wager’d on your angling ; when your diver 
Did hang a salt-fish on his hook, which he 
With fervency drew up. 

Cleo. That time,—O times !— 

I laugh’d him out of patience ; and that night 
I laugh’d him into patience: and next morn, 
Ere the ninth hour, I drunk him to his bed ; 
Then, put my tires and mantles on him, whilst 
I wore his sword Philippian.— 


Enter a Messenger. 


O! from Italy ?— 
Ram thou thy fruitful tidings in mine ears, 
That long time have been barren. 
Mess. Madam, madam,— 
Cleo. Antony’s dead !— 
If thou say so, villain, thou kill’st thy mistress : 
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But well and free, 
If thou so yield him, there is gold, and here 
My bluest veins to kiss ; a hand that kings 
Have lipp’d, and trembled kissing. 
Mess. First, madam, he is. well. 
Cleo. Why, there’s more gold. 
But, sirrah ; mark, we use 
To say the dead are well: bring it to that, 
The gold I give thee will I melt, and pour 
Down thy ill-uttering throat. 
Mess. Good madam, hear me. 
Cleo. Well, go to, I will ; 
But there’s no goodness in thy face: if Antony 
Be free and healthful, why so tart a favour® 
To trumpet such good tidings ? if not well, 
Thou shouldst come like a fury crown’d with snakes, 
Not like a formal man. 
Mess. Will’t please you hear me? 
Cleo. I have a mind to strike thee, ere thou speakest : 
Yet, if thou say, Antony lives, is well, 
Or friends with Cesar, or not captive to him, 
I'll set thee in a shower of gold, and hail 
Rich pearls upon thee. 


Mess. - Madam, he’s well. 

Cleo. Well said. 
Mess. And friends with Cesar. 

Cleo. Thou ’rt an honest man. 


Mess. Czesar and he are greater friends than ever. 


6 Be free and healthful, WHY so tart a favour] “Why” is from the 


Corr. fol. 1632, and Rowe saw that it was required. 
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Cleo. Make thee a fortune from me. 
Mess. But yet, madam,— 
Cleo. 1 do not like dud yet, it does allay 
The good precedence; fie upon but yet / 
But yet is as a gaoler to bring forth 
Some monstrous malefactor. Prithee, friend, 
Pour out the pack of matter to mine ear, 
The good and bad together. He’s friends with Cesar ; 
In state of health, thou say’st ; and, thou say’st, free. 
Mess. Free, madam ? no; I made no.such report : 
He’s bound unto Octavia. 


Cleo. For what good turn ? 
Mess. For the best turn i’ the bed. 
Cleo. I am pale, Charmian. 


Mess. Madam, he’s married to Octavia. 
Cleo. The most infectious pestilence upon thee! 
[Striking him down. 
Mess. Good madam, patience. 
Cleo. What say you ?—Hence, [Striking him again. 
Horrible villain, or Ill spurn thine eyes 
Like balls before me: I’ll unhair thy head. 
[She hales him up and down. 
Thou shalt be whipp’d with wire, and stew’d in brine, 
Smarting in lingering pickle. 
Mess. Gracious madam, 
I, that do bring the news, made not the match. 
Cleo. Say ’tis not so, a province I will give thee, 
And make thy fortunes proud: the blow thou hadst 
Shall make thy peace for moving me to rage ; 
And I will boot thee with what gift beside 
Thy modesty can beg. 
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Mess. He’s married, madam. 
Cleo. Rogue! thou hast liv’d too long. 
[Drawing a dagger. 
Mess. Nay, thenels| run. 
What mean you, madam? I have made no fault. [Z-vt. 
Char. Good madam, keep yourself within yourself: 
The man is innocent. 
Cleo. Some innocents ’scape not the thunder-bolt.— 
Melt Egypt into Nile! and kindly creatures 
Turn all to serpents !~-Call the slave again : 
Though I am mad, I will not bite him.—Call. 
Char. He is afeard to come. 
Cleo. I will not hurt him.— 
These hands do lack nobility, that they strike 
A meaner than myself; since I myself 
Have given myself the cause——Come hither, sir. 
Re-enter Messenger. 
Though it be honest, it is never good 
To bring bad news: give to a gracious message 
An host of tongues ; but let ill tidings tell 
Themselves, when they be felt. 
Mess. 1 have done my duty. 
Cleo. Is he married ? 
I cannot hate thee worser than I do, 


If thou again say, Yes. 
Mess. He’s married, madam. 


Cleo. The gods confound thee ! dost thou hold there still ? 


Mess. Should I lie, madam ? 
Cleo. O! I would thou didst, 


So half my Egypt, were submerg’d, and made 
A cistern for scal’d snakes. Go, get thee hence: 
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Hadst thou Narcissus in thy face, to me 

Thou wouldst appear most ugly. He is married ? 

Mess. I crave your highness’ pardon. 

Cleo. He is married ? 

Mess. Take no offence that I would not offend you : 

To punish me for what you make me do 

Seems much unequal. He is married to Octavia. 

Cleo. O! that his fault’ should make a knave of thee, 
That art not! What! thou ’rt sure of 2—Get thee hence: 
The merchandise which thou hast brought from Rome, 
Are all too dear for me: lie they upon thy hand, 

And be undone by ’em! [Lait Messenger. 
Char. Good your highness, patience. 
Cleo. In praising Antony, I have disprais’d Cesar. 
Char. Many times, madam. 

Cleo. I am paid for’t now. 
Lead me from hence ; 

I faint. O Iras! Charmian !—'tis no matter.— 

Go to the fellow, good Alexas ; bid him 

Report the feature of Octavia, her years, 

Her inclination ; let him not leave out 

The colour of her hair: bring me word quickly.— 

[Bait ALEXAS. 

Let him for ever go :—let him not—Charmian, 

Though he be painted one way like a Gorgon, 

The other way he’s Mars.8—Bid you Alexas [Zo MARD. 


7 O! that his fault, &c.] Our punctuation of this disputed passage is 
that of Monck Mason ; but he wished also to read, “What! thou ’rt 
sure of’t ?”?—a slight change, indeed, but not absolutely necessary. 

8 The other WAY HE’S Mars.] Thus corruptly printed in the folio 
1623, “The other wayes a Mars.” : 
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Bring me word how tall she is—Pity me, Charmian, 
But do not speak to me.—Lead me to my chamber. 
| Bveunt. 


SCENE VI.—WVear Misenum. 


Flourish. Enter at one side POMPEY and MENAS, zwith 
drum and trumpet; at the opposite side, CESAR, LEPI- 
Dus, ANTONY, ENOBARBUS, MECANAS ; wth Soldiers 
marching. 

Pom. Your hostages I have, so have you mine ; 

And we shall talk before we fight. 

C@s. Most meet 

That first we come to words; and therefore have we 

Our written purposes before us sent, 

Which, if thou hast consider’d, let us know 

If ’t will tie up thy discontented sword, 

And carry back to Sicily much tall youth, 

That else must perish here. 

Pom. To you all three, 

The senators alone of this great world, 

Chief factors for the gods.—I do not know, 

Wherefore my father should revengers want, 

Having a son, and friends ; since Julius Ceesar, 

Who at Philippi the good Brutus ghosted, 

There saw you labouring for him. What was it, 

That mov’d pale Cassius to conspire? And what 

Made the all-honoured, honest Roman, Brutus, 

With the arm’d rest, courtiers of beauteous freedom, 

To drench the Capitol, but that they would 

Have one man but a man? And that is it 
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Hath made me rig my navy, at whose burden 
The anger’d ocean foams ; with which I meant 
To scourge th’ ingratitude that despiteful Kome 
Cast on my noble father. 

C@s. Take your time. 

Ant. Thou canst not-fear us, Pompey, with thy sails; 
We ll speak with thee at sea: at land, thou know’st 
How much we do o’er-count thee. 

Pom. At land, indeed, 
Thou dost o’er-count me of my father’s house 2 
But, since the cuckoo builds not for himself, 
Remain in’t as thou mayst. 

Lep. Be pleas’d to tell us, 
(For this is from the present) how you take 
The offer we have sent you. 

C@s. There’s the point. 

Ant. Which do not be entreated to, but weigh 
What it is worth embrac’d. 


C@s. And what may follow, 
To-try a Jarperiortume: 
Pom. You have made me offer 


Of Sicily, Sardinia ; and I must 

Rid all the sea of pirates ; then, to send 
Measures of wheat to Rome: this ’greed upon, 
To part with unhack’d edges, and bear back 
Our targe undinted. 


8 Thou canst not FEAR us,] 2. ¢., alarm, frighten us. 

® Thou dost 0’ER-COUNT me of my father’s house :] “O’er-count” 
is here used equivocally, as Malone remarks, with reference to the 
fact, stated by Plutarch, that Antony had possessed himself by pur- 
chase of the dwelling of Pompey’s father. 
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Cas., Ant., Lep. That’s our offer. 

Pom. Know, then, 
I came before you here a man prepard 
To take this offer ; but Mark Antony 
Put me to some impatience——Though I lose 
The praise of it by telling, you must know, 
When Cesar and your brother were at blows, 
Your mother came to Sicily, and did find 
Her welcome friendly. 

Ant. I have heard it, Pompey ; 
And am well studied for a liberal thanks, 
Which I do owe you. 

Pom. Let me have your hand : 
I did not think, sir, to have met you here. 

Ant. The beds i’ the east are soft ; and thanks to you, 
That call’d me timelier than my purpose hither, 
For I have gain’d by it. 


C@s. Since I saw you last, 
There is a change upon you. 
Pom. Well, I know not 


What counts harsh fortune casts upon my face, 
But in my bosom shall she never come, 
To make my heart her vassal. 

Lep. Well met here. 


Pom. 1 hope so, Lepidus—Thus we are agreed : 
I crave our composition may be written, 


And seal’d between us. 
C@s. That’s the next to do. 


Pom. We'll feast each other, ere we part ; and let us 


Draw lots who shall begin. 
Ant. That will I, Pompey. 
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Pom. No, Antony, take the lot ; but, first 


Or last, your fine Egyptian cookery 
Shall have the fame. I have heard that Julius Cesar 


Grew fat with feasting there. 


Ant. You have heard much. 
Pom. J have fair meanings, sir. 
Ant. And fair words to them. 


Pom. Then, so much have I heard : 
And I have heard, Apollodorus carried— 
Eno. No more of that :—he did so. 
Pom. What, I pray you? 
Eno. A certain queen to Cesar in a mattress. 
Pom. 1 know thee now : how far’st thou, soldier ? 
Eno. Well ; 
And well am like to do; for, I perceive, 
Four feasts are toward. 
Pom. Let me shake thy hand: 
I never hated thee: I have seen thee fight, 
When I have envied thy behaviour. 
Eno. Sit; 
I never lov’d you much; but I have prais’d you, 
When you have well deserv’d ten times as much 
As I have said you did. 
Pom. Enjoy thy plainness, 
It nothing ill becomes thee.— 
Aboard my galley I invite you all: 
Will you lead, lords? 
Ces. Ant., Lep. Show us the way, sir. 
Pom. Come. 
[Exeunt POMPEY, C&iSAR, ANTONY, LEPIDUS, 
Soldiers, Attendants, eéc. 
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Men. Thy father, Pompey, would ne’er have made [ 
This treaty. [Aside.}—You and I have known, sir. 

Eno. At sea, I think. 

Men. We have, sir. 

Eno. You have done well by water. 

Men. And you by land. af 

Eno. I will praise any man that will praise me ; though | 
it cannot be denied what I have done by land. | 

Men. Nor what I have done by water. 

Eno. Yes; something you can deny for your own 
safety : you have been a great thief by sea. 

Men. And you by land. 

Eno. There I deny my land service. But give me your 
hand, Menas: if our eyes had authority, here they might 
take two thieves kissing. 

Men. All men’s faces are true, whatsoe’er their hands 
are. 

Eno. But there is never a fair woman has a true face. 

Men. No slander ; they steal hearts. 

Eno. We came hither to fight with you. 

Men. For my part, I am sorry it is turned to a drinking: 
Pompey doth this day laugh away his fortune. 

Eno. If he do, sure, he cannot weep it back again. 

Men. You have said, sir. We looked not for Mark 
Antony here: pray you, is he married to Cleopatra ? 

Eno. Czesar’s sister is call’d Octavia. 

Men. True, sir ; she was the wife of Caius Marcellus. vu 

Eno. But she is now the wife of Marcus Antonius. | 

Men. Pray you, sir? 

fino. ’Tis true. | 
Men. Then is Cesar and he for ever knit together. 
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Eno. If I were bound to divine of this unity, I would 
not prophesy so. 

Men. I think the policy of that purpose made more in 
the marriage, than the love of the parties. 

Eno. I think so too: but you shall find the band that 
seems to tie their friendship together will be the very 
strangler of their amity. Octavia is of a holy, cold, and 
still conversation. 

Men. Who would not have his wife so ? 

Fino. Not he that himself is not so ; which is Mark An- 
tony. He will to his Egyptian dish again: then shall the 
sighs of Octavia blow the fire up in Cesar; and, as I said 
before, that which is the strength of their amity shall 
prove the immediate author of their variance. Antony 
will use his affection where it is: he married but his occa- 
sion here. 

Men. And thus it may be. Come, sir, will you aboard? I 
have a health for you. 

Fino. I shall take it, sir: we have used our throats in 


Egypt. 
Men. Come; let’s away. [ Aveunt. 


SCENE VII.— Ox Board Pompey’s Galley, near Misenum. 


Music. Enter two or three Servants, with a banquet. 


First Serv. Here they ll be, man, Some o’ their plants 
are ill-rooted already ; the least wind 7’ the world will blow 
them down. 

Second Serv. Lepidus is high-coloured. 

' —with a BANQUET.] A danguet usually meant what we now call 


a dessert. See a passage directly in point in Zhe Taming of the 
Shrew, act v, SC..2, p. 99. 
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First Serv. They have made him drink alms-drink. 

Second Serv. As they pinch one another by the disposi- 
tion, he cries out, Wo more ; reconciles them to his entreaty, 
and himself to the drink. 

First Serv. But it raises the greater war-between him 
and his discretion. 

Second Serv. Why, this it is to have a name in great 
men’s fellowship : I had as lief have a reed that will do me 
no service, as a partizan I could not heave. 

First Serv. To be called into a huge sphere, and not to 
be seen to move in’t, are the holes where eyes should be, 
which pitifully disaster the cheeks. 


A Sennet. Enter CHSAR, ANTONY, POMPEY, LEPIDUS, 
AGRIPPA, MECAINAS, ENOBARBUS, MENAS, with other 
Captains, a// jovial. 

Ant. Thus do they, sir. [Zo CSar.] They take the 
flow o’ the Nile 

By certain scales i’ the pyramid: they know, 

By the height, the lowness, or the mean, if dearth, 

Or foison, follow.2 The higher Nilus swells, 

The more it promises: as it ebbs, the seedsman 

Upon the slime and ooze scatters his grain, 

And shortly comes to harvest. 

Lep. You have strange serpents there. 
Ant. Ay, Lepidus. 
Lep. Your serpent of Egypt is bred, now, of your mud, 
by the operation of your sun : so is your crocodile, 
Ant. They are so. 
2 Or FOISON, follow.] “ Foison” is plenty—possibly, from the Fr. /ozs, 
because it is ¢¢mely, seasonadle. 
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Pom. Sit,—and some wine !—A health to Lepidus. 

Lep. 1 am not so well as I should be, but I'll ne’er out. 

Eno. Not till you have slept: I fear me youll be in, 
till then. 

Lep. Nay, certainly, I have heard the Ptolemies’ pyra- 
mises are very goodly things; without contradiction, I 
have heard that. 

Men. [Aside.| Pompey, a word. 

Pom. [Aside.| Say in mine ear: what is ’t ? 

Men. [Aside] Forsake thy seat, I do beseech thee, 

captain, 
And hear me speak a word. 

Pom. [Aséde.] Forbear me till anon.— 
This wine for Lepidus. 

Lep. What manner o’ thing is your crocodile ? 

Ant. It is shaped, sir, like itself, and it is as broad as it 
hath breadth ; it is just so high as it is, and moves with its 
own organs; it lives by that which nourisheth it, and the 
elements once out of it, it transmigrates. 

Lep. What colour is it of ? 

Ant. Of its own colour too. 

Lep. ’Tis a strange serpent. 

Ant. ’Tis so; and the tears of it are wet. 

Ces. Will this description satisfy him ? 

Ant. With the health that Pompey gives him, else he is 
a Very epicure. 

Pom. [Aside to MENAS.] Go, hang, sir, hang! Tell me 

of that ? away! 
Do as I bid you.—Where’s this cup I call’d for ? 

Men. [Aside] If for the sake of merit thou wilt hear me, 
Rise from thy stool. 
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Pom. [Aside] 1 think thou’ rt mad. The matter? 
[Walking aside with MENAS. 
Men. 1 have ever held my cap off to thy fortunes. 
Pom. Thou hast serv’d me with much faith. What’s else 
to say ?— 
Be jolly, lords. 
aut, =" These quick-sands, Lepidus, 
Keep off them ’fore you sink. 
Men. Wilt thou be lord of all the world ? 


Pom. What say’st thou ? 

Men. Wilt thou be_lord of the whole world? That’s 
twice. 

Pom. How should that be ? 

Men. But entertain it, 


And though thou think me poor, I am the man 
Will give thee all the world. 
Pom. Hast thou drunk well ? 
Men. No, Pompey, I have kept me from the cup. 
Thou art, if thou dar’st be, the earthly Jove: 
Whate’er the ocean pales, or sky inclips,* 
Is thine, if thou wilt have ’t. 
Pom. Show me which way. 
Men. These three world-sharers, these competitors, 
Are in thy vessel: let me cut the cable ; 
And, when we are put off, fall to their throats : 
All then is thine. 
Pom. Ah! this thou shouldst have done, 
And not have spoke on’t. In me, ’tis villainy ; 
In thee, ’t had been good service. Thou must know, 


4 Whate’er the ocean PALES, or sky INCLIPS,] 7.e., whatever the 
ocean surrounds, or the sky embraces. 
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‘Tis not my profit that does lead mine honour ; 
Mine honour, it. Repent, that e’er thy tongue 
Hath so betray’d thine act: being done unknown, 
I should have found it afterwards well done, 
But must condemn it now. Desist, and drink. 
Men. [Aside.| For this, 
I'll never follow thy pall’d fortunes more. 
Who seeks, and will not take, when once tis offer’d, 
Shall never find it more. 
Pom. This health to Lepidus. 
Ant. Bear him ashore.—I’ll pledge it for him, Pompey. 
Eno. Here’s to thee, Menas. 
Men. Enobarbus, welcome. 
Pom. Fill, till the cup be hid. 
Eno. There’s a strong fellow, Menas. 
[Pointing to an Attendant who carries off LEPIDUS. 
Men. Why? 
Eno. 
The third part of the world, man: see’st not ? 
Men. The third part, then, he is drunk: would it were 
all 
That it might go on wheels !° 
Eno. Drink thou ; increase the reels. 
Men. Come. 
Pom. This is not yet an Alexandrian feast. 
Ant. It ripens towards it.—Strike the vessels, ho! 


Here is to Cesar. 
C@s. I could well forbear it. 


He bears 


s That it might go on wheels !] A proverbial expression : a pam- 
phlet on the use of carriages, by Taylor, the Water-poet, printed in 
the same year as this play, is entitled, 7he World runs on Wheels. 
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It’s monstrous labour, when I wash my brain, 
And it grows fouler. 

Ant. Be a child o’ the time. 

Cas. Possess it, 1’ll make answer ; but I had rather fast 
From all four days, than drink so much in one. 

Eno. Ha,my brave emperor ! [Zo ANTONY. ) 
Shall we dance now the Egyptian Bacchanals, 

And celebrate our drink ? 

Pom. Let’s ha’t, good soldier. 

Ant. Come, let us all take hands, 
Till that the conquering wine hath steep’d our sense | 
In soft and delicate Lethe. 

Eno. All take hands.— 

Make battery to our ears with the loud music ; 
The while I'll place you: then the boy shall sing ; 
The holding every man shall bear,’ as loud 
As his strong sides can volley. 
[Music plays. YENOBARBUS places them hand in hand. 
SONG. 
Come, thou monarch of the vine, 
Plumpy Bacchus, with pink eyne : 
In thy vats our cares be drown’d ; 
With thy grapes our hairs be crown’d ; 


Cup us, till the world go round ; 
Cup us, til the world go round ! 


Ces. What would you more ?—Pompey, good night.— 
Good brother, | 


8 POSSESS it,] So the old copies, s.g., Pass it, viz., the cup. 
7 The HOLDING every man shall BEAR,] The old reading is deat | 
for “bear”, a change which Theobald introduced, and no misprint is | 
perhaps more common than to substitute ¢ for 7: “the holding” is 
the durden, or, as it is sometimes called, the /oo¢ of a song. 
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Let me request you off: our graver business 

Frowns at this levity—Gentle lords, let’s part ; 

You see, we have burnt our cheeks. Strong Enobarb 

Is weaker than the wine, and mine own tongue 

Splits what it speaks : the wild disguise hath almost 
Antick’d us all. What needs more words? Good night.— 
Good Antony, your hand. 


Pom. I’ll try you on the shore. 
Ant. And shall, sir. Give’s your hand. 
Pom. _ O, Antony ! 


You have my father’s house.2—But, what? we are friends. 
Come down into the boat. 
Eno. Take heed you fall not.—_ 
[Excunt POMPEY, C&SAR, ANTONY, avd Attendants. 
Menas, I'll not on shore. 
Men. No, to my cabin.— 
These drums !—these trumpets, flutes ! what !|— 
Let Neptune hear we bid a loud farewell 
To these great fellows: sound,and be hang’d! sound out ! 
[A flourish of drums and trumpets. 
Eno. Ho! says ’a.—There’s my cap. 
Men. Ho !—noble captain ! come. 
[ Lxeunt. 


8 You have my father’s house.] Referring again grudgingly to the 
historical fact, that Antony had possessed himself of the dwelling of 
Pompey’s father. See North’s Plutarch, by Amyot, p. 979, edit. 1579 : 
Shakespeare probably used the edit. 1598. 
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AMC IR Aik 
ScENE 1—A Plain in Syria. 


Enter VENTIDIUS, as it were in triumph, with SILIWS, and 
other Romans, Officers, and Soldiers; the dead body of 
PACORUS borne before them. 


Ven. Now, darting Parthia, art thou struck ; and now 
Pleas’d fortune does of Marcus Crassus’ death 
Make me revenger,—Bear the king’s son’s body 
Before our army.—Thy Pacorus, Orodes, 
Pays this for Marcus Crassus. 

Se Noble Ventidius, 
Whilst yet with Parthian blood thy sword is warm, 
The fugitive Parthians follow : spur through Media, 
Mesopotamia, and the shelters whither 
The routed fly: so thy grand captain, Antony, 
Shall set thee on triumphant chariot, and 
Put garlands on thy head. 

Ven. O Silius, Silius ! 
I have done enough: a lower place, note well, 
May make too great an act; for learn this, Silius, 
Better to leave undone, than by our deed acquire ~ 
Too high a fame, when him we serve Ss away. 
Czsar and Antony have ever won 
More in their officer than person: Sossius, 
One of my place in Syria, his lieutenant, 
For quick accumulation of renown, 
Which he achiev’d by the minute, lost his favour. 
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Who does i’ the wars more than his captain can, 
Becomes his captain's captain ; and ambition, 
The soldier's virtue, rather makes choice of loss, 
Than gain which darkens him. 
I could do more to do Antonius good, 
But ’t would offend him ; and in his offence 
Should my performance perish. 
Sh Thou hast, Ventidius, that 
Without the which a soldier and his sword, 
Gains scarce distinction.2 Thou wilt write to Antony ? 
Ven. 1’ll humbly signify what in his name, 
That magical word of war, we have effected ; 
How, with his banners and his well-paid ranks, 
The ne’er-yet-beaten horse of Parthia 
We have jaded out o’ the field. 
SHAE Where is he now? 
Ven. He purposeth to Athens ; whither, with what haste 
The weight we must convey with us will permit, 
We shall appear before him.—On there! pass along. 
[Lxeunt marching. 


SCENE II].—Rome. An Ante-chamber in CAISAR’S House. 


Enter AGRIPPA at one door, and ENOBARBUS at another. 


Agr. What! are the brothers parted ? 

£no. They have dispatch’d with Pompey : he is gone ; 
The other three are sealing. Octavia weeps 
To part from Rome ; Cesar is sad ; and Lepidus, 
Since Pompey’s feast, as Menas says, is troubled 


* GAINS scarce distinction.] So the Corr. fol. 1632, curing the 
evident misprint of grazds for gains. 


Som E,} 


Antony and Cleopatra. 


With the green sickness. 


Agr. 
Eno. 
Ler. 
Eno. 


Agr. 


Eno. 


Agr. 


Eno, 


Agr. 


Eno. 


‘Tis a noble Lepidus. 
A very fine one. O, how he loves Cesar ! 
Nay, but how dearly he adores Mark Antony ! 
Cesar? Why, he’s the Jupiter of men. 
What’s Antony? The god of Jupiter. 
Spake you of Cesar? How! the nonpareil ! 
Of Antony: O thou Arabian bird ! 
Would you praise Cesar, say, Cesar ;— go no 


farther. 


Indeed, he ply’d them both with excellent praises. 
But he loves Cesar best ;—yet he loves Antony: 


Ho! hearts, tongues, figures, scribes, bards, poets, cannot 
Think, speak, cast, write, sing, number, ho! 

His love to Antony. But as for Cesar, 

Kneel down, kneel down, and wonder. 


VAD 
Eno. 


Both he loves. 
They are his shards, and he their beetle." So,— 


[Trumpets sound within. 


This is to horse—Adieu, noble Agrippa. 


Agr. 


Good fortune, worthy soldier ; and farewell. 


Enter CASAR, ANTONY, LEPIDUS, avd OCTAVIA. 


Ant. 
C@s. 


No farther, sir. 
You take from me a great part of myself ; 


Use me well in ’t—Sister, prove such a wife 
As my thoughts make thee, and as my farthest band 


1 They are his SHARDS, and he their BEETLE.] ze. (says Steevens), 
“they are the wigs that raise this heavy /umpish insect from the 
ground.” See the explanation of shard, in connection with beetle, in 
Macbeth, act iii, sc. 2, p. 46. 
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Shall pass on thy approof—Most noble Antony, 
Let not the piece of virtue, which is set 

Betwixt us as the cement of our love 

To keep it builded, be the ram to batter 

The fortress of it; for far better might we 

Have loved without this mean, if on both parts 
This be not cherish’d. 


Ant. Make me not offended 
In your distrust. 
C@s. I have said. 
Ant. You shall not find, 


Though you be therein curious, the least cause 
For what you seem to fear. So, the gods keep you, 
And make the hearts of Romans serve your ends! 
We will here part. 
Ces. Farewell, my dearest sister, fare thee well : 
The elements be kind to thee, and make 
Thy spirits all of comfort! fare thee well. 
Octa. My noble brother !— [Embracing. 
Ant. The April’s in her eyes; it is love’s spring, 
And these the showers to bring it on.—Be cheerful. 
Octa. Sir, look well to my husband’s house ; and— 
Ces. What, Octavia ? 
Octa. 1'll tell you in your ear. 
Ant. Her tongue will not obey her heart, nor can 
Her heart inform her tongue? the swan’s down feather 
Thus stands upon the swell at full of tide, 
And neither way inclines. 
fino. Will Cesar weep ? [Aszde to AGRIPPA. 
Agr. He has a cloud in’s face. 
F:no. He were the worse for that, were he a horse ; 


Sea tir| Antony and Cleopatra. OI 


So is he, being a man. 
Agr. Why, Enobarbus, 
When Antony found Julius Cesar dead, 
He cried almost to roaring ; and he wept, 
When at Philippi he found Brutus slain, 
Eno. That year, indeed, he was troubled with a rheum ; 
What willingly he did confound, he wail’d ; 
Believe ’t, till I wept too. 
C@s. No, sweet Octavia, 
You shall hear from me still: the time shall not 
Out-go my thinking on you. 
Ant. Come, sir, come ; 
Ill wrestle with you in my strength of love: 
Look, here I have you; thus I let you go, 
And give you to the gods. 
C@s. Adieu ; be happy! 
Lep. Let all the number of the stars give light 
To thy fair way ! 
C@s. Farewell, farewell. [Kissing OCTAVIA. 
Ant. Farewell. 
[Trumpets sound. Lxeunt. 


SCENE III.—Alexandria. A Room in the Palace of 
Cleopatra. 


Enter CLEOPATRA, CHARMIAN, IRAS, avd ALEXAS. 
Cleo. Where is the fellow ? 
Alex. Half afeard to come. 
Cleo. Go to, go to.—Come hither, sir. 

Enter a Messenger. 
Alex. Good majesty, 
9 
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Herod of Jewry dare not look upon you, 
But when you are well pleas’d. 
Cleo. That Herod’s head 
T’ll have: but how, when Antony is gone, 
Through whom I might command it ?—Come thou near. 


Mess. Most gracious majesty,— [Kneeling. 

Cleo. Didst thou behold 
Octavia ? 

Mess. Ay, dread queen. [Resing. 

Cleo. Where? 

Mess. Madam, in Rome: 


I look’d her in the face; and saw her led 
Between her brother and Mark Antony. 


Cleo. Is she as tall as me? 
Mess. She is not, madam. 


Cleo. Didst hear her speak? Is she shrill-tongu’d, or low ? 
Mess. Madam, I heard her speak : she is low-voic'd. 
Cleo. That’s not so good: he cannot like her long. 
Char. Like her? O Isis! ’tis impossible. 
Cleo. I think so, Charmian: dull of tongue, and dwarfish!— 

What majesty is in her gait? Remember, 

If e’er thou look’dst on majesty. [With dignity. 
Mess. She creepss, 

Her motion and her station are as one: 

She shows a body rather than a life, 

A statue than a breather. 


Cleo. Ts this certain ? 
Mess. Or I have no observance. 
Char. Three in Egypt 


Cannot make better note. 
Cleo. He’s very knowing, 


Seaiiis| Antony and Cleopatra. 


I do perceive ’t.—There’s nothing in her yet— 
The fellow has good judgment. 


Char. Excellent: 

Cleo. Guess at her years, I prithee. 

Mess. Madam, 
She was a widow. 

Cleo. Widow !—Charmian, hark. 


Mess. And I do think she’s thirty. 
Cleo. Bear’st thou her face in mind ? is’t long, or round ? 
Mess. Round, even to faultiness. 
Cleo. For the most part, too, they are foolish that are so.— 
Her hair, what colour ? 
Mess. Brown, madam; and her forehead 
As low as you would wish it. 
Cleo. There’s gold for thee : 
Thou must not take my former sharpness ill. 
I will employ thee back again: I find thee 
Most fit for business. Go, make thee ready ; 
Our letters are prepar’d. [Lait Messenger. 
Char. A proper man. 
Cleo. Indeed, he is so: I repent me much 
That so I harried him. Why, methinks, by him, 
This creature’s no such thing. 
Char. Nothing, madam. 
Cleo. The man hath seen some majesty, and should know. 
Char. Hath he seen majesty ? Isis else defend, 
And serving you so long! 
Cleo. I have one thing more to ask him yet, good Char- 
mian : 
2 as you would wish it.] “You” is sfe in the folios, but amended 


to “you” in the Corr. fol. 1632. Steevens” quoted a chambermaid for 


she, and her authority has been preferred by some modern editors ! 
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But ’tis no matter ; thou shalt bring him to me 
Where I will write. All may be well enough. 
Char. | warrant you, madam. [ Exeunt. 


ScENE IV.—Athens. A Room in Antony’s louse. 


Enter ANTONY and OCTAVIA. 


Ant. Nay, nay, Octavia, not only that,— 
That were excusable, that, and thousands more 
Of semblable import,—but he hath wag’d 
New wars ’gainst Pompey ; made his will, and read it 
‘Lo public ear. 
Spoke scantly of me: when perforce he could not 
But pay me terms of honour, cold and sickly 
He vented them ; most narrow measure lent me. 
When the best hint was given him, he not took ’t, 
Or did it from his teeth. 

Octa. O my good lord ! 
Believe not all ; or, if you must believe, 
Stomach not all. A more unhappy lady, 
If this division chance, ne’er stood between, 
Praying for both parts : 
The good gods? will mock me presently, 
When I shall pray, O, bless my lord and husband ! 
Undo that prayer, by crying out as loud, 
O, bless my brother ! Husband win, win brother, 
Prays, and destroys the prayer ; no midway 


3 The good gods] Before these words modern editors insert “Sure”, 
as they say, “to mend the measure”; but, what right have they to 
interpolate their patchwork? Steevens guessed that avd was the 
word, and inserted it : we give the old invariable text. 
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’Twixt these extremes at all. 

Ant. : Gentle Octavia, 

Let your best love draw to that point, which seeks 
Best to preserve it. If I lose mine honour, 

I lose myself: better 1 were not yours, 

Than yours so branchless. But, as you requested, 
Yourself shall go between us: the meantime, lady, 
I’ll raise the preparation of a war 

Shall stay your brother. Make your soonest haste : 
So, your desires are yours. 

Octa. Thanks to my lord. 
The Jove of power make me, most weak, most weak, 
Your reconciler! Wars ’twixt you twain would be, 
As if the world should cleave, and that slain men 
Should solder up the rift. 

Ant. When it appears to you where this begins, 
Turn your displeasure that way; for our faults 
Can never be so equal, that your love 
Can equally move with them. Provide your going ; 
Choose your own company, and command what cost 
Your heart has mind to. [Lreunt. 


SCENE V.—The Same. Another Room in the Same. 


Enter ENOBARBUS and EROS, by different doors. 


Eno. How now, friend Eros? 

Eros. There’s strange news come, sir. 
Eno. What, man? 

Eros. Czesar and Lepidus have made wars upon Pompey. 
Eno. This is old: what is the success ? 
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Eros. Cesar, having made use of him in the wars ’gainst 
Pompey, presently denied him rivality, would not let him 
partake in the glory of the action ; and, not resting here, 
accuses him of letters he had formerly wrote to Pompey ; 
upon his own appeal, seizes him: so the poor third is up, 
till death enlarge his confine. 

Eno. Then, world, thou hast a pair of chaps, no more ; 
And throw between them all the food thou hast, 

They ’Ul grind each other. Where is Antony ?4 

Eros. He’s walking in the garden—thus ; and spurns 
The rush that lies before him ; cries, Fool, Lepidus ! 

And threats the throat of that his officer 
That murder’d Pompey. 

Eno. Our great navy’s rige’d. 

fros. For Italy, and Czsar. More, Domitius; 
My lord desires you presently : my news 
I might have told hereafter. 


Eno. ’Twill be naught ; 
But let it be—Bring me to Antony. 
Lvos. Come, sit: [ Lveunt. 


SCENE VI.—Rome. A Room in Czxsar’s House. 


Linter CAESAR, AGRIPPA, and MECANAS. 


Ces. Contemning Rome, he has done all this, and more 
In Alexandria : here’s the manner of if — 
I’ the market-place, on a tribunal silver’d, 
Cleopatra and himself in chairs of gold 


* Where is Antony ?] This speech is corrupt in all the folios; but 
only in particulars perhaps hardly worth recording, excepting that in 
the first line of it, “world” is wou/d ; Hanmer corrected it. 


SC. VI.] Antony and Cleopatra. 

Were publicly enthron’d : at the feet sat 
Cesarion, whom they call my father’s son, 

And all the unlawful issue, that their lust 

Since then hath made between them. Unto her 
He gave the ’stablishment of Egypt; made her 
Of Lower Syria, Cyprus, Lydia, 

Absolute queen. 

Mec. This in the public eye ? 

Ces. Y the common show-place, where they exercise. 
His sons he there proclaim’d® the kings of kings : 
Great Media, Parthia, and Armenia, 

He gave to Alexander ; to Ptolemy he assign’d 
Syria, Cilicia, and Phoenicia. Site 

In the habiliments of the goddess Isis 

That day appear’d ; and oft before gave audience, 


As ’tis reported, so. 


Mee. Let Rome be thus 
Inform’d. 
Agr. Who, queasy with his insolence 


Already, will their good thoughts call from him. 
Ces. The people know it; and have now receiv d 
His accusations. 
ENG Whom does he accuse ? 
Ces. Cesar; and that, having in Sicily 
Sextus Pompeius spoil’d, we had not rated him 
His part o’ the isle: then does he say, he lent me 
Some shipping unrestor’d : lastly, he frets, 
That Lepidus of the triumvirate 
Should be depos’d ; and, being that, we detain 


67 


5 His sons HE THERE proclaim’d] The old copies have hither for 


“he there”, and Azg for “kings”. 
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All his revenue. 
Agr. Sir, this should be answered. 
Ces. ’Tis done already, and the messenger gone. 
I have told him, Lepidus was grown too cruel ; 
That he his high authority abus’d, 
And did deserve his change: for what I have conquer’d, 
I grant him part ; but then, in his Armenia, 
And other of his conquer’d kingdoms, I 
Demand the like. 
Mee. He’ll never yield to that. 
C@s. Nor must not, then, be yielded to in this. 


Linter OCTAVIA, attended® 


Oct. Hail, Cesar, and my lord! hail, most dear Cesar ! 
Ces. That ever I should call thee cast-away ! 
Oct. You have not call’d me so, nor have you cause. 
C@s. Why have you stol’n upon us thus?. You come not 

Like Cesar’s sister: the wife of Antony 

Should have an army for an usher, and 

The neighs of horse to tell of her approach 

Long ere she did appear ; the trees by the way 

Should have borne men, and expectation fainted, 

Longing for what it had not; nay, the dust 

Should have ascended to the roof of heaven, 

Rais'd by your populous troops. But you are come 

A market-maid to Rome, and have prevented 

The ostentation of our love, which, left unshown, 

Is often left unlov’d : we should have met you 


° Enter OCTAVIA, attended.| “With her train” say the old editions; 
but it is quite clear that her attendants were few, which produced the 
remarks of Czesar on seeing her. 


Serv L| Antony and Cleopatra. 


By sea and land, supplying every stage 
With an augmented greeting. 
OEk Good my lord, 
To come thus was I not constrain’d, but did*it 
On my free-will. My lord, Mark Antony, 
Hearing that you prepar’d for war, acquainted 
My grieved ear withal ; whereon, I begg’d 
His pardon for return. 
C@s. Which soon he granted, 
Being an obstruct” ’tween his lust and him. 
Oct. Do not say so, my lord. 
Ces. I have eyes upon him, 
And his affairs come to me on the wind. 
Where is he now? 
Oct. My lord, in Athens. 
Ces. No, my most wronged sister ; Cleopatra 
Hath nodded him to her: he hath given his empire 
Up to a whore; who now are levying 
The kings o’ the earth for war. He hath assembled 
Bocchus, the king of Lybia ; Archelaus, 
Of Cappadocia ; Philadelphos, king 
Of Paphlagonia ; the Thracian king, Adallas : 
King Malchus of Arabia: king of Pont ; 
Herod of Jewry: Mithridates, king 
Of Comagene ; Polemon and Amintas, 
The kings of Mede, and Lycaonia, 
With a more larger list of sceptres. 
Oct, Ah me, most wretched, 
That have my heart parted betwixt two friends, 


7 Being an OBSTRUCT—] The folio 1623, and the three later folios, 


have aéstract—a mere misprint. 
1O 
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That do afflict each other ! 

C@s. Welcome hither. 
Your letters did withhold our breaking forth, 
Till we perceiv’d both how you were wronged, 
And we in negligent danger. Cheer your heart: 
Be you not troubled with the time, which drives 
O’er your content these strong necessities ; 
But let determin’d things to destiny 
Hold unbewail’d their way. Welcome to Rome; 
Nothing more dear to me. You are abus’d 
Beyond the mark of thought; and the high gods, 
To do you justice, make them ministers 
Of us and those that love you. Best of comfort ; 
And ever welcome to us. 

Agr. Welcome, lady. 

Mec. Welcome, dear madam. 
Each heart in Rome does love and pity you: 
Only the adulterous Antony, most large 
In his abominations, turns you off, 
And gives his potent regiment to a trull 
That noises it against us. 

Oct. Is: itys0, sire 

Ces. Most certain. Sister, welcome: pray you, 
Be ever known to patience. My dearest sister! [Axeumt. 


SCENE VII.—Antony’s-Camp, near the Promontory of 
Actium. 


Enter CLEOPATRA and ENOBARBUS. 


Cleo. I will be even with thee, doubt it not. 
fino. But why, why, why ? 


SC. VII] Antony and Cleopatra. 7: 


Cleo. Thou hast forspoke® my being in these wars, 
And say’st, it is not fit. 

Eno. Well, is it? is it? 

Cleo. If not denounc’d against us, why should not we 
Be there in person ? 

Eno. [Aside.| Well, I could reply :-— 

If we should serve with horse and mares together, 
The horse were merely lost ; the mares would bear 
A soldier, and his horse. 

Cleo. What is ’t you say? 

Eno. Your presence needs must puzzle Antony ; 
Take from his heart, take from his brain, from’s time, 
What should not then be spar’d. He is already 
Traduc’d for levity ; and ’tis said in Rome, 

That Photinus an eunuch, and your maids, 
Manage this war. 

Cleo. Sink Rome; and their tongues rot, 
That speak against us! A charge we bear i’ the war, 
And as the president of my kingdom will 
Appear there for a man. Speak not against it ; 

I will not stay behind. 

Eno. Nay, I have done. 

Here comes the Emperor. 


Enter ANTONY and CANIDIUS. 


Ant. Is’t not strange, Canidius, 
That from Tarentum and Brundusium 
He could so quickly cut the Ionian sea, 

’-Thou hast FORSPOKE—] 2. ¢., Thou hast spoken agaznst, or Sor- 
bidden : to forespeak was also to dewzich or enchant, although Shake- 
speare does not so employ it. 
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And take in Toryne ?® You have heard on ’t, sweet? 
Cleo. Celerity is never more admir’d 
| Than by the negligent. 
Ant. A good rebuke, 
| Which might have well become the best of men, 
To taunt at slackness.—Canidius, we 
| Will fight with him by sea. 


| | | | Cleo. By sea! What else ? 
ti Can. Why will my lord do so? 
ue For that he daresusien 


| Eno. So hath my lord dar’d him to single fight. 
| Can. Ay, and to wage this battle at Pharsalia, 
Where Cesar fought with Pompey ; but these offers, 
Which serve not for his vantage, he shakes off; 
And so should you. 
| Eno. Your ships are not well mann‘d ; 
| Your mariners are muliters, reapers, people 
Ingross’d by swift impress: in Cesar’s fleet 
Are those that often have ’gainst Pompey fought. 
Their ships are yare,’ yours heavy: no disgrace 
Shall fall you for refusing him at sea, 
Being prepar’d for land. 
| Ant. By sea, by sea. 
| Eno. Most worthy sir, you therein throw away 
The absolute soldiership you have by land ; 
Distract your army, which doth most consist 
Of war-mark’d footmen ; leave unexecuted 


6 And TAKE IN Toryne ?] ze., conquer or subdue it. See Cortolanus, 
aig act 1, Sc. 2, p. 15. We now use it in the sense of cheat or defraud. 
)} 7 Their ships are’ VARE,] z.¢., nimble and light—easy to be 

managed, as frequently before. 
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Your own renowned knowledge ; quite forego 
The way which promises assurance, and | 
Give up yourself merely to chance and hazard 
From firm security. 

Ant. I'll fight at sea. 

Cleo. I have sixty sails, Ceesar none better. 

Ant. Our overplus of shipping will we burn, | 
And with the rest, full-mann’d, from the head of Actium 
Beat th’ approaching Cesar: but if we fail, 


Enter a Messenger. \ 
F | 


We then can do’t at land.—Thy business ? 

Mess. The news is true, my lord ; he is descried : 
Cesar has taken Toryne. 

Ant. Can he be there in person ? ’tis impossible ; 
Strange, that his power should be.—Canidius, 
Our nineteen legions thou shalt hold by land, 
And our twelve thousand horse: we ’ll to our ship. 


Enter a Soldier. 
Away, my Thetis !—How now, worthy soldier ! 
Sold. O, noble emperor! do not fight by sea ; 
Trust not to rotten planks. Do you misdoubt 
This sword, and these my wounds? Let the Egyptians 
And the Phcenicians go a-ducking ; we 
Have used to conquer standing on the earth, 
And fighting foot to foot. | x 
Aunt. Well, well—Away ! Bi 
[Exeunt ANTONY, CLEOPATRA, and HE NOBARBUS. 4 
Sold. By Hercules, I think I am 1’ the right. 
Can. Soldier, thou art ; but his whole action grows 
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Not in the power on’t ® so our leader’s led, 


And we are women’s men. 
Sold. You keep by land 


The legions and the horse whole, do you not? 

Can. Marcus Octavius,? Marcus Justeius, 
Publicola, and Czlius, are for sea ; 
But we keep whole by land. This speed of Czsar’s 
Carries beyond belief. 

Sold. While he was yet in Rome, 
His power went out in such distractions as 
Beguil’d all spies. 


Can. Who’s his lieutenant, hear you ? 
Sold. They say, one Taurus. | 
Can. Well I know the man. 


Enter a Messenger. 


Mess. The emperor calls Canidius. 
Can. With news the time’s with labour; and throws 
orn 
Each minute some. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE VIII.—A Plain near Actium. 


Enter CSAR, TAURUS, Officers, and Others. 


Ces. Taurus! 
Taur. My lord. 


8 Not in the power on’t:] Malone interprets this disputed passage 
to mean, that Antony in his conduct does not rely upon that which is 
his chief power or strength. 

® Marcus Octavius,—] This speech, according to the prefix in the 
folio 1623, belongs to a person whose name began with Ve, but none 


such is on the stage. Possibly, the old actor’s name was Vennard. 
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C@s. Strike not by land; keep whole: 
Provoke not battle, till we have done at sea. 
Do not exceed the prescript of this scroll : 
Our fortune lies upon this jump." [ Eveunt. 


Enter ANTONY and ENOBARBUS. 


Ant. Set we our squadrons on yond’ side o’ the hill, 
In eye of Cesar’s battle; from which place 
We may the number of the ships behold, 
And so proceed accordingly. [ Exeunt. 


Enter CANIDIUS, marching with his land army one way over 
the stage ; and TAURUS, the lieutenant of Cesar, the other 
way. After their going in, is heard the noise of a Sea- 
fight? 

Alarum. Re-enter ENOBARBUS. 
Eno. Naught, naught, all naught! I can behold no 
longer. 

The Antoniad, the Egyptian admiral, 

With all their sixty, fly, and turn the rudder : 

To see ’t, mine eyes are blasted. 


Enter SCARUS. 


Scar. Gods and goddesses, 
All the whole synod of them! 
S100, What ’s thy passion? 


! —upon this JUMP.] z.e., upon this hazard. Shakespeare has 
already often used “jump”, in the sense of 7zsk or hazard. 

2 noise of a sea-fight.| The old simple stage-direction. The 
auditor’s imagination was appealed to, in this part of the drama, to 
supply the wants of the old theatre. 

3 The Antoniad,| Such, according to North’s Plutarch, was the 
name of Cleopatra’s own ship. 
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| 

a Scar. The greater cantle* of the world is lost 

| | | With very ignorance: we have kiss'd away 
Kingdoms and provinces. 

| Eno. How appears the fight ? 


| 

! 

| 

| Scar. On our side like the token’d pestilence, 

| Where death is sure. Yond’ ribald hag of Egypt,’ 
Whom leprosy o’ertake ! i’ the midst o’ the fight,— 

| When vantage like a pair of twins appear'd, 

Both as the same, or rather ours the elder,— 


The brize upon her® like a cow in June, 
| | | Hoists sails, and flies. 
A i] Eno. That I beheld ; 
Mine eyes did sicken at the sight, and could not 
Endure a farther view. 
SCs. She once being loof’d, 
The noble ruin of her magic, Antony, 
Claps on his sea-wing, and, like a doting mallard, 
Leaving the fight in height, flies after her. 
I never saw an action of such shame: 
Experience, manhood, honour, ne’er before 
Did violate so itself. 
Fino. Alack, alack ! 


Enter CANIDIUS. 


Can. Our fortune on the sea is out of breath, 


4 The greater CANTIE—] 7¢., the larger portion or piece. Sree 
Henry IV, Pt. 1, act iii, sc. 1, p. 63. 

5 Yond’ RIBALD HAG of Egypt,] Such is the text in the Corr. fol. 
1632, for “Yond? ribaudred nag” of the folios ; and there can be little 
doubt that it was the offensive term applied to Cleopatra by the dis- 
gusted and angry Scarus ; it exactly suits the measure. 

‘ The BRIZE upon her—] The “brize” is the gad-/ly, but some 
modern editors seem to suppose that a dvecze was intended. 
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And sinks most lamentably. Had our general 
Been what he knew himself, it had gone well : 
O! he has given example for our flight, 
Most grossly, by his own. 
Eno. Ay, are you thereabouts? Why then, good night 
Indeed. 
Can. Towards Peloponnesus are they fled. 
Scar. ’Tis easy to’t; and there I will attend 
What farther comes. 
Can. To Cesar will I render 
My legions and my horse: six kings already 
Show me the way of yielding. 


Eno. I'll yet follow 
The wounded chance of Antony, though my reason 
Sits in the wind against me. [ Exeunt, 


ScENE IX.—Alexandria. A Room in the Palace. 


Enter ANTONY and Attendants. 


Ant. Hark! the land bids me tread no more upon't ; 
It is asham’d to bear me.—Friends, come hither : 
I am so lated in the world, that I 
Have lost my way for ever.—I have a ship 
Laden with gold ; take that, divide it ; fly, 
And make your peace with Cesar. 
A tt Fly! not we. 
Ant. I have fled myself, and have instructed cowards 
To run and show their shoulders. Friends, be gone ; 
I have myself resolv’d upon a course 
Which has no need of you; be gone: 
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My treasure’s in the harbour, take it—O! 
I follow’d that I blush to look upon: 
My very hairs do mutiny ; for the white 
Reprove the brown for rashness, and they them 
For fear and doting.—Friends, be gone: you shall 
Have letters from me to some friends, that will 
Sweep your way for you. Pray you, look not sad, 
Nor make replies of lothness: take the hint 
Which my despair proclaims ; let that be left? 
Which leaves itself: to the sea side straightway : 
I will possess you of that ship and treasure. 
Leave me, I pray, a little ; *pray you now :— 
Nay, do so; for, indeed, I have lost command, 
Therefore, I pray you. I'll see you by and by. 
[Sztting down. 
Enter CLEOPATRA, led by CHARMIAN and IRAS, and 
followed by EROS. 


Eros. Nay, gentle madam, to him ; comfort him. 
Tras. Do, most dear queen. 

Char. Do! Why, what else? 

Cleo. Let me sit down. O Juno! 

Ant. No, no, fo, no, no. 

Eros. See you here, sir? 

Ant. One, fie, fe! 

Char. Madam,— 

Tras. Madam: O good empress !— 

Eros. Sir, sir,— 

Ant. Yes, my lord, yes.—He, at Philippi, kept 


7 let THAT be left] The folios, “let hem be left”; which might be 
right, if we read, “ Which leave ¢hemse/ves”, in. the next line. 
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His sword e’en like a dancer, while I struck 

The lean and wrinkled Cassius ; and ’t was I 

That the mad Brutus ended : he alone 

Dealt on lieutenantry,’ and no practice had. 

In the brave squares of war; yet now—no matter. 

Cleo. Ah! stand by. | 

Eros. The queen, my lord, the queen. 

Tras. Go to him, madam ; speak to him : 

He is unqualitied with very shame. 

Cleo. Well then,—sustain me :—O! 

Eros. Most noble sir, arise ; the queen approaches : 
Her head’s declin’d, and death will seize her; but 
Your comfort makes the rescue. 

Ant. 1 have offended reputation ; 

A most unnoble swerving.  < 
Eros. Sir, the queen. | 
Ant. O.! whither hast thou led me, Egypt? See, 

How I convey my shame out of thine eyes 

By looking back on what I have left behind 

’Stroy’d in dishonour. | 
Cleo. O my lord, my lord! 

Forgive my fearful sails: I little thought 

You would have follow’d. } 
Ant. Egypt, thou knew’st too well | 

My heart was to thy rudder tied by the strings, 

And thou shouldst tow me after: o’er my spirit | 

Thy full supremacy thou knew’st, and that Pa 

Thy beck might from the bidding of the gods ox 

Command me. 

Cleo. O, my pardon ! 
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8 Dealt on lieutenantry,] The context shows that “dealt on lieu- 
tenantry” here means, fought by proxy. 
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Ant. Now I must 
To the young man send humble treaties, dodge 
And palter in the shifts of lowness, who 
With half the bulk o’ the world play’d as I pleas‘d, 
Making and marring fortunes. You did know 
How much you were my conqueror; and that 
My sword, made weak by my affection, would 
Obey it on all cause. 
Cleo. Pardon, pardon ! 
Ant. Fall-not a tear, I say: one of them rates 
All that is won and lost. Give me a kiss ; 
Even this repays me.—We sent our schoolmaster ; 
Is he come back ?—Love, I am full of lead — 
Some wine, within there, and our viands !— Fortune knows, 
We scorn her most when most she offers blows. [Z-eunt. 


SCENE X.—Cesar’s Camp in Egypt. 
Enter CASAR, DOLABELLA, THYREUS, avd Others. 


Ces. Let him appear that’s come from Antony.— 
Know you him? 
Dol. Cesar, ’tis his schoolmaster : 
An argument that he is pluck’d, when hither 
He sends so poor a pinion of his wing, 
Which had superfluous kings for messengers 
Not many moons gone by. 


Enter EUPHRONIUS.? 
C@s. Approach, and speak. 
° Enter EUPHRONIUS.] Only called “Ambassador” in the old 


copies. Euphronius, according to Plutarch, had been the instructor 
of the children of Antony by Cleopatra. 
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Eup. Such as I am, I come from Antony : { 

I was of late as petty to his ends, : 
As is the morn-dew on the myrtle-leaf 
To his grand sea. 

C@s. Be it so. Declare thine office. 

Eup. Lord of his fortunes, he salutes thee, and | 

Requires to live in Egypt ; which not granted, | 
He lessens his requests, and to thee sues 
To let him breathe between the heavens and earth, 
A private man in Athens: this for him. 
Next, Cleopatra does confess thy greatness, 
Submits her to thy might, and of thee craves 
The circle of the Ptolemies for her heirs, 
Now hazarded to thy grace. 

Ces. For Antony, 

I have no ears to his request : the queen 

Of audience, nor desire, shall fail ; so she 
From Egypt drive her all-disgraced friend, 
Or take his life there: this if she perform, 
She shall not sue unheard. So to them both. 

Eup. Fortune pursue thee ! 

C@s. Bring him through the bands. | 

[Exit EUPHRONIUS. ty 

To try thy eloquence, now ’tis time ; dispatch : 

From Antony win Cleopatra; promise, [Zo-THYREUS. 

And in our name, what she requires ; add more, 

From thine invention, offers. Women are not 

In their best fortunes strong, but want will perjure 

The ne’er touched vestal. Try thy cunning, Thyreus ; 

Make thine own edict for thy pains, which we 

Will answer as a law. 
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Thyr. Cesar logo. 
Ces. Observe how Antony becomes his flaw, 
And what thou think’st his very action speaks 
In every power that moves. 
Thyr. Cesar, I shall. [Axeunt severally. 


SCENE XI.—Alexandria. A Room in the Patace of 
Cleopatra. 
Enter CLEOPATRA, ENOBARBUS, CHARMIAN, and IRAS. 


Cleo, What shall we do, Enobarbus ? 

Eno. Think, and die. 

Cleo. Is Antony, or we, in fault for this ? 

Eno. Antony only, that would make his will 

Lord of his reason. What though you fled? 
From that great face of war, whose several ranges 
Frighted each other, why should he follow ? 
The itch of his affection should not then 
Have nick’d his captainship ;? at such a point, 
When half to half the world oppos’d, he being 
The mered question.2 ’Twas a shame no less 
Than was his loss, to course your flying flags, 
And leave his navy gazing. 

Cleo. Prithee, peace. 


1 What though you fled] Here some modern editors, who have 
taken the greatest liberties with the text, in order to chop it up into 
ten-syllable verse, are so squeamish that they refuse to print a//hough 
instead of “though”: in this instance they are right. 

2 Have NICK’D his captainship;] ze, says Steevens, “set the 
mark of folly on it”, referring to the practice of nicking fools. 

’ The MERED question.] So in all the old copies, excepting that 
they print “mered” meered » “mered question” is sole question. 
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Enter ANTONY, with EUPHRONIUS. 


Ant. Is that his answer? 

Eup. Ay, my lord. 

Ant. The queen shall then have courtesy, so she 
Will yield us up. 


Lup. He says So. 
Ant. Let her know it.— 
To the boy Cesar send this grizzled head, [Pos CiEeROP. 


And he will fill thy wishes to the brim 
With principalities. 

Cleo. That head, my lord? 

Ant. To him again. Tell him, he wears the rose 
Of youth upon him, from which the world should note 
Something particular: his coin, ships, legions, 

May be a coward’s ; whose ministers would prevail 
Under the service of a child, as soon 
Asi’ the command of Cesar: I dare him, therefore, 
To lay his gay comparisons apart, vit 
And answer me declin’d ; sword against sword, | 
Ourselves alone. Ill write it: follow me. 

[Exeunt ANTONY and EUPHRONIUS. 

Eno. Yes, like enough! high-battled Cesar will 
Unstate his happiness, and be staged to the show >| 
Against a sworder !—I see, men’s judgments are s 
A parcel of their fortunes ; and things outward | 
Do draw the inward quality after them, 

To suffer all alike. That he should dream, 

Knowing all measures, the full Cesar will 

Answer his emptiness !—Ceesar, thou hast subdu’d 
His judgment too. 
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Enter an Attendant. 


ATE. A messenger from Cesar. 
Cleo. What! no more ceremony ?—See, my women !— 
Against the blown rose may they stop their nose, 
That kneel’d unto the buds—Admit him, sir. [Ax7¢ Att. 
Eno. Mine honesty and I begin to square.’ [A szde. 
The loyalty well held to fools does make 
Our faith mere folly: yet he, that can endure 
To follow with allegiance a fallen lord, 
Does conquer him that did his master conquer, 
And earns a place i’ the story. 


Enter THYREUS. 


Cleo. Cesar’s will ? 
Thyr. Hear it apart. 
Cleo. None but friends: say boldly. 


Thyr. So, haply, are they friends to Antony. 

Eno. He needs as many, sir, as Cesar has, 

Or needs not us. If Cesar please, our master 
Will leap to be his friend: for us, you know, 
Whose he is, we are; and that’s Cesar’s. 

Thyr. So.— 
Thus, then, thou most renown’d : Cesar entreats, 
Not to consider in what case thou stand’st, 
Farther than he is Cesar. 

Cleo. Go on: right royal. 

Thyr. He knows that you embrace not Antony 
As you did love, but as you fear’d him. 

Cleo, O! 


3 —begin to SQUARE.] 7.¢., begin to dispute, to guarrel. 


Sem x | Antony and Cleopatra. 


Thyr. The scars upon your honour, therefore, he 
Does pity, as constrained blemishes, 
Not as deserved. 

Cleo. He is a god, and knows 
What is most right. Mine honour was not yielded, 
But conquer’d merely. 

Eno. [Aside.| To be sure of that, 
I will ask Antony.—Sir, sir, thou rt so leaky, 
That we must leave thee to thy sinking, for 


Thy dearest quit thee. [Zait ENOBARBUS. 


Thyr. Shall I say to Czesar 
What you require of him? for he partly begs 
To be desir’d to give. It much would please him, 
That of his fortunes you should make a staff 
To lean upon ; but it would warm his spirits, 
To hear from me you had left Antony, 
And put yourself under his shroud, who is 
The universal landlord. 


Cleo. What’s your name? 
Thyr. My name is Thyreus. 
Cleo. Most kind messenger, 


Say to great Cesar this: In deputation 
I kiss his conquering hand: tell him, I am prompt 
To lay my crown at’s feet, and there to kneel: 
Tell him, from his all-obeying breath I hear 
The doom of Egypt. 

Thyr. ’Tis your noblest course. 
Wisdom and fortune combating together, 
If that the former dare but what it can, 
No chance may shake it. Give me grace to lay 
My duty on your hand. 
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86 Antony and Cleopatra. [ACTS IEE 


Cleo. Your Cesar’s father oft, 
When he hath mused of taking kingdoms in, 


Bestow’d his lips on that unworthy place, 
As it rain’d kisses. [THYREUS asses tt. 


Re-enter ANTONY and ENOBARBUS. 


Ant. Favours, by Jove that thunders !— 
What art thou, fellow ? 
Thyr. One, that but performs 


The bidding of the fullest man, and worthiest 
To have command obey’d. 
Lino. You will be whipp’d. 
Ant. Approach, there !—Ay, you kite !—Now gods and 
devils! 
Authority melts from me: of late, when I cried Ho / 
Like boys unto a muss, kings would start forth, 


- And cry Your will ?—Have you no ears? Iam 


Enter Attendants. 


Antony yet.—Take hence this Jack, and whip him. 

Eno. ’Tis better playing with a lion’s whelp, [Aszde. 
Than with an old one dying. 

Ant. Moon and stars! — 
Whip him.—Were 't twenty of the greatest tributaries 
That do acknowledge Cesar, should I find them 
So saucy with the hand of—she here, what ’s her name, 
Since she was Cleopatra ?—Whip him, fellows, 
Till, like a boy, you see him cringe his face, 
And whine aloud for mercy. Take him hence. 

Thyr. Mark Antony,— 

Ant. Tug him away: being whipp’d, 
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Bring him again.—This Jack of Czsar’s shall 
Bear us an errand to him.— 
[Axeunt Attendants, forcing out THYREUS. 
You were half blasted ere I knew you: ha! 
Have I my pillow left unpress’d in Rome, 
Forborne the getting of a lawful race, 
And by a gem of women, to be abus’d 
By one that looks on feeders? 
Cleo. Good my lord,— 
Ant. You have been a bogeler ever :— 
But when we in our viciousness grow hard 
(O misery on’t !) the wise gods seel our eyes ;* 
In our own filth drop our clear judgments ; make us 
Adore our errors ; laugh at us, while we strut 
To our confusion. 
Cleo. O! is it come to this? 
- Ant. I found you as a morsel cold upon 
Dead Cesar’s trencher ; nay, you were a fragment 
Of Cneius Pompey’s ; besides what hotter hours, 
Unregister’d in vulgar fame, you have 
Luxuriously pick’d out ; for, I am sure, 
Though you can guess what temperance should be, 
You know not what it is. 
Cleo. Wherefore is this ? 
Ant. To let a fellow that will take rewards, 
And say God guit you, be familiar with 
My playfellow, your hand! this kingly seal, 
And plighter of high hearts !—O! that I were 
Upon the hill of Basan! to outroar 
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4 the wise gods SEEL our eyes;] To “seel”, or “seal” the eyes 
of a hawk was a well known term in falconry. 
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88 Antony and Cleopatra. [ACT IIE 


The horned herd, for I have savage cause , 

And to proclaim it civilly were like 

A halter’d neck, which does the hangman thank 
For being yare about him.— 


Re-enter Attendants, wth THYREUS. 


Is he whipp’d ? 
First Att. Soundly, my lord. 
Ant. Cried he ? and begg’d he pardon ? 
First Att. He did ask favour. 
Ant. If that thy father live, let him repent 
Thou wast not made his daughter ; and be thou sorry 
To follow Czesar in his triumph, since 
Thou hast been whipp’d for following him : henceforth, 
The white hand of a lady fever thee; 
Shake thou to look on ’t.—Get thee back to Cesar, 
Tell him thy entertainment : look thou say, 
He makes me angry with him ; for he seems 
Proud and disdainful, harping on what I am, 
Not what he knew I was. He makes me angry, 
And at this time most easy ’tis to do ’t, 
When my good stars, that were my former guides, 
Have empty left their orbs, and shot their fires 
Into the abysm of hell. If he mislike 
My speech, and what is done, tell him he has 
Hipparchus, my enfranchis’d bondman, whom 
He may at pleasure whip, or hang, or torture 
As he shall like, to quit me. Urge it thou: 
Hence, with thy stripes ; begone! [Lait THYREUS. 
Cleo. Have you done yet? 
Ant. Alack! our terrene moon 


sc. XI Antony and Cleopatra. 89 


Is now eclips’d, and it portends alone 
The fall of Antony. 

Cleo. I must stay his time. 

Ant. To flatter Caesar would you mingle eyes 
With one that ties his points ? 


Cleo. Not know me yet ? 
Ant. Cold-hearted toward me? 
Cleo. Ah, dear, if I be so, | 


From my cold heart let heaven engender hail, 
And poison it in the source, and the first stone 
Drop in my neck: as it determines, so 
Dissolve my life! The next Czsarion smite, 
Till by degrees the memory of my womb, 
Together with my brave Egyptians all, 
By the discandying' of this pelleted storm, | N 
Lie graveless, till the flies and gnats of Nile EN 
Have buried them for prey ! 

Ant. I am satisfied. 
Cesar sits down in Alexandria, where 
I will oppose his fate. Our force by land 
Hath nobly held; our sever'd navy, too, 
Have knit again, and fleet,® threatening most sealike. 
Where hast thou been, my heart ?—Dost thou hear, lady ? 
If from the field I shall return once more 
To kiss these lips, I will appear in blood ; 
I and my sword will earn our chronicle : 
There’s hope in ’t yet. 

5 By the DISCANDYING—] All the folios corruptly read, dzscander- 
ing: “discandying” was Thirlby’s obvious change. 

6 —and FLEET,] 7.¢., and float, which Johnson needlessly sub- 
stituted ; a feed is so called because it floats. 


90 Antony and Cleopatra. [ACT Ifl. 


Cleo. That’s my brave lord! 

Ant. I will be treble-sinew’d, hearted, breath’d, 
And fight maliciously: for when mine hours 
Were nice and lucky, men did ransom lives 
Of me for jests ; but now I'll set my teeth 
And send to darkness all that stop me.—Come, 
Let’s have one other gaudy night.—Call to me 
All my sad captains: fill our bowls ; once more 
Let ’s mock the midnight bell. 

Cleo. It is my birth-day : 
I had thought to have held it poor ; but since my lord 
Is Antony again, I will be Cleopatra. 

Ant. We will yet do well. 

Cleo. Call all his noble captains to my lord. 

Ant. Do so, we'll speak to them ; and to night I 'Il force 
The wine peep through their scars—-Come on, my queen ; 
There’s sap in’t yet. The next time I do fight, 

I ll make death love me, for I will contend 
Even with his pestilent scythe. 
[Exeunt ANTONY, CLEOPATRA, and Attendants. 

Eno. Now he'll outstare the lightning. To be furious 
Is to be frighted out of fear ; and in that mood 
The dove will peck the estridge: and I see still, 

A diminution in our captain’s brain 
Restores his heart. When valour preys on reason, 
It eats the sword it fights with. I will seek 


Some way to leave him. [Axit, 
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SCENE I.—Cesar’s Camp at Alexandria. 


Enter CASAR, reading a letter; AGRIPPA, MECENAS, and 
Others. | 


Ces. He calls me boy ; and chides, as he had power 
To beat me out of Egypt : my messenger 
He hath whipp’d with rods ; dares me to personal combat, 
Cesar to Antony : let the old ruffian know 
I have many other ways to die ;? mean time, 
Laugh at his challenge. 
Mee. Cesar must think, 
When one so great begins to rage, he’s hunted , 
Even to falling. Give him no breath; but now 
Make boot of his distraction. Never anger Waitt 
Made good guard for itself. Ha 
C@s. Let our best heads 
Know, that to-morrow the last of many battles 
We mean to fight. Within our files there are, 
Of those that servd Mark Antony but late, 
Enough to fetch him in. See it done; 
And feast the army : we have store to do’t, 
And they have earn’d the waste. Poor Antony! [Zxeunt. 


ht Dt DE 


7 | HAVE many other ways to die,] Sir T. Hanmer read, con- 
sistently with Plutarch, “ He hath many other ways to die.” Farmer 
observes correctly, that the ambiguity of the old English translation of 
Plutarch, by Sir T. North, led Shakespeare to say “I have”, etc. 
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ScENE II.—Alexandria. A Room in the Palace. 


Enter ANTONY, CLEOPATRA, ENOBARBUS, CHARMIAN, 
IRAS, ALEXAS, azd Others. 


Ant. He will not fight with me, Domitius. 
Eno. No. 
Ant, Why should he not ? 
Eno. He thinks, being twenty times of better fortune, 
He is twenty men to one. 
An To-morrow, soldier, 
By sea and land I'll fight: or I will live, 
Or bathe my dying honour in the blood 
Shall make it live again. Woo’t thou fight well? 
Eno. I'll strike; and cry Take all. 
Ant. Well said ; come on.— 
Call forth my household servants : let’s to-night 


Enter Servants. 
Be bounteous at our meal.—Give me thy hand, 
Thou hast been rightly honest ;—so hast thou ;— 
Thou,—and thou,8—and thou :—you have serv'd me well, 


And kings have been your fellows. 
Cleo. [Zo ENo.] What means this? 


Eno. ’Tis one of those odd tricks, which sorrow shoots 


Out of the mind. 
Ant. And thou art honest too. 


I wish I could be made so many men, 


8 Thou,—and thou,] Here we have another specimen of poetical 
patchwork ; for modern editors thrust another “and” into the line, as 
‘positively required”, when it has the full ten syllables without it. 


Sc: 11.] Antony and Cleopatra. 


And all of you clapp’d up together in ) 

An Antony, that I might do you service, 

So good as you have done. Tal. 
Serv. The gods forbid! 
Ant. Well, my good fellows, wait on me to-nizht 5. 

Scant not my cups, and make as much of me, ) 

As when mine empire was your fellow too, i 

And suffer’d my command. | 


Cleo. What does he mean ? 
Eno. To make his followers weep. [A szde. 
Ant. Tend me to-night ; 


May be, it is the period of your duty : 
Haply, you shall not see me more; or if, 
A-mangled shadow: perchance, to-morrow 
You ’ll serve another master. I look on you, 
As one that takes his leave. Mine honest friends, 
I turn you not away ; but, like a master | 
Married to your good service, stay till death : 
Tend me to-night two hours, I ask no more, i 
And the gods yield you for ’t! 

Eno. What mean you, sir, 
To give them this discomfort ? Look, they weep ; 
And I, an ass, am onion-ey’d: for shame, 
Transform us not to women. 

Ant. Ho, ho, ho! 
Now, the witch take me, if I meant it thus. 
Grace grow where those drops fall! My hearty friends, 
You take me in too dolorous a sense, 
For I spake to you for your comfort ; did desire you 
To burn this night with torches. Know, my hearts, 
I hope well of to-morrow ; and will lead you, | 
13 
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Where rather Ill expect victorious life, 

Than death and honour. Let’s to supper ; come, 

And drown consideration. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE II].—The Same. Before the Palace of Cleopatra. 


Linter two Soldiers, to their guard. 


First Sold, Brother, good night : to-morrow is the day. 
Second Sold. It will determine one way: fare you well. 
Heard you of nothing strange about the streets ? 
First Sold. Nothing. What news? 
Second Sold. Belike, ’tis but a rumour.—Good night to 
you. 
First Sold. Well, sir, good night. 


Enter two other Soldiers. 


Second Sold. Soldiers, have careful watch. 
Third Sold. And you. Good night, good night. 
[The two first place themselves at their posts.® 
Fourth Sold. Were we [They take their posts|: and if 
to-morrow 
Our navy thrive, I have an absolute hope 
Our landmen will stand up. 
Third Sold. Tis a brave army, 
And full of purpose. [Music of hautboys unseen. 
Fourth Sold. Peace! what noise ? 
First Sold. List, list ! 
Second Sold. Hark! 
° —at their posts.) “In every corner of the stage”, in the folios, 


showing the exact and simple arrangement of the scene, when the 
tragedy was originally acted. 
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First Sold. Music 7 the air. 

Third Sold. Under the earth. 

Fourth Sold. It signs well, does it not ? 

Third Sold. No. 

First Sold. Peace! I say. What should this mean ? 

Second Sold. ’Tis the god Hercules, whom Antony lov’d, 
Now leaves him. 

First Sold. Walk; \et’s see if other watchmen 

Do hear what we do. [They advance to another post. 
Second Sold. How now, masters ! 

Omnes. How now! 

How now! do you hear this ? [Speaking together. 
First Sold. Ay ; is’t not strange ? 
Third Sold. Do you hear, masters ? do you hear? 

First Sold. Follow the noise so far as we have quarter ; 

Let’s see how it will give off. [ Music. 
Omnes. Content: ’tis strange. [A-veunt. 


SCENE 1V.—The Same. A Room in the Palace. 


Enter ANTONY and CLEOPATRA ; CHARMIAN, IRAS, and 
others, attending. 
Ant. Eros! mine armour, Eros! 
Cleo. Sleep arlittie: 
Ant. No, my chuck.—Eros, come ; mine armour, Eros! 


Enter EROS, with armour, 


Come, good fellow, put mine iron on :— 
If fortune be not ours to-day, it is 
Because we brave her.—Come. 
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ee | Cleo. Nay, Ill help too. 
| ] What’s this for ? 
Ta Ant. Ah, let be, let be! thou art 


The armourer of my heart :—false, false ; this, this. 
Cleo. Sooth, la! I’ help. Thus it must be. 
Ant. Well; well ; 
We shall thrive now.—Seest thou, my good fellow ? 
Go, put on thy defences. 


a ieeelaniegpaiineamsoonandioenaaes omen aro a 


Eros. Briefly, sir. 
Cleo. Is not this buckled well ? 
Ant. Rarely, rarely : 


) 

| 
| | | He that unbuckles this, till we do please 
a To doff’t for our repose, shall bear a storm.— 
Thou fumblest, Eros ; and my queen’s a squire 
More tight at this than thou: dispatch.—O, love ! 
That thou couldst see my wars to-day, and knew’st 
The royal occupation ! thou shouldst see 


Enter an armed Soldier. 


) A workman in’t—Good morrow to thee ; welcome : 
Thou look’st like him that knows a warlike charge. 

To business that we love, we rise betime, 

| And go to’t with delight. 

Sold. A thousand, sir, 
Early though’t be, have on their riveted trim, 

And at the port expect you. [ Shout. 


Enter Captains axd Soldiers. 


Capt. The morn is fair—Good morrow, general. 
Bian All, Good morrow, general, [Trumpets flourish. 
i } Ant. ’Tis well blown, lads. 


sc. V.] Antony and Cleopatra. 


This morning, like the spirit of a youth 
That means to be of note, begins betimes.— 
So so; come, give me that: this way ; well said. 
Fare thee well, dame: whate’er becomes of me, 
This is a soldier’s kiss. Rebukable, [Kissing her. 
And worthy shameful check it were, to stand 
On more mechanic compliment : I'll leave thee 
Now, like a man of steel.—You, that will fight, 
Follow me close; I’ll bring you to ’t.—Adieu. 
[Exeunt ANTONY, EROS, Officers, avd Soldiers. 

Char. Please you, retire to your chamber. 

Cleo. Lead me. 
He goes forth gallantly. That he and Cesar might 
Determine this great war in single fight ! 

Then, Antony,—but now :—well, on. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE V.—Antony’s Camp near Alexandria. 


Trumpets sound. Enter ANTONY and EROS; a Soldier 
meeting them. 


Sold. The gods make this a happy day to Antony !8 
Ant. Would thou, and those thy scars, had once pre- 
vail’d 
To make me fight at land! 
Sold. Hadst thou done so, 
The kings that have revolted, and the soldier 
That has this morning left thee, would have still 


8 The gods make this a happy day to Antony !] This and some 
subsequent speeches are in the folios assigned to Eros ; but there 
is no doubt that they belong to the same soldier who, before the 
battle of Actium, had advised Antony not to fight by sea. 


98 Antony and Cleopatra. [ACT IV. 


Follow’d thy heels. 
Ant. Who’s gone this morning ? 
Sold. Who? 
One ever near thee: call for Enobarbus, 
He shall not hear thee; or from Cesar’s camp 
Say, [am none of thine. 
Ant. What sayst thou ? 
Sold. Sir, 
He is with Cesar. 
Eros. Sir, his chests and treasure 
He has not with him. 
Ant. Is he gone? 
Sold. Most certain. 
Ant. Go, Eros, send his treasure after ; do it: 
Detain no jot, I charge thee. Write to him 
(I will subscribe) gentle adieus, and greetings : 
Say, that I wish he never find more cause 
To change a master.—O ! my fortunes have 
Corrupted honest men :—dispatch.—Enobarbus ! [Zveunt. 


SCENE VI.—Cesar’s Camp before Alexandria. 


Flourish. Enter CARSAR, with AGRIPPA, ENOBARBUS, 
and others. 


Ces. Go forth, Agrippa, and begin the fight. 

Our will is, Antony be took alive ; 

Make it so known. 
Agr. Cesar, I shall. [ Hazt AGRIPPA. 
Ces. The time-of universal peace is near : 

Prove this a prosperous day, the three-nook’d world 

Shall bear the olive freely. 


SC. VI.] Antony and Cleopatra. 


Enter a Messenger. 


Mess. Antony 
Is come into the field. 
C@s. Go charge Agrippa 


Plant those that have revolted in the van, 
That Antony may seem to spend his fury 


Upon himself. [Exeunt CAESAR and his Train. 


Eno. Alexas did revolt, and went to Jewry on 
Affairs of Antony ; there did persuade 
Great Herod to incline himself to Cesar, 
And leave his master Antony: for this pains 
Cesar hath hang’d him. Canidius, and the rest 
That fell away, have entertainment, but 
No honourable trust. I have done ill, 
Of which I do accuse myself so sorely, 
That I will joy no more. 


Enter a Soldier of Czsar’s. 


Sold. Enobarbus, Antony 
Hath after thee sent all thy treasure, with 
His bounty overplus: the messenger 
Came on my guard, and at thy tent is now 
Unloading of his mules. 
Eno. I give it you. 
Sold. Mock not, Enobarbus. 
I tell you true: best you saf’d the bringer 
Out of the host ; I must attend mine office, 
Or would have done’t myself. Your emperor 


Continues still a Jove. [Exit Soldier. 


Eno. T am alone the villain of the earth, 
And feel Iam so most. O Antony! 
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Thou mine of bounty, how wouldst thou have paid 

My better service, when my turpitude 

Thou dost so crown with gold! This blows my heart: 

If swift thought break it not, a swifter mean 

Shall outstrike thought ; but thought will dot, I feel. 

I fight against thee >—No: I will go seck 

Some ditch, wherein to die ; the foul’st best fits 

My latter part of life. [ Exit. 


SCENE VIIL—A Field of Battle between the Camps. 


Alarum. Drums and trumpets. Enter AGRIPPA, and 
others. 


Agr. Retire ; we have engag’d ourselves too far : 
Cesar himself has work ; and our oppression 
Exceeds what we expected. [ Eveunt. 


Alarum. Enter ANTONY, and SCARUS wounded. 


Scar. O my brave emperor, this is fought indeed ! 
Had we done so at first, we had driven them home 
With clouts about their heads. 

Ant. Thou bleed’st apace. 

Scar. I had a wound here that was like a T, 

But now ’tis made an H. 

Ant. They do retire. 

Scar. We'll beat ’em into bench-holes. I have yet 
Room for six scotches more. 


Enter EROS. 


Eros. They are beaten, sir ; and our advantage serves 
For a fair victory. 


SCS VIII.| Antony and Cleopatra. IOI 


Scar. Let us score their backs, 
And snatch ’em up, as we take hares, behind : 
Tis sport to maul a runner. 
ee I will'reward thee, 
Once for thy sprightly comfort, and ten-fold 
For thy good valour. Come thee on. 
Scar. I'll halt after. [Exeunt. 


SCENE VIII.—Under the walls of Alexandria. 


Alarum. Enter ANTONY, marching; SCARUS, and Forces. 


Ant. We have beat him to his camp. Run one before, 
And let the queen know of our gests.—To-morrow, 
Before the sun shall see us, we’ll spill the blood 
That has to-day escap’d. I thank you all, 

For doughty-handed are you ; and have fought 
Not as you serv’d the cause, but as it had been 
Each man’s like mine ; you have shown all Hectors. 
Enter the city, clip your wives,? your friends, 
Tell them your feats; whilst they with joyful tears 
Wash the congealment from your wounds, and kiss 
The honour’d gashes whole-—Give me thy hand: 
[ Taking SCARUS’ hand. 


Enter CLEOPATRA, azd Attendants. 


To this great fairy I’ll commend thy acts, 

Make her thanks bless thee.—O thou day o’ the world ! 
Chain mine arm’d neck ; leap thou, attire and_all, 
Through proof of harness to my heart, and there 


® _CLIP your wives,] ¢.¢., embrace your wives, as often before. 
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Ride on the pants triumphing. 
Cleo. ; Lord of lords ! 


O infinite virtue ! com’st thou smiling from 
The world’s great snare uncaught ? 
Aunt. My nightingale, 
We have beat them to their beds. What, girl! though 
grey . 
Do something mingle with our younger brown, yet have we 
A brain that nourishes our nerves, and can 
Get goal for goal of youth. Behold this man ,; 
Commend unto his lips thy favouring hand :-— 
Kiss it, my warrior :—he hath fought to-day, 
[SCARUS kisses her hand. 
As if a god, in hate of mankind, had 
Destroy’d in such a shape. 
Cleo. I'll give thee, friend, 
An armour all of gold; it was a king’s. 
Ant. He has deserv’d it, were it carbuncled 
Like holy Phcebus’ car—Give me thy hand: 
Through Alexandria make a jolly march ; 
Bear our hack’d targets like the men that owe them. 
Had our great palace the capacity 
To camp this host, we all would sup together, 
And drink carouses to the next day’s fate, 
Which promises royal peril—Trumpeters, 
With brazen din blast you the city’s ear ; 
Make mingle with our rattling tabourines ; 
That heaven and earth may strike their sounds together, 
Applauding our approach. [Zrumpets and drums. Exeunt. 


Antony and Cleopatra. 


SCENE IX.—Cesar’s Camp at night. 


Sentinels at their posts. 


First Sold. If we be not reliev’d within this hour, 
We must return to the court of guard. The night 
Is shiny, and they say we shall embattle 
By the second hour i’ the morn. 

Second Sold. This last day was 
A shrewd one to us. 

Enter ENOBARBUS. 


Eno. O! bear me witness, night !— 
Third Sold. What man is this? 
Second Sold. Stand close, and list him. 


Eno. Be witness to me, O thou blessed moon! 
When men revolted shall upon record 
Bear hateful memory, poor Enobarbus did 
Before thy face repent.— 

First Sold. Enobarbus ! 

Third Sold. Peace ! 
Hark farther. 

Eno. O sovereign mistress of true melancholy ! 
The poisonous damp of night disponge upon me, 
That life, a very rebel to my will, 

May hang no longer on me: throw my heart 
Against the flint and hardness of my fault, 

Which, being dried with grief, will break to powder, 
And finish all foul thoughts. O Antony! 

Nobler than my revolt is infamous, 

Forgive me in thine own particular ; 

But let the world rank me in register 

A master-leaver, and a fugitive. 
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O Antony! O Antony! [Falls and aves. 

Second Sold. Let’s speak to him. 

First Sold. Let’s hear him ; for the things he speaks 
May concern Cesar. 

Third Sold. Let’s do so.—But he sleeps. 

First Sold. Swoons rather ; for so bad a prayer as his 
Was never yet fore sleep. 

Second Sold. Go we to him. 

Third Sold. Awake, sir, awake! speak to us. 

Second Sold. ; Hear you, sir? 

First Sold. The hand of death hath raught him! Hark! 

the drums [Drums afar off. 

Do early wake the sleepers. Let us bear him 
To the court of guard ; he is of note: our hour 
Is fully out. 

Third Sold. Come on, then ; 
He may recover yet. [Exeunt with the body. 


SCENE X.—Between the two Camps. 


Enter ANTONY and SCARUS, with Forces, marching. 


Ant. Their preparation is to-day by sea: 
We please them not by land. 

Scar. For both, my lord. 

Ant. I would they ’d fight 7’ the fire, or i’ the air ; 
We'd fight there too. But this it is: our foot 
Upon the hills adjoining to the city 


1 __RAUGHT him.] “Raught” was most frequently used as the 
past tense of Zo reach; but it is also sometimes made the past tense 
of fo reave. In the next line “Do early” is misprinted Demurely in 
the old copies : the emendation is that of the Corr. fol. 1632. 
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Shall stay with us (order for sea is given, 

They have put forth the haven), 

Where their appointment we may best discover, 

And look on their endeavour. [Lveunt. 


Enter C@SAR, and his Forces, marching. 


Ces. But being charg’d,” we will be still by land, 
Which, as I take’t, we shall; for his best force 
Is forth to man his galleys. To the vales, 
And hold our best advantage ! [ Eveunt. 


Re-entey ANTONY and SCARUS. 


Ant. Yet they are not join’d. Where yond’ pine does 


stand, 
I shall discover all: I'll bring thee word 
Straight, how ’tis like to go. [ Exe. 
Scar. Swallows have built 


In Cleopatra’s sails their nests : the augurers 
Say, they know not,—they cannot tell ;—look grimly, 
And dare not speak their knowledge. Antony 
Is valiant, and dejected ; and by starts 
His fretted fortunes give him hope and fear, 
Of what he has, and has not. 
[Alarum afar off, as at a sea fight. 


Re-enter ANTONY. 
Ant. All is lost ! 
This foul Egyptian hath betrayed me: 


2 Bur being charg’d,] z.¢., Unless we be charged. “But” is em- 
ployed in the north of England as equivalent to without: “you must 
go but me”, 7. ¢., without me. 
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My fleet hath yielded to the foe; and yonder 
They cast their caps up, and carouse together 
Like friends long lost.—Triple-turn’d whore ! ’tis thou 
Hast sold me to this novice, and my heart 
Makes only wars on thee.—Bid them all fly ; 
For when I am reveng’d upon my charm, 
I have done all.—Bid them all fly; be gone. [Zt SCAR. 
O sun! thy uprise shall I see no more: 
Fortune and Antony part here ; even here 
Do we shake hands.—All come to this ?—The hearts 
That spaniel’d me at heels,? to whom I gave 
Their wishes, do discandy, melt their sweets 
On blossoming Czesar ; and this pine is bark’d, 
That overtopp’d them all. Betray’d I am. 
O this false spell of Egypt! this great charm,— 
Whose eye beck’d forth my wars, and call’d them home, 
Whose bosom was my crownet, my chief end, 
Like a right gipsy, hath, at fast and loose,* 
Beguil’d me to the very heart of loss.— 
What, Eros! Eros! 
Enter CLEOPATRA, 


Ah, thou spell! Avaunt ! 
Cleo. Why is my lord enrag’d against his love? 
Ant. Vanish, or I shall give thee thy deserving, 
And blemish Cesar’s triumph. Let him take thee, 


3 That SPANIEL’D me at heels,] The credit of this emendation is 
due to Hanmer : the folios all read, “that pannelled me at heels”. 

4 Like a right crpsy, hath, at FAST AND LOOSE,] “Fast and loose” 
was the same game as that now called “pricking in the garter”; 
and it was commonly employed by géfsies, as a mode of defrauding 
the unwary. Above, “spell” and “great” are from the Corr. fol. 1632. 
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And hoist thee up to the shouting plebeians : 

Follow his chariot, like the greatest spot 

Of all thy sex ; most monster-like, be shown 

For poor’st diminutives, for doits ;° and let 

Patient Octavia plough thy visage up 

With her prepared nails. [Exit CLEOPATRA. 
’Tis well thou ’rt gone, 

If it be well to live; but better ’twere 

Thou fell’st under my fury, for one death 

Might have prevented many,—Eros, ho !— 

The shirt of Nessus is upon me: teach me, 

Alcides, thou mine ancestor, thy rage : 

Let me lodge Lichas on the horns o’ the moon ; 

And with those hands, that grasp’d the heaviest club, 

Subdue my worthiest self. The witch shall die: 

To the young Roman boy she hath sold me, and I fall 

Under this plot ; she dies for ’t—Eros, ho! [ 2228. 


SCENE XI.—Alexandria. A Room in the Palace. 


Enter CLEOPATRA, CHARMIAN, [RAS, avd MARDIAN. 


Cleo. Help me, my women! O! he is more mad 
Than Telamon for his shield; the boar of Thessaly 
Was never so emboss’d.° 

Char. To the monument ! 


s —for DOITS ;] The old copy has dolzs, which was a misprint for 


“doits”: the error was a very easy one. 
° Was never so EMBOSS’D.] For an explanation of this hunting 
term, which means foaming at the mouth, see All’s Well that Ends 


Well, act ili, sc. 7, p. 70, etc. 
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There lock yourself, and send him word you are dead. 
The soul and body rive not more in parting, 
Than greatness going off. 
Cleo. To the monument! 
Mardian, go tell him Ihave slain myself ; 
Say, that the last I spoke was, Antony, 
And word it, prithee, piteously. Hence, 
Mardian, and bring me how he takes my death.— 
To the monument! [| Axeunt. 


SCENE XII.—TZhe Same. Another Room. 


Enter ANTONY and EROS. 


Ant. Eros, thou yet behold’st me? 
Eros. Ay, noble lord. 
Ant. Sometime we see a cloud that’s dragonish, 
A vapour sometime like a bear or lion, 
A tower’d citadel, a pendant rock, 
A forked mountain, or blue promontory 
With trees upon’t, that nod unto the world, 
And mock our eyes with air: thou hast seen these signs ; 
They are black vesper’s pageants. 
Eros. Ay, my lord. 
Ant. That, which is now a horse, even with a thought, 
The rack dislimns, and makes it indistinct, 
As water is in water. 
ros: It does, my lord. 
Ant. My good knave, Eros, now thy captain is 
Even such a body: here I am Antony, 
Yet cannot hold this visible shape, my knave. 
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I made these wars for Egypt, and the queen, 
Whose heart I thought I had, for she had mine ; 
Which, whilst it was mine, had annex’d unto ef 

A million more, now lost: she, Eros, has 

Pack’d cards with Cesar, and false play’d my glory 
Unto an enemy’s triumph.— 

Nay, weep not, gentle Eros ; there is left us 
Ourselves to end ourselves.—O, thy vile lady! 


Enter MARDIAN. 


She has robb’d me of my sword. 
Mar. No, Antony ; 
My mistress lov’d thee, and her fortunes mingled f 
With thine entirely. 
Ant. Hence, saucy eunuch : peace! 
She hath betray’d me, and shall die the death. i 
Mar. Death of one person can be paid but once, \, 
And that she has discharg’d. What thou wouldst do 
Is done unto thy hand: the last she spake 
Was, Antony ! most noble Antony ! 
Then, in the midst a tearing groan did break 
The name of Antony; it was divided 
Between her heart and lips: she render’d life, 
Thy name so buried in her. 
Ant. Dead, then ? 
Mar. Dead. 
Ant. Unarm me, Eros: the long day’s task is done, 
And we must sleep.—That thou depart’st hence safe, 
Does pay thy labour richly ; go.—[£ +77 MARDIAN.] Off, 
| pluck off :— [Unarming. 
| The seven-fold shield of Ajax cannot keep 
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The battery from my heart. O, cleave, my sides ! 

Heart, once be stronger than thy continent, 

Crack thy frail case !—Apace, Eros, apace.— 

No more a soldier :—bruised pieces, go ; 

You have been nobly borne.—From me awhile.— 
[Eat EROS. 

I will o’ertake thee, Cleopatra, and 

Weep for my pardon. So it must be, for now 

All length is torture : since the torch is out, 

Lie down, and stray no farther. Now all labour 

Mars what it does ; yea, very force entangles 

Itself with strength: seal then, and all is done.-— 

Eros !—I come, my queen.—Eros !—Stay for me: 

Where souls do couch on flowers, we'll hand in hand, 

And with our sprightly port make the ghosts gaze: 

Dido and her Aéneas shall want troops, 

And all the haunt be ours—Come, Eros! Eros! 


Re-enter EROS. 


Eros. What would my lord? 

Ant. Since Cleopatra died 
I have liv’'d in such dishonour, that the gods 
Detest my baseness. I, that with my sword 
Quarterd the world, and o’er green Neptune's back 
With ships made cities, contemn myself to lack 
The courage of a woman ; less noble-minded 
Than she, which by her death our Cesar tells, 
L am conqueror of myself. Thou art sworn, Eros, 
That when the exigent should come (which now 
Is come indeed), when I should see behind me 
The inevitable prosecution of 


snes 
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Disgrace and horror, that on my command : 
Thou then wouldst kill mie: do’t = the time is come. 

Thou-strik'st not me, tis Caesar thou defeatest. Ta: 
Put colour in thy cheek. | 
EErOS: The gods withhold me! | 
Shall I do that, which all the Parthian darts, | 

Though enemy, lost ‘aim, and could not ? 

Ant. Eros, 
Wouldst thou be window’d in great Rome, and see 
Thy master thus with pleach’d arms, bending down 
His corrigible neck, his face subdued 
To penetrative shame, whilst the wheel’d seat 
Of fortunate Cesar, drawn before him, branded 
His baseness that ensued ? 

Eros. I would not see’t. 

Ant. Come, then; for with a wound I must be cur’d. 
Draw that thy honest sword, which thou hast worn 
Most useful for thy country. 

Eros. O, sir! pardon me. i 

Ant. When I did make thee free, swor’st thou not then 
To do this when I bade thee ??7 Do it at once, 
Or thy precedent services are all 
But accidents unpurpos’'d. Draw, and come. 

Eros. Turn from me, then, that noble countenance, 

Wherein the worship of the whole world lies. 


wit. Io thee! [Turning from hin. 
Eros. My sword is drawn. 
Ant. Then, let it do at once 


7 To do this when I bade thee?] This is one of the incidents 
taken exactly from Plutarch ; and Shakespeare follows his original in 


this scene with even verbal accuracy. 
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| 
| | 7 The thing why thou hast drawn it. 
| Wd Eros. My dear master, 
RL iW My captain, and my emperor, let me say, 

I | Before I strike this bloody stroke, farewell. 

Ant. ’Tis said, man ; and farewell. 


| Eros. Farewell, great chief. Shall I strike now ? 
| | Ant. Now, Eros. 


Eros. Why, there then. [/alling on his sword.| Thus 
do I escape the sorrow 


Of Antony’s death. 
Ant. Thrice nobler than myself ! 


Thou teachest me, O valiant Eros! what 

T should, and thou couldst not. My queen and Eros 
Have, by their brave instruction, got upon me 

A nobleness in record: but I will be 

2 } | A bridegroom in my death, and run into ’t 

e) PH Vt As to a lover's bed. Come then ; and, Eros, 


Thy master dies thy scholar: to do thus 
[Falling on his sword. 


| Dies. 


| I learn’d of thee—How! not dead ? not dead ?— 
The guard !—ho!—O, dispatch me ! 


| Enter DERCETAS aud Guards. 


First Guard. What’s the noise ? 
Ant. Lhave done my work ill, friends: O! make an end 
' Of what I have begun. 
j Second Guard. The star is fallen. 
First Guard. And time is at his period. 
All: Alas, and woe ! 


) 
ini 
| Ant. Let him that loves me strike me dead. 
| Not I. 


First Guard. 
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Second Guard. Nor I. 
Third Guard. Nor any one. [Exeunt Guard. 
Der. Thy death and fortunes bid thy followers fly. 
This sword but shown to Cesar, with this tidings, 
Shall enter me with him. [ Taking tt. 
Enter DIOMEDES. 
Dio. Where’s Antony? 
Der. There, Diomed, there. 
Dio. Lives he ? 


Wilt thou not answer, man? [ Haot DERCETAS. 
Ant. Art thou there, Diomed? Draw thy sword, and 
give me 
Sufficing strokes for death. 
Dio. Most absolute lord, 


My mistress, Cleopatra, sent me to thee. 
Ant. When did she send thee ? 


Dio. Now, my lord. 

Ant. Where is she ? 

Dio. Lock’d in her monument. She had a prophesying 
fear 


Of what hath come to pass ; for when she saw 

(Which never shall be found) you did suspect 

She had dispos’d with Cesar, and that your rage 

Would not be purg’d, she sent you word she was dead ; 

But, fearing since how it might work, hath sent 

Me to proclaim the truth; and I am come, 

I dread, too late. 
Ant. Too late, good Diomed. Call my guard, I prithee. 
Dio. What, ho! the emperor’s guard ! The guard, what, 

ho! 
Come ; your lord calls. 
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Enter some of the Guard. 


Ant. Bear me, good friends, where Cleopatra bides : 
’Tis the last service that I shall command you. 
First Guard. Woe, woe are we, sir, you may not live to 
wear 
All your true foilowers out. 
Ald. Most heavy day! 
Aut. Nay, good my fellows, do not please sharp fate 
To grace it with your sorrows: bid that welcome 
Which comes to punish us, and we punish it 
Seeming to bear it lightly. Take me up: 
I have led you oft ; carry me now, good friends, 
And have my thanks for all. [ Exeunt, bearing out ANTONY. 


ScENE XIII.—TZhe Same. A Monument, 


Enter, above, CLEOPATRA,’ CHARMIAN, and IRAS. 


Cleo. O Charmian! I will never go from hence. 

Char. Be comforted, dear madam. 

Cleo. No, I will not. 
All strange and terrible events are welcome, 
But comforts we despise : our size of sorrow, 
Proportion’d to our cause, must be as great 


Enter, below, DIOMEDES. 
As that which makes it—How now! is he dead ? 


Dio. His death’s upon him, but not dead. 


8 Enter above, CLEOPATRA, etc.] We are to suppose Cleopatra in 
the monument, elevated at the back of the stage. 
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Look out o’ the other side your monument ; 
His guard have brought him hither. 


Enter, below, ANTONY, borne by the Guard. 


Cleo. O sun, 
Burn the great sphere thou mov’st in !—darkling stand 
The varying shore o’ the world. O Antony, Antony, 
Antony ! 
Help, Charmian, help, Iras, help: help, friends 
Below ; let’s draw him hither. 
Ant. Peace! 
Not Cesar’s valour hath o’erthrown Antony, 
But Antony’s hath triumph’d on itself. 
Cleo. So it should be, that none but Antony 
Should conquer Antony ; but woe ’tis:so ! 
Ant. I am dying, Egypt, dying ; only \ 
I here importune death awhile, until 
Of many thousand kisses the poor last ity 
I lay upon thy lips.— ay 
Cleo. I dare not, dear, 
(Dear my lord, pardon), I dare not, 
Lest I be taken: not the imperious show 
Of the full-fortun’d Czesar ever shall 
Be brooch’d with me ; if knife, drugs, serpents, have 
Edge, sting, or operation, I am safe: 
Your wife Octavia, with her modest eyes 
And still conclusion, shall acquire no honour 
Demuring upon me.—But come, come, Antony,— 
Help me, my women,—we must draw thee up :— 
Assist, good friends. 
Ant. O! quick, or I am gone. 
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Cleo. Here’s port, indeed !®—How heavy weighs my lord! 
Our strength is all gone into heaviness, 
That makes the weight : had I great Juno's power, 
The strong-wing’d Mercury should fetch thee up, 
And set thee by Jove’s side. Yet come a little, — 
Wishers were ever fools.—O ! come, come, come ; 

[They draw ANTONY 7p. 

And welcome, welcome! die, where thou hast livd=” 
Quicken with kissing: had my lips that power, 
Thus would I wear them out. 

HM A heavy sight. 

Ant. I am dying, Egypt, dying. 
Give me some wine, and let -me speak a little. 

Cleo. No, let me speak ; and let me rail so high, 
That the false housewife Fortune break her wheel, 
Provok’d by my offence. 

Ant. One word, sweet queen. 
Of Cesar seek your honour with your safety.—O ! 

Cleo. They do not go together. 

Ant. Gentle, hear me. 
None about Cesar trust, but Proculeius. 

Cleo. My resolution, and my hands, l 3llstrusts 
None about Cesar. 

Ant. The miserable change now at my end 
Lament nor sorrow at; but please your thoughts, 

In feeding them with those my former fortunes 
Wherein I liv’d the greatest prince o’ the world, 


® Here’s PORT, indeed !] Referring to the weight : so the Corr. 
fol. 1632, for sport of the old copies. How could it be sport to Cleo- 


patra? yet some modern editors absurdly reprint sfor7. 
10 die, WHERE thou hast liv’d :] All the old copies have “when”, 


which Pope altered to where,—“ Die where thou hast liv’d.” 
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The noblest ; and do now not basely die, 
Not cowardly put off my helmet to 
My countryman, a Roman by a Roman 
Valiantly vanquish’d. Now, my spirit is going ; 
I can no more. 
Cleo. Noblest of men, woo’t die ? 
Hast thou no care of me? shall I abide 
In this dull world, which in thy absence is 
No better than a sty ?—-O! see, my women, 
The crown o’ the earth doth melt.—My lord! [ANT. des. 
O! wither’d is the garland of the war, 
The soldier’s pole is fallen : young boys and girls 
Are level now with men ; the odds is gone, 
And there is nothing left remarkable 
Beneath the visiting moon. [ Fainting. RS 
Char. O, quietness, lady ! Hit}! 
Ivas. She is dead too, our sovereign. 
Char. Lady !— 
Tras. Madam !— RT 
Char. O madam, madam, madam! 
Tras. Royal Egypt ! 
Empress ! 
Char. Peace, peace, Iras! 
Cleo. [Reviving.| No more, but e’en a woman ; and com- 
manded 
By such poor passion as the maid that milks, 
And does the meanest chares.'—It were for me 
To throw my sceptre at the injurious gods ; 


1 _the meanest CHARES.] Chare is a word of uncertain etymology, 
but in constant use in the time of Shakespeare. We still retain it in | 
the compound “chare-woman”; Dryden has chare-work. 
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To tell them, that this world did equal theirs, 
Till they had stolen our jewel: all’s but naught ; 
Patience is sottish, and impatience does 
Become a dog that’s mad: then is it sin 
To rush into the secret house of death, 
Ere death dare come to us ?—How do you, women? 
What, what! good cheer! Why, how now, Charmian ! 
My noble girls !—Ah, women, women ! look, 
Our lamp is spent, it’s out.—Good sirs, take heart : 
[Zo the Guard: below. 

We'll bury him ; and then, what’s brave, what’s noble, 
Let’s do it after the high Roman fashion, 
And make death proud to take us. Come, away : 
This case of that huge spirit now is cold. 
Ah, women, women! come; we have no friend 
But resolution and the briefest end. 

[Exeunt ; those above bearing off ANTONY’S body. 


ACs 
SCENE I.—Czsar’s Camp before Alexandria. 


Enter CESAR, AGRIPPA, DOLABELLA, MECANAS, GALLUS, 
PROCULEIUS, avd Others? 


Ces. Go to him, Dolabella, bid him yield ; 


2 __PROCULEIUS, and Others.] The old stage-direction runs thus: 
— Enter Ceesar, Agrippa, Dolabella, Menas, with his Council of 
war.” Menas, if present, says nothing. 
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Being so frustrate, tell him he mocks us? 
By the pauses that he makes. 
Dol. Cesar, I shall. [A2it DOLABELLA. 


Enter DERCETAS, with ANTONY’S sword. 


Ges. Wherefore is that ? and what art thou, that dar’st 
Appear thus to us? 
Der: I am call’d Dercetas. 
Mark Antony I serv’d, who best was worthy 
Best to be serv’d: whilst he stood up, and spoke, 
He was my master, and I wore my life 
To spend upon his haters. If thou please 
To take me to thee, as I was to him 
I’ll be to Cesar ; if thou pleasest not, 
I yield thee up my life. 
CEs. What is’t thou say’st ? 
Der. I say, O Cesar! Antony is dead. 
Ces. The breaking of so great a thing should make 
A greater crack: the round world should have shook 
Lions into civil streets, and citizens 
To their dens. The death of Antony 
Is not a single doom: in the name lay 
A moiety of the world. 
Der. He is dead, Cesar ; 
Not by a public minister of justice, 
Nor by a hired knife ; but that self hand, 
Which writ his honour in the acts it did, 
Hath, with the courage which the heart did lend it, 


8 He mocks us By] The old copies omit “us by”, which were 
added by Malone, as necessary to the sense as well as to the measure : 
“that” is from Corr. fol. 1632. 
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Splitted the heart. This is his sword ; 
I robb’d his wound of it: behold it stain’d 
With his most noble blood. 
C@s. Look you sad, friends ? 
The gods rebuke me, but it is a tidings 
To wash the eyes of kings. 
Agr. And strange it is,* 
That nature must compel us to lament 
Our most persisted deeds. 


Mec. His taints and honours 
Weigh’d equal with him.’ 
INA A rarer spirit never 


Did steer humanity ; but you, gods, will give us 
Some faults to make us men. Cesar is touch’d. 
Mec. When such a spacious mirror’s set before him, 
He needs must see himself. 
C@s. O Antony ! 
I have follow’d thee to this ;—but we do lance 
Diseases in our bodies: I must perforce 
Have shown to thee such a declining day, 
Or look’d on thine : we could not stall together 
In the whole world. But yet let me lament, 
With tears as sovereign as the blood of hearts, 
That thou, my brother, my competitor 
In top of all design, my mate in empire, 
Friend and companion in the front of war, 
The arm of mine own body, and the heart 


* And strange it is,] This and the next speech, here assigned to 
Agrippa, are given to Dolabella in the old copies. 

5 WEIGH’D equal with him.] So the Corr. fol. 1632, for Wag’d of 
the folio 1623. Rowe saw that wag’d for “weigh’d” was an error. 
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Where mine his thoughts did kindle, that our stars, 
Unreconcilable should divide 

Our equalness to this—Hear me, good friends,— 
But I will tell you at some meeter season: 


Enter a Messenger. 


The business of this man looks out of him ; 
We'll hear him what he says.—Whence are you? 
Mess. A poor Egyptian yet. The queen my mistress, 
Confin’d in all she has, her monument, 
Of thy intents desires instruction, 
That she preparedly may frame herself 
To the way she’s fore’d to. 
C@s. Bid her have good heart : 
She soon shall know of us, by some of ours, 
How honourable and how kindly we 
Determine for her; for Casar cannot live® 
To be ungentle. 
Mess. So the gods preserve thee ! LE rit. 
Ces. Come hither, Proculeius. Go, and say, 
We purpose her no shame: give her what comforts 
The quality of her passion shall require, 
Lest in her greatness by some mortal stroke 
She do defeat us; for her life in Rome 
Would be eternal in our triumph. Go, 
And with your speediest bring us what she says, 


And how you find of her. 
av. Cesar, I shall. [#azt PROCULEIUS. 


6 for Caesar cannot LIVE] So the sense requires us to read; but 
the old folios all have Zeave, which was altered to “live” by Southern, 
in the copy of the fourth folio, which belonged to him. 
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Ces. Gallus, go you along—Where’s Dolabella, 

To second Proculeius ? [ Exit GALLUS. 
All. Dolabella ! 
Cas. Let him alone, for I remember now 

How he’s employed: he shall in time be ready. 

Go with me to my tent, where you shall see 

How hardly I was drawn into this war, 

How calm and gentle I proceeded still 

In all my writings. Go with me, and see 


What I can show in this. [A xeunt. 


SCENE I].—Alexandria. A Room in the Monument! 


Enter CLEOPATRA, CHARMIAN, avd IRAS. 


Cleo. My desolation does begin to make 
A better life. ’Tis paltry to be Cesar: 
Not being fortune, he’s but fortune’s knave, 
A minister of her will ; and it is great 
To do that thing that ends all other deeds, 
Which shackles accidents, and bolts up change ; 
Which sleeps, and never palates more the dug,® 
The beggar’s nurse and Cesar’s. 


Enter, to the Gates of the Monument below, PROCULEIUS, 
GALLUS, anzd Soldiers. 


Pro. Czesar sends greeting to the queen of Egypt ; 


7 A Room in the Monument.| As in a former scene of the last Act, 
we must suppose Cleopatra and her two attendants to be in the monu- 
ment above, at the back of the stage. 

8 —_and never palates more the DUG,] “ Dug” is dung in all the 
old copies, but amended to “dug” in Corr. fol. 1632, anticipating 
Warburton in the change. 
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And bids thee study on what fair demands 
Thou mean’st to have him grant thee. 


Cleo. What’s thy name? 
Pro. My name is Proculeius. 
Cleo. Antony 


Did tell me of you, bade me trust you ; but 

I do not greatly care to be deceivd, 

That have no use for trusting. If your master 
Would have a queen his beggar, you must tell him, 
That majesty, to keep decorum, must 

No less beg than a kingdom: if he please 

To give me conquer’d Egypt for my son, 

He gives me so much of mine own, as I 

Will kneel to him with thanks. 

Pro. Be of good cheer ; 
You are fallen into a princely hand, fear nothing : 
Make your full reference freely to my lord, 

Who is so full of grace, that it flows over 

On all that need. Let me report to him 

Your sweet dependency, and you shall find 

A conqueror, that will pray in aid for kindness, 
Where he for grace is kneel’d to. 

Cleo. Pray you, tell him 
I am his fortune’s vassal, and I send him 
The greatness he has got. I hourly learn 
A doctrine of obedience, and would gladly 
Look him i’ the face. 

Pro. This I’ll report: dear lady, 
Have comfort ; for, I know, your plight is pitied 
Of him that caus’d it. 
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Gal. You see how easily she may be surpris‘d. 
[PROCULEIUS, and two of the Guard, ascend the 
Monument by a ladder, and come behind 
CLEOPATRA. Some of the Guard unbar and 
open the gates” 
Guard her till Caesar come. 
[Zo PROCULEIUS and the Guard. Exit GALLUS. 
Tras. Royal queen ! 
Char. © Cleopatra! thou art taken, queen ! 
Cleo. Quick, quick, good hands. [Drawing a dagger. 
JET pa’ Hold, worthy lady, hold ! 
| [Disarming her. 
Do not yourself such wrong, who are in this 
Reliev’d, but not betray’d. 


Cleo. What, of death, too, 
That rids our dogs of languish ? 
PEC. Cleopatra, 


Do not abuse my master’s bounty by 
Th’ undoing of yourself: let the world see 
His nobleness well acted, which your death 


Will never let come forth. 
Cleo. Where art thou, death ? 


Come hither, come! come, come, and take a queen, 
Worth many babes and beggars ! 
PYo. O, temperance, lady ! 
Cleo. Sir, I will eat no meat, I’ll not drink, sir ; 
If idle talk will once be accessary,”° 


® This necessary stage-direction is wanting in the old copies. 
10 once be ACCESSARY,] So the Corr. fol. 1632, for mecessary of 
all the folios ; agreeing with Hanmer. 
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Ill not sleep neither; this mortal house I'll ruin, 
Do Cesar what he can. Know, sir, that 1 
Will not wait pinion’d at your master’s court, 
Nor once be chastis’d with the sober eye 
Of dull Octavia. Shall they hoist me up, 
And show me to the shouting varletry 
Of censuring Rome? Rather a ditch in Egypt 
Be gentle grave to me! rather on Nilus’ mud 
Lay me stark nak’d, and let the water flies 
Blow me into abhorring ! rather make 
My country’s high pyramides my gibbet, 
And hang me up in chains ! 

Pro. You do extend 
These thoughts of horror farther than you shall 
Find cause in Cesar. 


Enter DOLABELLA. 


Dol. - Proculeius, 
What thou hast done thy master Cesar knows, 
And he hath sent for thee :! for the queen, 
Ill take her to my guard. 
Pro. So, Dolabella, 
It shall content me best: be gentle to her.— 
To Cesar I will speak what you shall please, [Zo CLEo. 
If you’ll employ me to him, 
Cleo. Say I would die. 
[Exeunt PROCULEIUS and Soldiers. 
Dol. Most noble empress, you have heard of me? 


1 And he hath sent for THEE.| Here modern editors thrust #e into 
the line, under the pretext of mending the measure ; but it does not 
mend it, and it has no warrant in any old copy. 
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| Cleo. 1 cannot tell. 
L} Dol. Assuredly, you know me. 
| Cleo. No matter, sir, what I have heard or known. 
You laugh, when boys or women tell their dreams ; 
Is’t not your trick ? 
| Dol. I understand not, madam. 
Cleo. | dream’d there was an emperor Antony : 
: O, such another sleep, that I might see 
But such another man ! 
Dol. If it might please you,— 
Cleo. His face was as the heavens; and therein stuck 
A sun and moon, which kept their course, and lighted 
The little O; the earth.’ 
Dol. Most sovereign creature,— 
Cleo. His legs bestrid the ocean ; his rear’d arm 
Crested the world ; his voice was propertied 
As all the tuned spheres, and that to friends ; 
But when he meant to quail and shake the orb, 
He was as rattling thunder. For his bounty, 
There was no winter in’t ; an autumn ’twas,° 
| That grew the more by reaping : his delights 
Were dolphin-like ; they show’d his back above 
The element they liv’d in: in his livery 
Walk’d crowns, and crownets ; realms and islands were 


As plates dropp’d from his pocket.* 


2 The little O, the earth.] This is substantially Theobald’s amend- 


| : : 
ment, the folios reading, “The little o’ th’ earth”, and he altering. it to 


“The little O o’ th’ earth.” 
3 —_an AUTUMN ’twas,] “An Anthony ’twas” in the old copies: one 


\ 

/ 

| of Theobald’s certain and happy emendations. 

j ‘ As PLATES dropp’d from his pocket.] P/a¢e was the term in use 


for silver money, f/a¢a being the Spanish word for it. 


Sc. tl.| Antony and Cleopatra. 


Dol. Cleopatra,— | 
Cleo. Think you, there was, or might be, such a man 
As this I dream’d of ? Mil 

Dol. Gentle madam, no. 

Cleo. You lie, up to the hearing of the gods : 
But, if there be, or ever were, one such, 

It’s past the size of dreaming : nature wants stuff 
To vie strange forms with fancy ; yet, to imagine 
An Antony, were nature’s piece ’gainst fancy, 
Condemning shadows quite. 

Dol. Hear me, good madam. 
Your loss is as yourself, great ; and you bear it 
As answering to the weight : would I might never 
O’ertake pursu’d success, but I do feel, 

By the rebound of your’s, a grief that smites?® 
My very heart at root. 

Cleo, I thank you, sir. 

Know you what Czsar means to do with me? i i 

Dol. 1 am loath to tell you what I would you knew. 

Cleo. Nay, pray you, sir,— 

Dol. Though he be honourable,— 

Cleo. He’ll lead me, then, in triumph ? 

Dol. Madam, he will ; I know’t. 

Within. Make way there!—Cesar!  [Zvumpets sound. 


’ —a grief that SMITES] “Smites” is saz¢es in the folio 1623, and 
many commentators have supposed that it was an error of the press for 
shoots; but surely it is much more likely to have been a misprint for 
“smites”, which only varies in a single letter. It is amended to 
“smites” in the Corr. fol. 1632, and thus puts an end to all contro- 


versy on the point. 
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Enter CAESAR, GALLUS, PROCULEIUS, MECAINAS, SELEU- 
cus, and Attendants. 


Cas. Which is the queen of Egypt ? 
Dol. It is the emperor, madam. [CLEOPATRA kneels. 
Ces. Arise, you shall not kneel. 
I pray you, rise ; rise, Egypt. 
Cleo. Sir, the gods 
Will have it thus: my master and my lord 
I must obey. 
C@s. Take to you no hard thoughts : 
The record of what injuries you did us, 
Though written in our flesh, we shall remember 
As things but done by chance. 
Cleo. Sole sir o’ the world, 
I cannot project mine own cause so well 
To make it clear; but do confess I have 
Been laden with like frailties, which before 
Have often sham’d our sex. 
C@s. Cleopatra, know, 
We will extenuate rather than enforce : 
If you apply yourself to our intents, 
(Which towards you are most gentle). you shall find 
A benefit in this change ; but if you seek 
To lay on me a cruelty, by taking 
Antony’s course, you shall bereave yourself 
Of my good purposes, and put your children 
To that destruction which I’ ll guard them from, 
If thereon you rely. I'll take my leave. 
Cleo. And may through all the world : ‘tis yours ; and we 
Your scutcheons, and your signs of conquest, shall 
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Hang in what place you please. Hear, my good lord.” 
Ces. You shall advise me in all for Cleopatra. 
Cleo. This is the brief of money, plate, and jewels, 
I am possess’d of: ’tis exactly valued ; 
Not petty things admitted Where's Seleucus. 
Sel. Here, madam. 
Cleo. This is my treasurer: let him speak, my lord, 
Upon his peril, that I have reserv'd 
To myself nothing.—Speak the truth, Seleucus. 
Sel. Madam, 
I had rather seal my lips, than to my peril 
Speak that which is not. 
Cleo. What have I kept back ? 
Sel. Enough to purchase what you have made known. 
Cas. Nay, blush not, Cleopatra: I approve 
Your wisdom in the deed. 
Cleo. See, Cesar! O, behold, 
How pomp is follow’d! mine will now be yours, 
And should we shift estates, yours would be mine. 
The ingratitude of this Seleucus does 
Even make me wild.—O slave, of no more trust 
Than love that’s hir’d !—What! goest thou back ? thou 
shalt 
Go back, I warrant thee ; but I 4Peaten thine eyes, 
Though they had wings. Slave, soul-less villain, dog ! 
O rarely base ! 
C@s. Good queen, let us entreat you. 
Cleo. O Cesar! what a wounding shame is this ; 


* HEAR, my good, lord.] Always misprinted “ Here, my good 
lord”, as if offering Caesar an inventory ; but Ceesar’s answer shows 
that he was ready to listen to her in all things. 
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That thou, vouchsafing here to visit me, 
Doing the honour of thy lordliness 
To one so meek, that mine own servant should 
Parcel the sum of my disgraces by 
Addition of his envy! Say, good Cesar, 
That I some lady trifles have reserv’d, 
Immoment toys, things of such dignity 
As we greet modern friends® withal ; and say, 
Some nobler token I have kept apart 
For Livia, and Octavia, to induce 
Their mediation, must I be unfolded 
With one that I have bred? Ye gods! it smites me 
Beneath the fall Ihave. Prithee, go hence; a)79 s¥Enu. 
Or I shall show the cinders of my spirit 
Through th’ ashes of mischance.’/—Wert thou a man, 
Thou wouldst have mercy on me. 
C@s. Forbear, Seleucus.. | 24727 SEL. 
Cleo. Be it known that we, the greatest, are misthought 
For things that others do; and when we fall, 
We answer others’ merits in our name, 
And therefore to be pitied. 
Ces. Cleopatra, 
Not what you have reserv’d, nor what acknowledg’d, 
Put we i the roll of conquest: still be it yours, 
Bestow it at your pleasure ; and believe, 
Ceesar’s no merchant, to make prize with you 


6 —MODERN friends] 7z¢., common friends; a use of the word of 
which we have had various examples: As you lke zt, act il, sc. 7, 
Pp. 43- 

’ Through th’ ashes of MISCHANCE.| So the Corr. fol. 1632, for 
“ashes of zy chance” of the folios. 
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Of things that merchants sold. Therefore be eleer a 
Make not your thoughts your prisons: no, dear queen , 
For we intend so to dispose you, as 
Yourself shall give us counsel. Feed and sleep : 
Our care and pity is so much upon you, 
That we remain your friend ; and so, adieu. 
Cleo. My master, and my lord ! 
C@s. Not so. Adieu. 
(Flourish. Exeunt CASAR and fas Train. 
Cleo. He words me, girls, he words me, that I should not 
Be noble to myself: but hark thee, Charmian. 
[ Whispers CHARMIAN. 
Tras. Finish, good lady ; the bright day is done, 
And we are for the dark. 
Cleo. Hie thee again: [Zo CHARM. 
I have spoken already, and it is provided ; 
Go, put it to the haste. 
Char. Madam, I will. 


Re-enter DOLABELLA. 


Dol. Where is the queen ? 
Char. Behold, sir. [£xit CHAR. 
Cleo. Dolabella ? 
Dol. Madam, as thereto sworn by your command, 
Which my love makes religion to obey, 
I tell you this: Caesar through Syria 
Intends his journey, and within three days 
You with your children will he send before. 
Make your best use of this ; I have perform’d 
Your pleasure, and my promise. 
Cleo. Dolabella, 
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I shall remain your debtor. 

Dol. I your servant. 

Adieu, good queen: I must attend on Cesar. 

Cleo. Farewell, and thanks. [ait DoL.] Now, Iras, 

what think’st thou ? 

Thou, an Egyptian puppet, shalt be shown 

In Rome, as well as I: mechanic slaves 

With greasy aprons, rules, and hammers, shall 

Uplift us to the view: in their thick breaths, 

Rank of gross diet, shall we be enclouded, 

And forc’d to drink their vapour. 

Tras. The gods forbid ! 
Cleo. Nay, ’tis most certain, Iras. Saucy lictors 
Will catch at us, like strumpets ; and scald rhymers 

Ballad us out 0’ tune: the quick comedians 
Extemporally will stage us, and present 
Our Alexandrian revels : Antony 
Shall be brought drunken forth, and I shall see 
Some squeaking Cleopatra boy my greatness 
I’ the posture of a whore. 
[ras. O, the good gods ! 
Cleo. Nay, that is certain. 
Tras. Y’ll never see it ; for, 1 am sure my nails 
Are stronger than mine eyes. 
Cleo. Why, that’s the way 
To fool their preparation, and to conquer 
Their most assur’d inténts83—Now, Charmian ?— 


® Their most ASSUR’D intents.] It is “adsurd intents” in the old 
copies, but “asszd intents” of the Corr. fol. 1632 must be the true 
text. Theobald also amended absurd to “assur’d”. 
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Re-enter CHARMIAN, 
Show me, my women, like a queen :—go fetch 
My best attires ;—I am again for Cydnus, 
To meet Mark Antony.—Sirrah Iras, go.°9— 
Now, noble Charmian, we’ll dispatch indeed ; 
And, when thou hast done this chare, I'll give thee leave 
To play till doomsday.—Bring our crown and all.— 


Wherefore’s this noise ? [Eat IRAS. A noise within. 


Enter one of the Guard. 


Guard. Here is a rural fellow, 
That will not be denied your highness’ presence : 
He brings you figs. 
Cleo. Let him come in, What poor an instrument 
[Aart Guard. 
May do a noble deed! he brings me liberty. 
My resolution ’s plac’d, and I have nothing 
Of woman in me: now from head to foot 
I am marble-constant : now the fleeting moon 
No planet is of mine. 


Re-enter the Guard, with a Clown carrying a basket. 


Guard. This is the man. 

Cleo. Avoid, and leave him.— [Zait Guard. 
Hast thou the pretty worm of Nilus there, 

That kills and pains not? 

Clown. Truly I have him; but I would not be the 
party that should desire you to touch him, for his biting 
is immortal: those that do die of it do seldom or never 
recover. 


® SIRRAH Iras, go.| ‘Sirrah” is here, rather unusually, applied to 
a woman, but it was often a mere expletive. 
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Cleo. Rememberest thou any that have died on’t ? 
Clown. Very many, men and women too, I heard of 

one of them no longer than yesterday : a very honest 


~ woman, but something given to lie, as a woman should not 


do but in the way of honesty, how she died of the biting of 
it, what pain she felt: truly, she makes a very good re- 
port o’ the worm ; but he that will believe all that they 
say shall never be saved by half that they do. But this is 
most fallible ; the worm’s an odd worm. 

Cleo. Get thee hence : farewell. 

Clown. I wish you all joy of the worm. [Sedting down 

Cleo. Farewell. the basket. 

Clown. You must think this, look you, that the worm 
will do his kind. 

Cleo. Ay, ay ; farewell. 

Clown. Look you, the worm is not to be trusted, but in 
the keeping of wise people ; for, indeed, there is no good- 
ness in the worm. 

Cleo. Take thou no care: it shall be heeded. 

Clown. Very good. Give it nothing, I pray you ; for it 
is not worth the feeding. 

Cleo. Will it eat me? 

Clown. You must not think I am so simple, but I know 
the devil himself will not eat a woman: I know that a 
woman is a dish for the gods, if the devil dress her not : 
but, truly, these same whoreson devils do the gods great 
harm in their women, for in every ten that they make, the 
devils mar five. 

Cleo. Well, get thee gone: farewell. 

Clown. Yes, forsooth ; I wish you joy of the worm. [ £72. 


Antony and Cleopatra. 


SC e it | 


Re-enter IRAS, with a robe, crown, etc. 
Cleo. Give me my robe, put on my crown; I have 
Immortal longings in me. Now, no more 
The juice of Egypt’s grape shall moist this lip.— 
Yare, yare, good Iras; quick—Methinks I hear 
Antony call: I see him rouse himself ui 
To praise my noble act; I hear him mock | 
The luck of Caesar, which the gods give men 
To excuse their after wrath Husband, I come: 
Now to that name my courage prove my title! 
I am fire, and air; my other elements 
I give to baser life—So,—have you done? fie 
Come then, and take the last warmth of my lips. MY Ui 
Farewell, kind Charmian :—Iras, long farewell. 
[Kisses them. RAS falls and dies. 
Have I the aspic in my lips? Dost fall ? 
If thou and nature can so gently part, 
The stroke of death is as a lover’s pinch, 
Which hurts, and is desir’d. Dost thou lie still ? 
If thus thou vanishest, thou tell’st the world 
It is not worth leave-taking. 
Char. Dissolve, thick cloud, and rain, that I may say, 
The gods themselves do weep. 
Cleo. This proves me base : 
If she first meet the curled Antony, 
He’ll make demand of her, and spend that kiss, 
Which is my heaven to have-—Come, thou mortal wretch, 
[To the asp, which she applies to her breast. 
: With thy sharp teeth this knot intrinsicate! 


—— 1 this knot INTRINSICATE] 2.¢., zz¢ricate,; as in King Lear, act 
ii, sc. 2, p. 44, the word “intrinse” is used for w7/oose. 


— 
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Of life at once untie : poor venomous fool, 
Be angry, and dispatch. O! couldst thou speak, 
That I might hear thee call great Czesar ass 
Unpolicied ! 
Char. O eastern star !— 
Cleo. Beacespesca. 
Dost thou not see my baby at my breast, 
That sucks the nurse asleep ? 
Char. O, break! O, break! 
Cleo. As sweet as balm, as soft as air, as gentle.— 
O Antony !—Nay, I will take thee too.— 
[Applying another asp to her arm. 
What should I stay— [alls on a couch, and ates. 
Char. In this wild world ?>—So, fare thee well._— 
Now boast thee, death, in thy possession lies 
A lass unparallel’d—Downy windows, close ; 
And golden Phcebus never be beheld 
Of eyes again so royal! Your crown’s awry ;? 
Ill mend it, and then play—® 


Enter the Guard, rushing in. 
First Guard. Where is the queen ? 


Char. Speak softly ; wake her not. 
first Guard. Cesar hath sent— 
Char. Too slow a messenger. 


[Applying the asp. 


2 Your crown’s AWRY ;] So Pope, correcting away of the folios, 
by the narrative in North’s Plu¢éarch, which Daniel also here followed 
in his tragedy of Cleopatra, 1594. 

* —and then play—] Charmian is interrupted by the sudden 
arrival of the Guard, and does not finish her sentence, as is indicated 
in the old copies by a line. 
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O! come; apace; dispatch: I partly feel thee. 
First Guard. Approach, ho! All’s not well: Czsar’s 


beguil’d. 

Second Guard. There’s Dolabella sent from’ Cesar: call 
him. 

First Guard. What work is here ?—Charmian, is this 
well done ? 


Char. It is well done; and fitting for a princess 
Descended of so many royal kings. 
Ah, soldier ! [ Dies. 
Linter DOLABELLA. 


Dol. How goes it here ? 

Second Guard. All dead. 

Dol. Cesar, thy thoughts 
Touch their effects in this : thyself art coming 
To see perform’d the dreaded act, which thou 
So sought’st to hinder. 

Within. A way there! a way for Cesar ! 


Enter CASAR, and his Train. 


Dol. O, sir! you are too sure an augurer : 
That you did fear is done. 
Ces. Bravest at the last: 
She levell’d at our purposes, and, being royal, 
Took her own way.—The manner of their deaths ? 
I do not see them bleed. 
Dol. Who was last with them ? 
First Guard. A simple countryman that brought her 
figs : 
This was his basket. 
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| 
a Ces. Poison’d, then. 
By First. Guard. O Cesar ! 
| This Charmian lived but now; she stood, and spake. 
| - J found her trimming up the diadem 
mt | On her dead mistress: tremblingly she stood, 
| And on the sudden dropp’d. 
{ C@s. O noble weakness ! 
If they had swallow’d poison, ’twould appear 
| By external swelling ; but she looks like sleep, 
As she would catch another Antony 
In her strong toil of grace. 
| Dol. Here, on her breast, 
There is a vent of blood, and something blown : 
| The like is on her arm. 
First Guard. This is an aspic’s trail; and these fig- 
leaves 
Have slime upon them, such as the aspic leaves 
Upon the caves of Nile. 
C@s. Most probable 
That so she died ; for her physician tells me, 
| She hath pursu’d conclusions infinite 
Of easy ways to die—Take up her bed, 
And bear her women from the monument. 
Pil She shall be buried by her Antony : 
No grave upon the earth shall clip in it 
| A pair so famous. High events as these 
j Strike those that make them ; and their story is 
No less in pity, than his glory which 
Brought them to be lamented. Our army shall, 
In solemn show, attend this funeral, 
And then to Rome.—Come, Dolabella ; see 
High order in this great solemnity. [Exeunt. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONA: 


CyMBELINE, King of Britain. 

CLOTEN, Sox to the Queen by a former Husband. 

LEONATUS POSTHUMUS, Husband to Imogen. 

BELARIUS, a banished Lord, disguised under the name of Morgan. 
GUIDERIUS, Sons to Cymbeline, disguised under the names of 
ARVIRAGUS, Polydore and Cadwal, supposed Sons to Belarius. 
PHILARIO, friend to Posthumus, { relane 

Iacuimo, Lend to Philario, 

A French Gentleman, /rzend ¢o Philario. 

Carus Lucius, General of the Roman forces. 

A Roman Captain. 

Two British Captains. 

PISANIO, Servant to Posthumus. 

CORNELIUS, @ Physictan. 

Two Lords and two Gentlemen. 

Two Jailors. 


QUEEN, Wife to Cymbeline. 
IMOGEN, Daughter to Cymbeline by his former Queen+ 
HELEN, attendant on Imogen. 


Lords, Ladies, Roman Senators, Tribunes, Apparitions, a Soothsayer, 
a Dutch Gentleman, a Spanish Gentleman, Musicians, Officers, 
Captains, Soldiers, Messengers, and other Attendants. 


SCENE, sometimes in Britain, sometimes in Italy. 


1 Cymbeline, as far as we know, was never printed until it appeared 
in the folio 1623: it was also inserted in the later folios, and in all 
is placed last : it was founded upon a novel by Boccacio. A list of 
the characters concerned in it was first made out by Rowe in 1709. 
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ScENE I.—Britain. A Garden behind Cymbeline’s Palace. 


Enter two Gentlemen. 


First Gent. You do not meet a man, but frowns: our 
bloods 
No more obey the heavens, than our courtiers 
Still seem as does the king. 


Second Gent. But what’s the matter? 
First Gent. His daughter, and the heir of ’s kingdom, 
whom 


He purpos’d to his wife’s sole son (a widow 
That late he married), hath referr’d herself 
Unto a poor but worthy gentleman. She’s wedded ; 
Her husband banish’d ; she imprisoned: all 
Is outward sorrow ; though, I think, the king 
Be touch’d at very heart. 
Second Gent. None but the king ? 
First Gent. He that hath lost her, too: so is the queen, 
That most desir’d the match ; but not a courtier, 
Although they wear their faces to the bent 
Of the king’s looks, hath a heart that is not 
Glad at the thing they scowl at. 
Second Gent. And why so? 
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First Gent. He that hath miss’d the princess is a thing 
Too bad for bad report ; and he that hath her, 
(I mean, that married her,—-alack, good man !— 
And therefore banish’d) is a creature such 
As, to seek through the regions of the earth 
For one his like, there would be something failing 
In him that should compare. I do not think, 
So fair an outward, and such stuff within, ~ 
Endows a man but he. 
Second Gent. You speak him far. 
First Gent. I do extend him, sir, within himself ; 
Crush him together, rather than unfold 
His measure duly. 
Second Gent. What’s his name, and birth ? 
First Gent. 1 cannot delve him to the root. His father 
Was call’d Sicilius, who did join his honour 
Against the Romans with Cassibelan, 
But had his titles by Tenantius, whom 
He serv’d with glory and admir’d success ; 
So gain’d the sur-addition, Leonatus : 
And had, besides this gentleman in question, 
Two other sons, who, in the wars o’ the time, 
Died with their swords in hand ; for which their father, 
(Then old and fond of issue) took such sorrow, 
That he quit being ; and his gentle lady, 
Big of this gentleman, our theme, deceas’d 
As he was born. The king he takes the babe 
To his protection ; calls him Posthumus Leonatus ; 
Breeds him, and makes him of his bed-chamber, 
Puts to him all the learnings that his time 
Could make him the receiver of ; which he took, 
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As we do air, fast as twas minister’d ; and 
In his spring became a harvest ; liv’d in court 
(Which rare it is to do) most prais’d, most lov’d ; 
A sample to the youngest, to the more mature, 
A glass that feated them ; and to the graver 
A child that guided dotards : to his mistress, 
For whom he now is banish’d, her own price 
Proclaims how she esteem’d him and his virtue : 
By her election may be truly read 
What kind of man he is. 
Second Gent. I honour him, 
Even out of your report. But, pray you, tell me, 
Is she sole child to the king ? 
First Gent. His only child. 
He had two sons (if this be worth your hearing, 
Mark it), the eldest of them at three years old, 
I’ the swathing clothes the other, from their nursery 
Were stolen; and to this hour no guess in knowledge 
Which way they went. 
Second Gent. How long is this ago? 
First Gent. Some twenty years. 
Second Gent. That a king’s children should be so con- 
vey d, 
So.slackly guarded, and the search so slow, 
That could not trace them ! 
Furst Gent. Howsoe’er ’tis strange, 
Or that the negligence may well be laugh’d at, 
Wee i$ it true, Sir. 
Second Gent. I do well believe you. 
First Gent. We must forbear. Here comes the gentle- 
man, the queen, and princess. [ Bxeunt. 
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Enter the QUEEN, POSTHUMUS, avd IMOGEN. 


Queen. No; be assur’d, you shall not find me, daughter, 
After the slander of most step-mothers, 
Evil-ey’d unto you: you are my prisoner, but 
Your jailer shall deliver you the keys — 
That lock up your restraint. For you, Posthumus, 
So soon as I can win th’ offended king, 
I will be known your advocate: marry, yet 
The fire of rage is in him ; and ’twere good, 
You lean’d unto his sentence, with what patience 
Your wisdom may inform you. 


Post. Please your highness, 
I will from hence to-day. 
Queen. You know the peril. 


I’ll fetch a turn about the garden, pitying 
The pangs of barr’d affections, though the king 
Hath charg’d you should not speak together. [Axz¢ Queen. 
Imo. O dissembling courtesy! How fine this tyrant 
Can tickle where she wounds !—My dearest husband, 
I something fear my father’s wrath; but nothing 
(Always reserv’'d my holy duty) what 
His rage can do on me. You must be gone; 
And I shall here abide the hourly shot 
Of angry eyes; not comforted to live, 
But that there is this jewel in the world, 
That I may see again. 
POS: My queen! my mistress! 
O, lady ! weep no more, lest I give cause 
To be suspected of more tenderness 
Than doth become a man. I will remain 
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The loyal’st husband that did e’er plight troth : 
My residence in Rome at one Philario’s ; 

Who to my father was a friend, to me 

Known but by letter. Thither write, my queen, 
And with mine eyes I’ll drink the words you send, | | 
Though ink be made of gall. 


Re-enter the Queen. 


Queen. Be brief, I pray you : 
If the king come, I shall incur I know not 
How much of his displeasure. [Aszde.] Yet I'll move him s 
To walk this way. I never do him wrong, | : 
But he does buy my injuries to be friends ; 
Pays dear for my offences. Bevate 
Post. Should we be taking leave 
As long a term as yet we have to live, 
The loathness to depart would grow. Adieu! 
Imo. Nay, stay a little: | . 
Were you but riding forth to air yourself, 
Such parting were too petty. Look here, love: 
This diamond was my mother’s; take it, heart ; 
But keep it till you woo another wife, 
When Imogen is dead. 
IOS, How! how! another ?— 
You gentle gods, give me but this I have, 
And sear up my embracements from a next 
With bonds of death !—Remain, remain thou here 
[Putting on the ring. 
While sense can keep it on—And sweetest, fairest, 
As I my poor self did exchange for you, ( 
To your so infinite loss, so in our trifles : 


—— 


Se ee 


8 Cymbeline. [ACE L 


I still win of you: for my sake, wear this: 

It is a manacle of love; I'll place it 

Upon this fairest prisoner. [Putting a bracelet on her arm. 
[mo. O, the gods! 


When shall we see again ? 


Enter CYMBELINE and Lords. 


W205i. Alack, the king ! 

Cym. Thou basest thing, avoid! hence, from my sight ! 
If after this command thou fraught the court 
With thy unworthiness, thou diest. Away ! 
Thou ’rt poison to my blood. 


Post. The gods protect you, 

And bless the good remainders of the court! 

I am gone. [ Exit. 
Imo. There cannot be a pinch in death 

More sharp than this is. 
Cym. O disloyal thing ! 


That shouldst repair my youth, thou heapest 
A year’s age on me. 
Imo. I beseech you, sir, 
Harm not yourself with your vexation : 
I am senseless of your wrath ; a touch more rare 
Subdues all pangs, all fears. 
Cym. Past grace ? obedience ? 
Imo. Past hope, and in despair ; that way, past grace. 
Cym. That mightst have had the sole son of my queen. 
Imo. O bless’d, that I might not! I chose an eagle, 
And did avoid a puttock. 
Cym. Thou took’st a beggar; ‘wouldst have made my 
throne 


Sen] Cymbeline. 


A seat for baseness. 


Imo. No; I rather added 
A lustre to it. 

Cym. O thou vile one ! 

Imo. Sir, 


It is your fault that I have lov’d Posthumus. 
You bred him as my play-fellow ; and he is 
A man worth any woman ; overbuys me 


Almost the sum he pays. 


Cym. What! art thou mad? 


Imo. Almost, sir: heaven restore me !—Would I were 


A neat-herd’s daughter, and my Leonatus 


Our neighbour-shepherd’s son ! 


Cym. Thou foolish thing! 


Re-enter QUEEN. 


They were again together: you have done [To the QUEEN. 


Not after our command. Away with her, 


And pen her up. 


Queen. Beseech your patience.—Peace ! 
Dear lady daughter, peace !—Sweet sovereign, 


Leave us to ourselves ; and make yourself some comfort 


Out of your best advice. 


Cym. Nay, let her languish 
A drop of blood a day ; and, being aged, 


Die of this folly! 


Enter PISANIO. 


[Exeunt CYMBELINE and Lords. 


Queen. Fie !—you must give way : 


Here is your servant.—How now, sir! 


Pis. My lord your son drew on my master. 


What news? 


a — — a 
an) Soe eS Se a 
eae eel 


ee 


i iene 


mae 


ra ie a lie ie Ste 
y pee jing 


nines 


as oe 
ames ep em Se a pm mer 
ig Et - Y. 5 PAE ais, 

bat ss PPO 


ames = 


See 


ee —_ 


IO Cymbeline. (ACI? 
OQucen. Ha! 

No, harm, I trust, is done? 
JESS There might have been, 


But that my master rather play’d than fought, 
And had no help of anger: they were parted 


By gentlemen at hand. 
Queen. I am very glad on’t. 


Imo. Your son’s my father’s friend ; he takes his part.— 
To draw upon an exile !—O brave sir !— 
I would they were in Afric both together, 
Myself by with a needle, that I might prick 
The goer back.—Why came you from your master ? 
Pis. On his command. He would not suffer me 
To bring him to the haven ; left these notes 
Of what commands I should be subject to, 


When’t pleas’d you to employ me. 
Queen. This hath been 


Your faithful servant: I dare lay mine honour 
He will remain so. 


IPDS. I humbly thank your highness. 
Queen. Pray, walk awhile. 
Imo. About some half hour hence, 


Pray you,! speak with me. You shall, at least, 
Go see my lord aboard: for this time, leave me. [ Hxeunt. 


SCENE II]—A Public Place. 


Enter CLOTEN and two Lords. 
First Lord. Sir, 1 would advise you to shift a shirt : the 


1 Pray you,]. Here modern editors, without any authority, add a 
syllable to the line, as if colloquial brevity were never admissible. 
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violence of action hath made you reek as a sacrifice. 
Where air comes out, air comes in; there’s none abroad 
so wholesome as that you vent. 

Clo. If my shirt were bloody, then to shift it—Have I 
hurt him? 

Second Lord. [Aside.| No, faith; not so much as his 
patience. 

First Lord. Hurt him? his body’s a passable carcass, if 
he be not hurt: it is a thoroughfare for steel, if it be not 
hurt. 

Second Lord. [Aside.| His steel was in debt ; it went o’ 
the backside the town. 

Clo. The villain would not stand me. 

Second Lord. [Aside.| No; but he fled forward still, 
toward your face. 

First Lord. Stand you! You have land enough of 
your own; but he added to your having, gave you some 
ground. 

Second Lord. [Aside.| As many inches as you have 
oceans.—Puppies ! 

Clo. I would they had not come between us. 

Second Lord. [Aside.] So would I, till you had measured 
how long a fool you were upon the ground. 

Clo. And that she should love this fellow, and refuse me ! 

Second Lord. [ Aside. If it be a sin to make a true elec- 
tion, she is damned. 

First Lord. Sir, as I told you always, her beauty and 
her brain go not together: she’s a good sign, but I have 
seen small reflection of her wit. 

Second Lord. {Aside.| She shines not upon fools, lest the 
reflection should hurt her. 
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Clo. Come, I’ll to my chamber. Would there had been 
some hurt done! 

Second Lord. [Aside.| 1 wish not so; unless it had been 
the fall of an ass, which is no great fee 

Clo. You'll go with us? 

Second Lord. 1’\l attend your lordship. 

Clo. Nay, come, let’s go together. 


Second Lord. Well, my lord. [Lxeunt. 


SCENE III.—A Room in Cymbeline’s Palace. 


Enter IMOGEN and PISANIO. 


Imo. I would thou grew’st unto the shores o’ the haven, 
And question’dst every sail: if he should write, 
And I not have it, ’twere a paper lost 
As offer’d mercy is. What was the last 
That he spake to tices F 


TS: It was his queen, his queen ! 
Imo. Then wav’d his handkerchief ? 
TERS And kiss’d it, madam. 


Imo. Senseless linen, happier therein than I !— 
And that was all ? 

VERS. No, madam ; for so long 
As he could make me with this eye or ear 
Distinguish him from others, he did keep 
The deck, with glove, or hat, or handkerchief, 
Still waving, as the fits and stirs of his mind 
Could best express how slow his soul sail’d on, 
How swift his ship. 

Tmo, Thou shouldst have made him 
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As little as a crow, or less, ere left 
To after-eye him. 
120g. Madam, so I did. 
Imo. J would have broke mine eye-strings, crack’d them, 
but 
To look upon him, till the diminution 
Of space had pointed him sharp as my needle ; 
Nay, follow’d him, till he had melted from 
The smallness of a gnat to air; and then 
Have turn’d mine eye, and wept.—But, good Pisanio, 
When shall we hear from him ? 

PIs: Be assur’d, madam, 
With his next vantage. 

Imo. J did not take my leave of him, but had 
Most pretty things to say: ere I could tell him, 
How I would think on him, at certain hours, 

Such thoughts, and such ; or I could make him swear 
The shes of Italy should not betray 

Mine interest, and his honour ; or have chare’d him, 
At the sixth hour of morn, at noon, at midnight, 

T’ encounter me with orisons, for then 

I am in heaven for him: or ere I could 

Give him that parting kiss, which I had set 

Betwixt two charming words, comes in my father, 
And, like the tyrannous breathing of the north, 
Shakes all our buds from growing. 


Enter a Lady. 
Lady. The queen, madam, 


Desires your highness’ company. 
Imo. Those things I bid you do, get them dispatch’d.— 
re) Be 
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I will attend the queen. 
20s: Madam, I shall. [Exeunt. 


SCENE IV.—Rome. Ax Apartment in Philario’s House. 


Enter PHILARIO, IACHIMO, a Frenchman, a Dutchman, 
and a Spaniard. 


fach. Believe it, sir, I have seen him in Britain : he was 
then of a crescent note; expected to prove so worthy, as 
since he hath been allowed the name of; but I could then 
have looked on him without the help of admiration, though 
the catalogue of his endowments had been tabled by his 
side, and I to peruse him by items. 

Pht. You speak of him when he was less furnished, than 
now he is, with that which makes him both without and 
within. 

french. 1 have seen him in France: we had very many 
there could behold the sun with as firm eyes as he. 

fach. This matter of marrying his king’s daughter, 
(wherein he must be weighed rather by her value than 
his own), words him, I doubt not, a great deal from the 
matter. 

french. And, then, his banishment.— 

lach. Ay, and the approbation of those that weep this 
lamentable divorce under her colours, are wont wonderfully 
to extend him ; be it but to fortify her judgment, which else 
an easy battery might lay flat, for taking a beggar without 
less quality. But how comes it he is to sojourn with you? 
How creeps acquaintance ? 

Pht. His father and I were soldiers together ; to whom 
I have been often bound for no less than my life-——— 
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FE-nter POSTHUMUS. 


Here comes the Briton. Let him be so entertained amongst 
you, as suits with gentlemen of your knowing to a stranger 
of his quality—I beseech you ali, be better known to this 
gentleman, whom I commend to you, as a noble friend of 
mine: how worthy he is, I will leave to appear hereafter, 
rather than story him in his own hearing. 

French. Sir, we have known together in Orleans. 

Post. Since when I have been debtor to you for cour- 
tesies, which I will be ever to pay, and yet pay still. 

French. Sir, you o’er-rate my poor kindness. I was glad 
I did atone? my countryman and you: it had been pity 
you should have been put together with so mortal a pur- 
pose as then each bore, upon importance of so slight and 
trivial a nature. 

Post. By your pardon, sir, I was then a young tiaveller,. 
rather shunned to go even with what I heard, than in my 
every action to be guided by others’ experiences: but, 
upon my mended judgment, (if I not offend® to say it is 
mended) my quarrel was not altogether slight. 

French. Faith, yes, to be put to the arbitrement of 
swords ; and by such two that would, by all likelihood, 
have confounded one the other, or have fallen both. 

Zach. Can we, with manners, ask what was the dif- 
ference ? 

French. Safely, I think. ’Twas a contention in public, 
which may, without contradiction, suffer the report. It 
was much like an argument that fell out last night, where 


2 J did aTONE—] 7.¢., reconcile, as in various former instances. 
8 _if I nor offend—] “Not” is wanting in the folios. 
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each of us fell in praise of our country mistresses; this 
gentleman at that time vouching (and upon warrant of 
bloody affirmation) his to be more fair, virtuous, wise, 
chaste, constant, qualified, and less attemptable, than any 
the rarest of our ladies in France. 

Lach. That lady is not now living; or this gentleman’s 
opinion, by this, worn out. 

Post. She holds her virtue still, and I my mind. 

Zach. You must not so far prefer her fore ours of Italy. 

Post. Being so far provoked as I was in France, I would 
abate her nothing; though I profess myself her adorer, 
not her friend. 

Tach. As fair and as good (a kind of hand-in-hand com- 
parison) had been something too fair, and too good, for 
any lady in Britany. If she went before others I have 
seen, as that diamond of yours out-lustres many I have 
beheld, I could but believe+ she excelled many; but I 
have not seen the most precious diamond that is, nor you 
the lady. 

Post. 1 praised her as I rated her ; so do I my stone. 

Lach. What do you esteem it at? 

Post. More than the world enjoys. 

Tach. Either your unparagoned mistress is dead, or she’s 
outprized by a trifle. 

Post. You are mistaken : the one may be sold, or given, 
if there were wealth enough for the purchase, or merit for 
the gift: the other is not a thing for sale, and only the gift 
of the gods. 

4 —T could BuT believe—] The folios all read “I could ot be- 


lieve”: the error of of for “but” and vice versa was, as we have 
seen, very common with our old printers. 
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Tach. Which the gods have given you? 

Post. Which, by their graces, I will keep. 

Tach. You may wear her in title yours ; but, you know, 
strange fowl light upon neighbouring ponds. Your ring 
may be stolen, too: so, your brace of unprizeable estima- 
tions, the one is but frail, and the other casual ; a cunning 
thief, or a that way accomplished courtier, would hazard 
the winning both of first and last. 

Post. Your Italy contains none so accomplished a 
courtier to convince the honour of my mistress,’ if in the 
holding or loss of that you term her frail. I do nothing 
doubt you have store of thieves; notwithstanding, I fear 
not my ring. 

Phi. Let us leave here, gentlemen. 

Post. Sir, with all my heart. This worthy signior, I 
thank him, makes no stranger of me; we are familiar at 
first. 

Lach. With five times so much conversation, I should 
get ground of your fair mistress; make her go back, even 
to the yielding, had I admittance, and opportunity to 
fences 

Post. No, no. 

Tach. 1 dare thereupon pawn the moiety of my estate to 
your ring, which, in my opinion, o’ervalues it something ; 
but I make my wager rather against your confidence, than 
her reputation : and, to bar your offence herein too, I durst 
attempt it against any lady in the world. 

Post. You are a great deal abused in too bold a per- 


¢ 


5 —to CONVINCE the honour of my mistress,] To “convince” here, 


as in various other places, means to overcome, or conquer. 
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suasion; and I doubt not you will sustain what you ‘re 
worthy of by your attempt. 

Tach. What’s that? 

Post. A repulse; though your attempt, as you call it, 
deserve more,—a punishment too. 

Phil. Gentlemen, enough of this; it came in too sud- 
denly : let it die as it was born ; and, I pray you, be better 
acquainted. 

Zach. Would I had put my estate, and my neighbour's, 
on the approbation® of what I have spoke. 

Post. What lady would you choose to assail ? 

Tach. Yours; whom in constancy, you think, stands so 
safe. Iwill lay you ten thousand ducats to your ring, that, 
commend me to the court where your lady is, with no more 
advantage than the opportunity of a second conference, 
and I will bring from thence that honour of hers, which you 
imagine so reserved. 

Post. 1 will wage against your gold, gold to it: my ring 
I hold dear as my finger ; ’tis part of it. 

Tach. You are afraid, and therein the wiser. If you 
buy ladies’ flesh at a million a dram, you cannot preserve 
it from tainting. But I see, you have some religion in you, 
that you fear. 

Post. This is but a custom in your tongue: you bear 
a graver purpose, I hope. 

Tach. 1 am the master of my speeches; and would un- 
dergo what’s spoken, I swear. 

Post. Will you ?—I shall but lend my diamond till your 
return: let there be covenants drawn between us. My 


® on the APPROBATION—] 7. ¢., on the proof, or probation. 
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mistress exceeds in goodness the hugeness of your un- 
worthy thinking: I dare you to this match. Here’s my 
ring. 

Phil. 1 will have it no lay. 

Zach. By the gods it is one.—If I bring you no sufficient 
testimony that I have enjoyed the dearest bodily part of 
your mistress, my ten thousand ducats are yours; so iS 
your diamond too: if I come off, and leave her in such 
honour as you have trust in, she your jewel, this your jewel, 
and my gold, are yours ;/—provided I have your commenda- 
tion for my more free entertainment. 

Post. embrace these conditions; let us have articles 
betwixt us.—Only, thus far you shall answer: if you make 
your voyage upon her, and give me directly to understand 
you have prevailed, I am no farther your enemy ; she is not 
worth our debate: if she remain unseduced (you not 
making it appear otherwise), for your ill opinion, and the 
assault you have made to her chastity, you shall answer 
me with your sword. 

Tach. Your hand: a covenant. We will have these 
things set down by lawful counsel, and straight away 
for Britain, lest the bargain should catch cold, and starve. 
I will fetch my gold, and have our two wagers recorded. 

Post. Agreed. [Exeunt POSTHUMUS and IACHIMO. 

French. Will this hold, think you? 

Phi. Signior Iachimo’ will not from it. Pray, let us 
follow ’em. [ Lxeunt. 


7 and my gold, are yours;] Long notes have been written 
regarding the terms of this wager ; but surely the author’s meaning 
is very clear and very clearly expressed. Nothing is obscure, but the 
notes upon the passage. 
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SCENE V.—Britain. A Room in Cymbeline’s Palace. 


Enter QUEEN, Ladies, and CORNELIUS, a Doctor. 


Queen. Whiles yet the dew’s on ground, gather those 
flowers : 
Make haste. Who has the note of them ? 
first Lady. I, madam. 
Queen. Dispatch. [Lxeunt Ladies. 
Now, master doctor, have you brought those drugs ? 
Cor. Pleaseth your highness, ay: here they are, madam : 
[Presenting a small box. 
But I beseech your grace, without offence, . 
(My conscience bids me ask) wherefore you have 
Commanded of me these most poisonous compounds, 
Which are the movers of a languishing death ; 
But though slow, deadly ? 
Queen. I wonder, doctor, 
Thou ask’st me such a question: have I not been 
Thy pupil long? Hast thou not learn’d me how 
To make perfumes ? distil? preserve ? yea, so 
That our great king himself doth woo me oft 
For my confections ? Having thus far proceeded, 
(Unless thou think’st me devilish) is ’t not meet 
That I did amplify my judgment in 
Other conclusions? I will try the forces 
Of these thy compounds on such creatures as 
We count not worth the hanging (but none human), 
To try the vigour of them, and apply 
Allayments to their act ; and by them gather 
Their several virtues, and effects, 
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Cor. Your highness 
Shall from this practice but make hard your heart : 
Besides, the seeing these effects will be 
Both noisome and infectious. 

Queen. O! content thee.— 

Enter PISANIO. 
[Aside] Here comes a flattering rascal; upon him 
Will I first work: he’s for his master, 
And enemy to my son—How now, Pisanio !— 
Doctor, your service for this time is ended : 
Take your own way. 


Cor. [Aside]. I do suspect you, madam ; 
But you shall do no harm. 
Queen. Hark thee, a word— [Zo PISANIO. 


Cor. [Aside.| 1 do not like her. She doth think she has 
Strange lingering poisons: I do know her spirit, 
And will not trust one of her malice with 
A drug of such damn’d nature. Those she has 
Will stupefy and dull the sense awhile ; 

Which first, perchance, she'll prove on cats and dogs, 
Then afterward up higher ; but there is 

No danger in what show of death it makes, 

More than the locking up the spirits a time, 

To be more fresh, reviving. She is fool’d 

With a most false effect ; and I the truer, 

So to be false with her. 


Queen. No farther service, doctor, 
Until I send for thee. 
Cor. I humbly take my leave. [Ezit. 


Queen. Weeps she still, say’st thou? Dost thou think, 
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She will not quench, and let instruction enter 

Where folly now possesses? Do thou work: 

When thou shalt bring me word she loves my son, 

I’ll tell thee on the instant thou art, then, 

As great as is thy master: greater; for 

His fortunes all lie speechless, and his name 

Is at last gasp: return he cannot, nor 

Continue where he is: to shift his being 

Is to exchange one misery with another, 

And.every day that comes comes to decay 

A day’s work in him. What shalt thou expect, 

To be depender on a thing that leans ? 

Who cannot be new-built ; nor has no friends, 
[Zhe QUEEN drops the box: PISANIO takes it up. 

So much as but to prop him.—Thou tak’st up 

Thou know’st not what ; but take it for thy labour: 

It is a thing I made, which hath the king 

Five times redeem’d from death: I do not know 

What is more cordial :—nay, I prithee, take it ; 

It is an earnest of a farther good 

That I mean to thee. Tell thy mistress how 

The case stands with her: do’t as from thyself, 

Think what a chance thou chancest on; but think 

Thou hast thy mistress still; to boot, my son, 

Who shall! take notice of thee. Ill move the king 

To any shape of thy preferment, such 

As thou ’lt desire ; and then myself, I chiefly, 

That set thee on to this desert, am bound 

To load thy merit richly. Call my women: 

Think on my words. [#xit PISANIO.]—A sly and con- 

stant knave, 
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Not to be shak’d ; the agent for his master, 

And the remembrancer of her to hold 

The hand fast to her lord—I have given him that, 
Which, if he take, shall quite unpeople her 

Of liegers for her sweet ;° and which she after, 
Except she bend her humour, shall be assur’d 

To taste of too. 


Re-enter PISANIO and Ladies. 


.—So, so ;—well done, well done. 


The violets, cowslips, and the primroses, 
Bear to my closet.—Fare thee well, Pisanio ; 


Think on my words. [Exeunt QUEEN and Ladies. 
AOS. And shall do ; 

But when to my good lord I prove untrue, 

I’ll choke myself: there’s all I'll do for you. [Axi. 


SCENE VI.—Another Room in the Same. 


Enter IMOGEN. 


Imo. A father cruel, and a step-dame false ; 
A foolish suitor to a wedded lady, 
That hath her husband banish’d :—O, that husband ! 
My supreme crown of grief! and those repeated 
Vexations of it! Had I been thief-stolen, 
As my two brothers, happy ! but most miserable 


8 Of LIEGERS for her sweet :] The meaning is, that it will deprive 
Imogen of the “lieger”, or ambassador, residing with her to represent 
and maintain the interests of his master. Possibly “sweet”, ought to 


be suite, and it is ste in the Corr. fol. 1632. 
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Is the desire that’s glorious : blest be those, 
How mean soe’er, that have their honest wills, 
Which seasons comfort——Who may this be? Fie! 


Enter PISANIO and ITACHIMO. 


Pis. Madam, a noble gentleman of Rome 
Comes from my lord with letters. 
Lach. Change you, madam ? 
The worthy Leonatus is in safety, 
And greets your highness dearly. [Presenting a letter. 
[mo., Thanks, good sir: 
You are kindly welcome. 
Lach. All of her, that is out of door, most rich ! [Aszde. 
If she be furnish’d with a mind so rare, 
She is alone the Arabian bird ; and I 
Have lost the wager. Boldness be my friend ! 
Arm me, audacity, from head to foot, 
Or, like the Parthian, I shall flying fight ; 
Rather, directly fly. 
L[mo. |Reads.] 

He is one of the noblest note, to whose kindnesses I am 
most infinitely tied. Reflect upon him accordingly, as you value 
your truest— LEONATUS. 
So far I read aloud ; 

But even the very middle of my heart 
Is warm’d by the rest, and takes it thankfully.— 
You are as welcome, worthy sir, as I 
Have words to bid you ; and shall find it so 
In all that I can do. 
Lach. Thanks, fairest lady. — 
What! are men mad? Hath nature given them eyes 
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To see this vaulted arch, and the rich cope 

Of sea and land, which can distinguish ’twixt 

The fiery orbs above, and the twinn’d stones 

Upon the unnumber’d beach ;° and can we not 

Partition make, with spectacles so precious, | 

’Twixt fair and foul ? 
Imo. What makes your admiration ° 
Tach. It cannot be i’ the eye; for apes and monkeys, 

’Twixt two such shes, would chatter this way, and 

Contemn with mows the other: nor i’ the judgment ; 

For idiots, in this case of favour, would \ 

Be wisely definite: nor i’ the appetite ; Width 5 

Sluttery, to such neat excellence oppos’d, wis 

Should make desire vomit emptiness, 

Not so allur’d to feed. 
Imo. What is the matter, trow ? Wit) 
Lach. The cloyed will, 

That satiate yet unsatisfied desire, 

That tub both fill’d and running, ravening first 

The lamb, longs after for the garbage. 

Imo. What, dear sir, 

Thus raps you? Are you well? 

Tach. Thanks, madam, well.—Beseech you, sir, desire " | 
[Zo PISANIO. 
My man’s abode where I did leave him: he 
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To give him welcome. [Hxit PISANIO. ‘el 


® Upon the UNNUMBER’D beach ;] Theobald’s emendation, sup- 
ported by the old Corrector of the folio 1632 : the old reading is “the 
numbered beach”, which surely is nonsense. . 
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Imo. Continues well my lord? His health, beseech you ? 
Lach. Well, madam. 
Imo. Is he dispos’d to mirth? I hope he is. 
Jach. Exceeding pleasant ; none, a stranger there, 
So merry and so gamesome: he is call’d 
The Briton reveller. 
Imo. When he was here, 
He did incline to sadness ; and oft-times 
Not knowing why. 
Lach. I never saw him sad. 
There is a Frenchman his companion, one 
An eminent monsieur, that, it seems, much loves 
A Gallian girl at home ; he furnaces 
The thick sighs from him, whiles the jolly Briton 
(Your lord, I mean) laughs from’s free lungs, cries, O / 
Can my sides hold, to think that man—who knows 
By history, report, or his own proof, 
What woman is, yea, what she cannot choose 
But must be—will his free hours languish 
For assured bondage ? 
Imo. Will my lord say so? 
Tach. Ay, madam, with his eyes in flood with laughter : 
It is a recreation to be by, 
And hear him mock the Frenchman. But, heavens know, 
Some men are much to blame. 
Imo. Not he, I hope. 
Iach. Not he; but yet heaven’s bounty towards him 
might 
Be us’d more thankfully. In himself, ’tis much ; 
In you,—which I count his beyond all talents,— 
Whilst I am bound to wonder, I am bound 
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To pity too. 
Imo. What do you pity, sir? 
lach. Two creatures, heartily. 
Imo. Am I one, sir? 


You look on me: what wreck discern you in me 
Deserves your pity ? 

Lach. Lamentable! What! 
To hide me from the radiant sun, and solace 
I’ the dungeon by a snuff? 

[mo. I pray you, sir, 
Deliver with more openness your answers 
To my demands. Why do you pity me? 

Tach. That others do, 

I was about to say, enjoy your—But 
It is an office of the gods to venge it, 
Not mine to speak on ’t. 

Imo. You do seem to know 
Something of me, or what concerns me: pray you, 
(Since doubting things go ill, often hurts more 
Than to be sure they do ; for certainties 
Either are past remedies, or, timely knowing, 

The remedy then born) discover to me 
What both you spur and stop. 

Lach. Had I this cheek 
To bathe my lips upon ; this hand, whose touch, 
Whose every touch, would force the feeler’s soul 
To the oath of loyalty ; this object, which 
Takes prisoner the wild motion of mine eye, 
Fixing it only here ; should I (damn’d then) 
Slaver with lips as common as the stairs 
That mount the Capitol ; join gripes with hands 


ee ae 
‘gk 


(OT i ge ne a A a a et nn 
hae t eS Pe FDDLN eAGOGh ee in PRET 7 Pr BF 
~ --¢ «2 PP EE a a J Rn Ser 
—~ =< ——— 2 
, 


= Se _— — 


28 Cymbeline. [ACT a 


Made hard with hourly falsehood (falsehood as 
With labour), then bo-peeping in an eye, 

Base and illustrous! as the smoky light 
That’s fed with stinking tallow, it were fit, 
That all the plagues of hell should at one time 
Encounter such revolt. 


Imo. My lord, I fear, 
Has forgot Britain. 
Lach. And himself. Not I, 


Inclin’d to this intelligence, pronounce 
The beggary of his change ; but ’tis your graces 
That from my mutest conscience to my tongue, 
Charms this report out. 

Imo. Let me hear no more. 

Lach. O dearest soul! your cause doth strike my heart 
With pity, that doth make me sick. A lady 
So fair, and fasten’d to an empery 
Would make the great’st king double, to be partner’d 
With tomboys, hir’d with that self exhibition 
Which your own coffers yield! with diseas’d ventures, 
That play with all infirmities for gold 
Which rottenness can lend nature! such boil’d stuff, 
As well might poison poison! Be reveng’d, 
Or she that bore you was no queen, and you 
Recoil from your great stock. 

Imo. Reveng’d ! 


10 Base and ILLUSTROUS—] Modern editors change “illustrous” to 
unlustrous, which may be more strictly correct ; but the word is 
“illustrious” in all the folios. In the preceding line J0-peeping (play- 
ing, as it were, at bo-peep) is misprinted “dy peeping”. This excel- 
Jent emendation is from the Corr. fol. 1632. 
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How should I be reveng’d? If this be true, 
(As I have such a heart, that both mine ears 
Must not in haste abuse), if it be true, 

How should I be reveng’d ? 

Lach. Should he make me 
Live, like Diana’s priest, betwixt cold sheets, 
Whiles he is vaulting variable ramps, 

In your despite, upon your purse? Revenge it. 
I dedicate myself to your sweet pleasure, 

More noble than that runagate to your bed, 
And will continue fast to your affection, 

Still close, as sure. 

Imo. What ho, Pisanio ! 

Tach. Let me my service tender on your lips. 

Imo. Away !—I do condemn mine ears,’ that have 
So long attended thee.—If thou wert honourable, 
Thou wouldst have told this tale for virtue, not 
For such an end thou seek’st, as base as strange. 
Thou wrong’st a gentleman, who is as far 
From thy report, as thou from honour ; and 
Solicit’st here a lady, that disdains 
Thee and the devil alike.—What ho, Pisanio !— 
The king my father shall be made acquainted 
Of thy assault : if he shall think it fit, 

A saucy stranger, in his court, to mart 
As in a Romish stew, and to expound 
His beastly mind to us, he hath a court 
He little cares for, and a daughter whom 


1 I do CONDEMN mine ears,] Posssibly, “condemn” ought to be 
contemn : possibly, too, “assault”, farther on, ought to be zwswét, but 
of course we make no change where the sense is clear. 
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| He not respects at all—What ho, Pisanio !— 
| Lach. O happy Leonatus! I may say : 
i | The credit, that thy lady hath of thee, 
| | Deserves thy trust ; and thy most perfect goodness 
Her assur’d credit.—Blessed live you long! 
A lady to the worthiest sir, that ever 
| Country call’d his; and you his mistress, only 
| | For the most worthiest fit. Give me your pardon. 
| I have spoke this, to know if your affiance 
| {! Were deeply rooted ; and shall make your lord, 
That which he is, new o'er: and he is one 
| | The truest manner’d ; such a holy witch, 
1, That he enchants societies unto him: 
| Half all men’s hearts are his, 
L[mo. You make amends. 
Hi Lach. He sits ’mongst men, like a descended god 
| | He hath a kind of honour sets him off, 
oy ty More than a mortal seeming. Be not angry, 
{ na Most mighty princess, that I have adventur’d 
N 1) To try your taking of a false report ; which hath 
r ] Honour'd with confirmation your great judgment 
In the election of a sir so rare, 

Which, you know, cannot err. The love I bear him 
wat Made me to fan you thus ; but the gods made you, 
| Unlike all others, chaffless. Pray, your pardon. 
| Imo. All’s well, sir. Take my power i’ the court for yours. 
| Lach. My humbie thanks. I had almost forgot 
T’ entreat your grace but in a small request, 


) * —like a DESCENDED god:] The first folio has defended, cor- 
rected to “descended” in the second folio. 


Sc. VI.] Cymbeline. 


And yet of moment too, for it concerns 
Your lord; myself and other noble friends, 
Are partners in the business. 
Imo. Pray, what ist? 
Tach. Some dozen Romans of us, and your lord, 
(The best feather of our wing), have mingled sums, 
To buy a present for the emperor ; 
Which I, the factor for the rest, have done 
In France: ’tis plate of rare device, and jewels 
Of rich and exquisite form. Their value’s great, 
And I am something curious, being strange, 
To have them in safe stowage: may it please you 
To take them in protection ? 
Imo. Willingly, 
And pawn mine honour for their safety: since 
My lord hath interest in them, I will keep them 
In my bed-chamber. 
Lach. They are in a trunk, 
Attended by my men: I will make bold 
To send them to you, only for this night ; 
I must aboard to-morrow. 
Imo. O! no, no. 
Tach. Yes, 1 beseech ; or I shall short my word, 
By lengthening my return. From Gallia 
I cross’d the seas on purpose, and on promise 
To see your grace. 


Imo. I thank you for your pains ; 
But not away to-morrow ? 
Lach. O! I must, madam: 


Therefore, I shall beseech you, if you please 
To greet your lord with writing, do’t to night : 
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I have outstood my time, which is material 
To the tender of our present. 
Imo. I will write. 
Send your trunk to me: it shall safe be kept, 
And truly yielded you. You’re very welcome. [Fxeunt. 


ACT SLE 


SCENE I.— Court before Cymbeline’s palace. 


Enter CLOTEN, and two Lords. 


Clo. Was there ever man had such luck ? when I kissed 
the jack? upon an up-cast to be hit away! I had a hun- 
dred pound on’t: and then a whoreson jackanapes must 
take me up for swearing ; as if I borrowed mine oaths of 
him, and might not spend them at my pleasure. 

First Lord. What got he by that ? You have broke his 
pate with your bowl. 

Second Lord. [Aside.| If his wit had been like him that 
broke it, it would have run all out. 

Clo. When a gentleman is disposed to swear, it is not 
for any standers-by to curtail his oaths, ha ? 


* —when I kissed the JAcK—] At bowls, what we now always 
term “the jack”, in Shakespeare’s time was most frequently called the 
mistress, but sometimes the master, more rarely “the jack”. 
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Second Lord. No, my lord; [Aszde] nor crop the ears of L H 
them. & 
Clo. Whoreson dog !—I give him satisfaction ? | 
Would he had been one of my rank! 
Second Lord. |Aside.| To have smelt like a fool. | 
Clo. I am not vexed more at any thing in the earth.— | 
A pox on’t! I had rather not be so noble as I am: they 
dare not fight with me, because of the queen my mother : 
every jack-slave hath his belly full of fighting, and I must go 
up and down like a cock that nobody can match. 
Second Lord. |Aside.| You are cock and capon too; and 4 
you crow, cock, with your comb on. Wit iiss 
Clo. Sayest thou ? | 
Second Lord. It is not fit your lordship should under- 
take every companion that you give offence to. i} | 
Clo. No, I know that; but it is fit I should commit 
offence to my inferiors. 
Second Lord. Ay, it is fit for your lordship only. 
Clo. Why, so I say. h 
First Lord. Did you hear of a stranger that’s come to 
court to-night ? 
Clo. A stranger, and I not know on’t! Lod 
Second Lord. [Aside.| He’s a strange fellow himself, ; | 
and knows it not. | 
First Lord. There’s an Italian come; and, ’tis thought, ¥ 
one of Leonatus’ friends. Fs 
Clo. Leonatus! a banished rascal; and he’s another, on 
whatsoever he be. Who told you of this stranger ? Bi 
First Lord. One of your lordship’s pages. ‘i 1} 
Clo. Is it fit I went to look upon him? Is there no ht 
derogation in ’t ? 
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34 Cymbeline. (se: if. 
First Lord. You cannot derogate, my lord. 
Clo. Not easily, I think. 
Second Lord. [Aside.| You are a fool granted ; therefore, 
your issues being foolish do not derogate. 
Clo. Come, I’ll go see this Italian. What I have lost 
to-day at bowls, I'll win to-night of him. Come, go. 
Second Lord. 1’\l attend your lordship. 
[ Exeunt CLOTEN and first Lord. 
That such a crafty devil as is his mother 
Should yield the world this ass! a woman that 
Bears all down with her brain ; and this her son 
Cannot take two from twenty for his heart, 
And leave eighteen. Alas, poor princess ! 
Thou divine Imogen, what thou endurest, 
Betwixt a father by thy step-dame govern’d ; 
A mother hourly coining plots ; a wooer, 
More hateful than the foul expulsion is 
Of thy dear husband, than that horrid act 
Of the divorce he’d make! The heavens hold firm 
The walls of thy dear honour ; keep unshak’d 
That temple, thy fair mind ; that thou may’st stand, 
T’ enjoy thy banish’d lord, and this great land! ET) 


ScENE IL.—A bedchamber ; in one part of tt a large trunk. 


IMOGEN reading in her bed ; HELEN attending. 


Imo. Who’s there? my woman, Helen? 


Flel. Please you, madam. 
Limo. What hour is it? 
Fel. Almost midnight, madam. 
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Imo. Vhave read three hours, then. Mine eyes are weak ; i 
Fold down the leaf where I have left : to bed. : 
Take not away the taper ; leave it burning ; 
And if thou canst awake by four o’ the clock, | 
I prithee call me. Sleep hath seiz’d me wholly. HP 

[Zact Helen. | 
To your protection I commend me, gods! 
From fairies, and the tempters of the night, 
Guard me, beseech ye ! 
[She sleeps. YACHIMO rises out of the trunk. 

Tach. The crickets sing, and man’s o’er-labour’d sense 
Repairs itself by rest: our Tarquin thus 
Did softly press the rushes,* ere he waken’d 
The chastity he wounded.—Cytherea, 

How bravely thou becom’st thy bed! fresh lily, 

And whiter than the sheets! That I might touch! 

But kiss; one kiss!—Rubies unparagon’d, =[K7sszng her. 

How dearly they do’t !Tis her breathing that iy 
Perfumes the chamber thus: the flame o’ the taper | 
Bows toward her, and would under-peep her lids, 

To see the enclosed lights, now canopied 

Under these windows ; white and azure, lac’d 

With blue of heaven’s own tinct—But my. design ’s } 
To note the chamber : I will write all down :— y 
Such and such pictures :—there the window ; such 

Th’ adornment of her bed :—the arras, figures, 

Why, such and such ;—and the contents o’ the story.— 
Ah! but some natural notes about her body, 
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4 Did softly press the RUSHES,] It need hardly be repeated that 
apartments of old were usually strewed with green rushes, instead of | | 
being carpeted. | a 
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Above ten thousand meaner moveables 
Would testify, t’ enrich mine inventory : 
O sleep, thou ape of death, lie dull upon her! 
And be her sense but as a monument, 
Thus in a chapel lying !—Come off, come off ;— 
[Removing her bracelet. 
As slippery, as the Gordian knot was hard !— 
’Tis mine; and this will witness outwardly, 
As strongly as the conscience does within, 
To the madding of her lord.—On her left breast 
A mole cinque-spotted, like the crimson drops 
I’ the bottom of a cowslip! here’s a voucher, 
Stronger than ever law could make : this secret 
Will force him think I have pick’d the lock, and ta’en 
The treasure of her honour. No more.—To what end, 
Why should I write this down, that’s riveted, 
Screw’d to my memory? She hath been reading late 
The tale of Tereus ; here the leaf’s turn’d down 
Where Philomel gave up.—I have enough ! 
To the trunk again, and shut the spring of it. 
Swift, swift, you dragons of the night, that dawning 
May bare the raven’s eye :> I lodge in fear ; 
Though this a heavenly angel, hell is here. [Clock strikes. 
One, two, three,—time, time! 
[Retiring into the trunk. The scene closes. 


5’ May BARE the raven’s eye:] Perhaps “bare” is a misprint for 
dare, t. é., dazzle as daring glasses were of old used to dazzle the eyes 
of larks : the Corr. fol. 1632 has dare for ““bare”—an easy misprint ; 
but as “bare” is intelligible, we do not alter the text. 
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SCENE IIL—Ax Antechamber adjoining Imogen’s 
Apartment. 


Enter CLOTEN and Lords. 


First Lord. Your lordship is the most patient man in 
loss ; the most coldest that ever turned up ace. 

Clo. It would make any man cold to lose. 

First Lord. But not every man patient, after the noble 
temper of your lordship. You are most hot, and furious, 
when you win. 

Clo. Winning will put any man into courage. If I could 
get this foolish Imogen, I should have gold enough. It’s 
almost morning, is ’t not ? 

First Lord. Day, my lord. ea 

Clo. TY would this music would come. I am advised to 
give her music o’ mornings ; they say, it will penetrate. 


Enter Musicians. 
Come on; tune: if you can penetrate her with your finger- 
ing, so; we'll try with tongue too : if none will do, let her 
remain ; but I’ll never give o’er. First, a very excellent 
good conceited thing; after, a wonderful sweet air, with 
admirable rich words to it,—and then let her consider. 


SONG. 


Hark ! hark ! the lark at heaven’s gate sings, 
And Pheebus ’gins arise, 

His steeds to water at those springs 

On chalic’d flowers that lies ; 
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And winking Mary-buds begin 
To ope their golden eyes ; 
With every thing that pretty is,° 

My lady sweet, arise ; 


| Arise, arise ! 


) 

aa | Clo. So, get you gone. If this penetrate, I will consider 

I 4 1 your music the better: if it do not, it is a vice? in her ears, 

ae | I which horse-hairs, and calves’-guts, nor the voice of un- 
paved eunuch to boot, can never amend. 

Ht ig | [Exeunt Musicians. 

; Second Lord. Here comes the king. 


Se pee ret me 


Enter CYMBELINE and QUEEN. 


Clo. I am glad I was up so late, for that’s the reason I 
was up so early: he cannot choose but take this service I 
have done, fatherly—Good morrow to your majesty, and 
| to my gracious mother. 

| ih Cym. Attend you here the door of our stern daughter ? 
Te Will she not forth ? 
Clo. I have assailed her with music, but she vouchsafes 
no notice. 

Cym. The exile of her minion is too new ; 

She hath not yet forgot him : some more time 
Must wear the print of his remembrance out, 
And then she’s yours. 
Queen. You are most bound to the king, 


ee 


f 6 With every thing that pretty IS,] So all the old copies, and not 

“pretty dz”, as Sir T. Hanmer altered the text. In this kind of 

) ballad-measure, it was not required that.each line should have its 
| rhyme—rather the contrary. 

7 —it isa VICE] “Vice” is printed vozce in all the folios. 


SES ae Cymbeline. 


Who lets go by no vantages, that may 
Prefer you to his daughter. Frame yourself 
To orderly solicits, and be friended | 
With aptness of the season: make denials ; 
Increase your services: so seem, as if 
You were inspir’d to do those duties which | | 
You tender to her; that you in all obey her, 
Save when command to your dismission tends ; Wi 
And therein you are senseless. 

Clo. Senseless ? not so. 


Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. So like you, sir, ambassadors from Rome ; 
The one is Caius Lucius. 

Cym. A worthy fellow, a 
Albeit he comes on angry purpose now ; Sy 
But that’s no fault of his: we must receive him 
According to the honour of his sender ; 

And towards himself, his goodness forespent on us, 
We must extend our notice.—Our dear son, 
When you have given good morning to your mistress, 
Attend the queen and us; we shall have need 
To employ you towards this Roman.—Come, our queen. 
[Exeunt CYM., QUEEN, Lords azd Messenger. 
Clo. If she be up, I’ll speak with her ; if not, 
Let her lie still, and dream.—By your leave, ho !— 
| Knocking. 
I know her women are about her: what 
If I do line one of their hands? ’Tis gold 
Which buys admittance ; oft it doth ; yea, and makes 
Diana’s rangers false themselves, yield up 
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Their deer to the stand o’ the stealer ; and ’tis gold 
Which makes the true man kill’d, and saves the thief ; 
Nay, sometime hangs both thief and true man: what 
Can it not do and undo? I will make 

One of her women lawyer to me; for 

I yet not understand the case myself. 


By your leave. [Knocking agai. 


finter a Lady. 
Lady. Who’s there that knocks? 


Clo. A gentleman. 
Lady. No more? 
Clo. Yes, and a gentlewoman’s son. 

Lady. That’s more 


Than some, whose tailors are as dear as yours, 
Can justly boast of. What’s your lordship’s pleasure ? 
Clo. Your lady’s person: is she ready ? 
Lady. Ay, 
To keep her chamber. 
Clo. There’s gold for you: sell me your good report. 
Lady. How! my good name? or to report of you 
What I shall think is good ?—The princess 


Enter IMOGEN. 


Clo. Good morrow, fairest: sister, your sweet hand. 
mo. Good morrow, sir. You lay out too much pains 
For purchasing but trouble : the thanks I give, 
Is telling you that I am poor of thanks, 
And scarce can spare them. [Ax2t Lady. 
Clo. Still, I swear, I love you. 
‘mo. If you but said so, ’twere as deep with me: 
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If you swear still, your recompense is still 
ibiratelweoard it not. 
Clo. This is no answer. 
Imo. But that you shall not say, I yield being silent, 
I would not speak. I pray you, spare me: faith, 
I shall unfold equal discourtesy 
To your best kindness. One of your great knowing 
Should learn, being taught, forbearance. 
Clo. To leave you in your madness, ’twere my sin: 
I will not. 
Imo. Fools are not mad folks. 
Clo. 
Imo. As 1 am mad, I do: 
If you'll be patient, I’ll no more be mad ; 
That cures us both. I am much sorry, sir, 
You put me to forget a lady’s manners, 
By being so verbal: and learn now, for all, 
That I, which know my heart, do here pronounce, 
By the very truth of it, I care not for you ; 
And am so near the lack of charity, 
(To accuse myself) I hate you; which I had rather 
You felt, than make ’t my boast. 
Clo. 
Obedience, which you owe your father. 
The contract you pretend with that base wretch, 
(One, bred of alms, and foster’d with cold dishes, 
With scraps o’ the court) it is no contract, none : 
And though it be allow’d in meaner parties 
(Yet who than he more mean ?) to knit their souls 
(On whom there is no more dependency 


You sin against 
Eor 


Do you call me fool ? 
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But brats and beggary) in self-figur’d knot,® 
Yet you are curb’d from that enlargement by 
The consequence o’ the crown, and must not soil ® 
The precious note of it with a base slave, 
A hilding for a livery,! a squire’s cloth, 
A pantler, not so eminent. 
Imo. Profane fellow ! 
Wert thou the son of Jupiter, and no more 
But what thou art besides, thou wert too base 
To be his groom: thou wert dignified enough, 
Even to the point of envy, if ’twere made 
Comparative for your virtues, to be styl’d 
The under-hangman of his kingdom, and hated 
For being preferr’d so well. 
Clo. The south-fog rot him! 
Imo. He never can meet more mischance, than come 
To be but nam’d of thee. His meanest garment, 
That ever hath but clipp’d his body, is dearer 
In my respect than all the hairs above thee, © 
Were they all made such men.—How now, Pisanio ! 


Enter PISANIO. 
Clo. His garment? Now, the devil— | 
Imo. To Dorothy, my woman, hie thee presently.— 


Clo. His garment ? 
mo. I am sprited with a fool ; 


8 __in self-FIGUR’D knot,] Possibly we ought to read, “self-fuger'@”, 
a knot tied by themselves only. 

® _and must not SOIL] The modern reading has properly been 
soil for “foil”, as it is printed in all the old editions. 

1 A HILDING for a livery,] A “hilding” was a low wretch. The 
word has occurred several times already in the same sense: see 
The Taming of the Shrew, act ii, sc. 1, p. 56, etc. 


all 
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Frighted, and anger’d worse.—Go, bid my woman 
Search for a jewel, that too casually 

Hath left mine arm: it was thy master’s; ‘shrew me, 
If I would lose it for a revenue 

Of any king’s in Europe. I do think 

I saw ’t this morning: confident I am 

Last night twas on mine arm ; I kissed it. 

I hope it be not gone to tell my lord 

That I kiss aught but him. 


TES ’Twill not be lost. 
Imo. I hope so: go and search. [£xit PISANIO, 
Clo. You have abus’d me. 
His meanest garment ! 
[no. Ay ; I said so, sir. 


If you will make ’t an action, call witness to't. 

Clo. I will inform your father. 

Imo. Your mother too: 
She’s my good lady ; and will conceive, I hope, 
But the worst of me. So I leave you, sir, 


To the worst of discontent. Paras 
Clo. I’ ll be reveng’d.— 
His meanest garment !—Well. eae 


SCENE I1V.—Rome. Az Apartment in Philario’s Honse. 


Enter POSTHUMUS and PHILARIO. 


Post. Fear it not, sir: I would I were so sure 
To win the king, as I am bold her honour 


Will remain hers. 
Phi. What means do you make to him? 


Post. Not any ; but abide the change of time , 
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Quake in the present winter’s state, and wish 
That warmer days would come. In these fear'd hopes, 
I barely gratify your love ; they failing, 
I must die much your debtor. 

Phi. Your very goodness, and your company, ~ 
O’erpays all I can do. By this, your king 
Hath heard of great Augustus: Caius Lucius 
Will do’s commission throughly ; and, I think, 
He’ll grant the tribute, send the arrearages, 
Or look upon our Romans, whose remembrance 
Is yet fresh in their grief. 

Post. I do believe, 
(Statist though I am none, nor like to be) 
That this will prove a war ; and you shall hear 
The legion, now in Gallia, sooner landed 
In our not-fearing Britain, than have tidings 
Of any penny tribute paid. Our countrymen 
Are men more order’d, than when Julius Cesar 
Smil’d at their lack of skill, but found their courage 
Worthy his frowning at: their discipline 
(Now mingled with their courage) will make known 
To their approvers, they are people, such 
That mend upon the world. 


Enter [ACHIMO. 


Phi. See! Iachimo ? [ Surprised. 
Post. The swiftest harts have posted you by land, 
And winds of all the corners kiss’d your sails, 


To make your vessel nimble. 
Phi. Welcome, sir. 


Post. I hope the briefness of your answer made 
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The speediness of your return. 
Lach. Your lady 
Is one the fairest that I have look’d upon. 
Post. And, therewithal, the best ; or let her beauty 
Look through a casement to allure false hearts, 
And be false with them. 


Lach. Here are letters for you. 
Post. Their tenor good, [ trust. [ Taking them. 
Lach. ’Tis very like. 


Pii. Was Caius Lucius? in the Britain court, 
When you were there ? 


Lach. He was expected then, 
But not approach’d. 
Post. All is well yet.-— 


Sparkles this stone as it was wont? or is’t not 
Too dull for your good wearing ? 
Lach. If I had lost it, 
I should have lost the worth of it in gold. 
I’ll make a journey twice as far, t’ enjoy 
A second night of such sweet shortness which 
Was mine in Britain ; for the ring is won. 
Post. The stone’s too hard to come by. 
Lach. Not a whit, 
Your lady being so easy. 
Ost. Make not, sir, 
Your loss your sport: I hope you know that we 
Must not continue friends, 


2 Was Caius Lucius, etc.] In all the folios, this speech is given to 
Posthumus, but most likely by mistake: Philario takes up the 
conversation, while Posthumus is employed in eagerly reading the 
letters lachimo had brought him. 
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Lach. Good sir, we must, 
If you keep covenant. Had I not brought 
The knowledge of your mistress home, I grant 
We were to question farther ; but I now 
Profess myself the winner of her honour, 
Together with your ring ; and not the wronger 
Of her, or you, having proceeded but 
By both your wills. 

Post. If you can make’t apparent 
That you have tasted her in bed, my hand 
And ring is yours: if not, the foul opinion 
You had of her pure honour, gains, or loses, 

Your sword or mine; or masterless leaves both 
To who shall find them. 

Lach. Sir, my circumstances, 
Being so near the truth, as I will make them, 
Must first induce you to believe : whose strength 
I will confirm with oath ; which, I doubt not, 
You’ll give me leave to spare, when you shall find 
You need it not. 

Post. Proceed. 

Lach. First, her bedchamber, 
(Where, I confess, I slept not ; but profess, 

Had that was well worth watching) it was hang’d 
With tapestry of silk and silver; the story, 

Proud Cleopatra, when she met her Roman, 

And Cydnus swell’d above the banks, or for 

The press of boats, or pride: a piece of work 

So bravely done, so rich, that it did strive 

In workmanship and value ; which, I wonder’d, 
Could be so rarely and exactly wrought, 


Se Lvs] Cymbeline. 


Since the true life on’t ’twas—® 

Post. fBhisvisutrue 
And this you might have heard of here, by me, \ 
Or by some other. R | 


Lach. More particulars 
Must justify my knowledge. | 
Post. So they must, 
Or do your honour injury, | 
Lach. The chimney 


Is south the chamber ; and the chimney-piece, 
Chaste Dian bathing: never saw I figures 

So likely to report themselves: the cutter 
Was as another nature, dumb ; outwent her, 
Motion and breath left out. 

Post. This is a thing, 
Which you might from relation likewise reap, 
Being, as it is, much spoke of. 

Lach. The roof o’ the chamber 
With golden cherubins is fretted : her andirons i 
(I had forgot them) were two winking Cupids* 

Of silver, each on one foot standing, nicely 


Depending on their brands. 
OST. This is her honour — 


Let it be granted, you have seen all this (and praise 
Be given to your remembrance) the description 


3 Since the true life on’t "TWAS—] @.¢., Since it was the true life of 
it : the folio 1623 omitted the letter ¢ (supplied by the Corr. fol. 1632) 
and thus occasioned needless controversy. 
4 two WINKING Cupids—] “Two winged Cupids” in the Corr. 
fol. 1632 ; but as “winking” may have been the poet’s word (though ) 
blind Cupids could hardly wink) we make no alteration. ( 
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48 Cymbeline. [ACT II. 


Of what is in her chamber, nothing saves 
The wager you have laid. 
Lach. Then, if. you can, 
Be pale: I beg but leave to air this jewel ; see !— 
[Producing the bracelet from tts case. 
And now ’tis up again: it must be married 
To that your diamond ; I'll keep them. 
Post. Jove !— 
Once more let me behold it. Is it that 
Which I left with her? 
Lach. Sir (I thank her) that: 
She stripp’d it from her arm; I see her yet ; 
Her pretty action did outsell her gift, 
And yet enrich’d it too. She gave it me, 
And said she priz’d it once. . 


TOT May be she pluck’d it off 
To sendntsine 
Lach. She writes so to you, doth she? 


Post. O! no, no, no; ’tis true.—Here, take this too ; 
[Offering the ring. 

It is a basilisk unto mine eye, 
Kills me to look on’t.—Let there be no honour 
Where there is beauty ; truth where semblance, love 
Where there’s another man: the vows of women 
Of no more bondage be, to where they are made, 
Than they are to their virtues, which is nothing.— 
O, above measure false ! 

Pie Have patience, sir, 
And take your ring again; “tis not yet won: 
It may be probable she lost it ; or, 
Who knows, if one of her women, being corrupted, 


Se. LVs| Cymbeline. 


Hath stolen it from her ? 
Post. Very true ; 
And so I hope he came by’t.—Back, my ring.— 
[Restoring it to his finger. 
Render to me some corporal sign about her, 
More evident than this, for this was stolen. 
Tach. By Jupiter, I had it from her arm. 
Post. Hark you, he swears ; by Jupiter he swears. 
’Tis true ;—nay, keep the ring—'tis true. (Offering the ring.| 
I am sure 
She would not lose it: her attendants are 
All sworn, and honourable :—they induc’d to steal it! 
And by a stranger !—No, he hath enjoy’d her : 
The cognizance of her incontinency 
Is this :—she hath bought the name of whore thus dearly.— 
There, take thy hire; and all the fiends of hell 
Divide themselves between you ! [Giving the ring. 
11 Sir, be patient. 
This is not strong enough to be believ'd 
Of one persuaded well of—— - 


Ost. Never talk on’t ; 
She hath been colted by him. 
Lach. If you seek 


For farther satisfying—under her breast 
(Worthy the pressing)’ lies:a mole, right proud 
Of that most delicate lodging: by my life, 

I kiss’d it, and it gave me present hunger 

To feed again, though full. You do remember 
This stain upon her? 


’ (Worthy THE pressing) ] The folios all read her for “the”; an 
alteration made by Rowe. 
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50 Cymbeline. [ACTHIT 


Post. Ay, and it doth confirm 
Another stain, as big as hell can hold, 
Were there no more but it. 
Lach. Will you hear more ? 
Post. Spare your arithmetic :. never count the turns ; 
Once, and a million ! 
Lach. I'll be sworn,—— 
IOUS No swearing. 
If you will swear you have not done ’t, you lie ; 
And I will kill thee, if thou dost deny 
Thou’st made me cuckold. 
Lach. I will deny nothing. 
Post. O, that Ithad hey here, to tear her limb=meale 
I will go there, and do’t; i’ the court ; before 
Her father.—I ll do something—-— (Extt. 
Phi. Quite besides 
The government of patience !—You have won: 
Let’s follow him, and-pervert the present wrath 
He hath against himself. 
Lach. With all my heart. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE V.—The Same. Another Room in the Same. 
Lintey POSTHUMUS. 


Post. Is there no way for men to be, but women 
Must be half-workers? We are all bastards ; 
And that most venerable man, which I 
Did call my father, was I know not where 
When I was stamped ; some coiner with his tools 
Made me a counterfeit : yet my mother seemed 
The Dian of that time ; so doth my wife 


SE" V2] Cymbeline. 


The nonpareil of this—O vengeance, vengeance! 
Me of my lawful pleasure she restrain’d, i 
And pray’d me oft forbearance; did it with i 
A pudency so rosy, the sweet view on t . 

Might well have warm’d old Saturn ; that I thought her 
As chaste as unsunn’d snow :—O, all the devils !— 

This yellow Iachimo, in an hour,—was "t not ?— 

Or less,—at first ; perchance he spoke not, but, 

Like a full-acorn’d boar, a foaming one,° 

Cried OL / and mounted ; found no opposition 

But what he look’d for should oppose, and she 

Should from encounter guard. Could I find out 

The woman’s part in me! For there’s no motion 

That tends to vice in man, but I affirm 

It is the woman’s part: be it lying, note it, ee 
The woman’s ; flattering, hers ; deceiving, hers ; RS 
Lust and rank thoughts, hers, hers; revenges, hers 
Ambitions, covetings, change of prides, disdain, it 
Nice longing, slanders, mutability, 1 
All faults that may be nam’d; nay, that hell knows, 

Why, hers, in part or all: but, TAthet rkles 

For even to vice 

They are not constant, but are changing still 

One vice, but of a minute old, for one 

Not half so old as that. I’ll write against them, 

Detest them, curse them.—Yet ’tis greater skill 

In a true hate, to pray they have their will: 

The very devils cannot plague them better. [fezee. 


¢ _g FOAMING ONE,] Misprinted in all the old copies “a Farmen 
on” « the emendation is that of the Corr. fol. 1632. Chapman, in his ih 
Iliad, b. xi, speaks of a boar’s “Jather-making jaws’. 
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SCENE I.—Britain. A Room of State in Cymbeline’s 
Palace. 


Enter CYMBELINE, QUEEN, CLOTEN, avd Lords, at one 
door ; and at another, CAIUS LUCIUS and Attendants. 


Cym. Now say, what would Augustus Ceesar with us? 
Luc. When Julius Czsar (whose remembrance yet 

Lives in men’s eyes, and will to ears, and tongues, 

Be theme and hearing ever) was in this Britain, 

And conquer’d it, Cassibelan, thine uncle, 

(Famous in Cesar’s praises, no whit less 

Than in his feats deserving it) for him, 

And his succession, granted Rome a tribute, 

Yearly three thousand pounds ; which by thee lately 

Is left untender’d. 


Queen. And, to kill the marvel, 
Shall be so ever. 
Clo. There be many Cesars, 


Ere such another Julius. Britain is 
A world by itself; and we will nothing pay 
For wearing our own noses. 

Queen. That opportunity, 
Which then they had to take from us, to resume 
We have again. Remember, sir, my liege, 

The kings your ancestors, together with 


7 at one door; | This’is the stage-direction in the folios, and, no 
doubt, in the simplicity and poverty of our old stage, they did so enter. 


SOr | Cymbeline. 


See 


The natural bravery of your isle ; which stands L 
As Neptune's park, ribbed and paled in q 
With rocks unscaleable,® and roaring waters ; | 
With sands, that will not bear your enemies’ boats, | 
But suck them up to the top-mast. A kind of conquest 
Cesar made here; but made not here his brag 

Of came, and saw, and overcame : with shame 

(The first that ever touch’d him) he was carried 

From off our coast twice beaten ; and his shipping, 

(Poor ignorant baubles!) on our terrible seas, 

Like egg-shells mov’d upon their surges, crack’d 

As easily ’gainst our rocks. For joy whereof 

The fam’d Cassibelan, who was once at point 

(O, giglot fortune !) to master Cesar’s sword, 

Made Lud’s town with rejoicing fires bright, 

And Britons strut with courage. 

Clo. Come, there’s no more tribute to be paid. Our 
kingdom is stronger than it was at that time ; and, as I 
said, there is no more such Ceesars: other of them may | 
have crooked noses, but to owe such straight arms, none. 

Cym. Son, let your mother end. 

Clo. We have yet many among us can gripe as hard as 
Cassibelan: I do not say I am one; but I havea hand.— 
Why tribute? why should we pay tribute? If Caesar can 
hide the sun from us with a blanket, or put the moon in 
his pocket, we will pay him tribute for light ; else, sir, no 
more tribute, pray you now. 

Cym. You must know, 


Ce ee 


8 With ROCKS unscaleable,] The epithet shows that the old read- : i 
ing of oaks for “rocks” is a misprint. Sir Thomas Hanmer made 


the obvious change, also found in the Corr. fol. 1632. 
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54 Cymbeline. fACT III. 


Till the injurious Romans did extort ° 
This tribute from us, we were free: Czesar’s ambition, 
(Which swell’d so much, that it did almost stretch 
The sides o’ the world) against all colour, here 
Did put the yoke upon us ; which to shake off 
Becomes a warlike people, whom we reckon 
Ourselves to be. 

Clo. We do.® 

Cym. Say, then, 10: @eesar 
Our ancestor was that Mulmutius, which 
Ordain’d our laws ; whose use the sword of Czsar 
Hath too much mangled ; whose repair, and franchise, 
Shall, by the power we hold, be our good deed, 
Though Rome be therefore angry. Mulmutius made our 

laws, 

Who was the first of Britain which did put 
His brows within a golden crown, and call’d 
Himself a king. 

ie I am sorry, Cymbeline, 
That I am to pronounce Augustus Cesar 
(Cesar, that hath more kings his servants, than 
Thyself domestic officers) thine enemy. 
Receive it from me, then :—war, and confusion, 
In Cesar’s name pronounce I ’gainst thee: look 
For fury not to be resisted.—Thus defied, 
I thank thee for myself. 

Cym. Thou art welcome, Caius. 
Thy Cesar knighted me; my youth I spent 
Much under him ; of him I gather’d honour ; 


° WE bo.] The Corr. fol. 1632 first assigned these words to 
Cloten : till then nobody saw the error. 
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Which he, to seek of me again, perforce, ie 
Behoves me keep at utterance. I am perfect, a: 
That the Pannonians and Dalmatians, for 
Their liberties, are now in arms; a precedent, 
Which not to read would show the Britons cold : 
So Cesar shall not find them. 
Lue. Let proof speak. 
Clo. His majesty bids you welcome. Make pastime 
with us a day or two, or longer: if you seek us afterwards 
in other terms, you shall find us in our salt-water girdle: 
if you beat us out of it, it is yours: if you fall in the ad- 
venture, our crows shall fare the better for you; and 
there’s an end. 
T5162 50, Sit: 
Cym. I know your master’s pleasure, and he mine : 
All the remain is, welcome. [Exeunt. HE 


SCENE I].—Another Room in the Same. } 


Enter PISANIO, with a letter in his hand. | 


Pis: How! of adultery ? Wherefore write you not 
What monsters her accuse ?—Leonatus! 
O, master! what a strange infection 
Is fallen into thy ear! What false Italian 
(As poisonous-tongued, as handed) hath prevail’d 
On thy too ready hearing ?—Disloyal? No: 
She’s punish’d for her truth ; and undergoes, 


1 _keep at UTTERANCE.] 2.é., to keep at the extremity of defiance. 
Combat & outrance was a fight that must conclude with the life of one 
of the combatants. 
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More goddess-like than wife-like, such assaults 

As would take in some virtue.\—O, my master! 

Thy mind to her is now as low, as were 

Thy fortunes—How! that I should murder her? 
Upon the love, and truth, and vows, which I 

Have made to thy command ?—I, her ?—her blood ? 
If it be so to do good service, never 

Let me be counted serviceable. How look I, 

That I should seem to lack humanity, 

So much as this fact comes to? [Reading.| Do’t. The letter 
That I have sent her by her own command, — 

Shall give thee opportunity :—O damn’d paper! 
Black as the ink that’s on thee. Senseless bauble,’ 
Art thou a feodary for this act,” and look’st 

So virgin-like without ? Lo! here she comes. 

I am ignorant in what I am commanded. 


Enter IMOGEN. 


Imo. How now, Pisanio ! 
Pis. Madam, here is a letter from my lord. 
Imo. Who? thy lord? that is my lord: Leonatus. 
O! learn’d indeed were that astronomer 
That knew the stars as I his characters ; 
He’d lay the future open.—You good gods, 
Let what is here contain’d relish of love, 
Of my lord’s health, of his content,—yet not, 
That we two are asunder,—let that grieve him : 


' As would take in some virtue.] That is conguer, or overcome 
some virtue, as frequently already. ; 

2 Art thou a FEODARY for this act,]| “Feodary” means a confede- 
rate or accomplice : see Measure for Measure, act il, SC. 4, p. 44. 
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Some griefs are medicinable ; that is one of them, 

For it doth physic love ;—of his content, 

All but in that !—Good wax, thy leave——Bless’d be 

You bees, that make these locks of counsel! Lovers, 
And men in dangerous bonds, pray not alike : 

Though forfeiters you cast in prison, yet 

You clasp young Cupid’s tables —Good news, gods ! [| Reads 


Justice, and your father’s wrath, should he take me in his domi- 
nion, could not be so cruel to me, as you, O the dearest of creatures, 
would even renew me with your eyes. Take notice, that I am in 
Cambria, at Milford-Haven: what your own love will out of this 
advise you, follow. So, he wishes you all happiness, that remains 
loyal to his vow, and your, increasing in love, 


LEONATUS POSTHUMUS. 
O, for a horse with wings !—Hear’st thou, Pisanio ? 
He is at Milford-Haven : read, and tell me ANY 
How far ’tis thither. If one of mean affairs | 
May plod it in a week, why may not I 
Glide thither in a day ?—Then, true Pisanio, 
(Who long’st, like me, to see thy lord ; who long’st,— 
O, let me ’bate !—but not like me ;—yet long’st,— 
But in a fainter kind :—O! not like me, 
For mine’s beyond beyond) ; say, and speak thick? 
(Love’s counsellor should fill the bores of hearing, 
To the smothering of the sense) how far it is 
To this same blessed Milford: and, by the way, 
Tell me how Wales was made so happy, as 
T’ inherit such a haven ; but, first of all, 
How we may steal from hence ; and, for the gap 
That we shall make in time, from our hence-going 


3 say, and speak THICK,] 7. ¢., rapidly, quickly, often so used. 


Oo 


Soe pee renin 


Piglet, oe ty 


v 
pan AT ae 


ee ee — wnt é 
Pal OT ep eer CSR pe meer on et ee 


nee ee RETNA RY eee am eT agro Pe 
hate eas Saas, ee . 


— 


—a 


58 Cymbeline. [ACT Sire 


And our return, to excuse :—but first, how get hence. 
Why should excuse be born, or e’er begot ? 

We'll talk of that hereafter. Prithee, speak, 

How many score of miles may we well ride 

’Twixt hour and hour? 

TEES One score ’twixt sun and sun, 
Madam, ’s enough for you ; and too much, too. 

Imo. Why, one that rode to ’s execution, man, 
Could never go so slow: I have heard of riding wagers, 
Where horses have been nimbler than the sands 
That run i’ the clock’s behalf.—But this is foolery.— 
Go, bid my woman feign a sickness ; say 
She’ll home to her father ; and provide me, presently, 
A riding suit, no costlier than would fit 
A franklin’s housewife. 

IVES Madam, you’re best consider. 

Imo. 1 see before me, man: nor here, nor here, 

Nor what ensues, but have a fog in them, 

That I cannot look through. Away! I prithee, 

Do as I bid thee. There’s no more to say ; 

Accessible is none but Milford way. [Exeunt, in haste. 


ScENE III.—Wales. A mountainous Country, with a Cave. 


Enter BELARIUS, GUIDERIUS, avd ARVIRAGUS. 


Bel. A goodly day not to keep house, with such 
Whose roof’s as low as ours. Stoop, boys :* this gate 
Instructs you how t’ adore the-heavens, and bows you 
To morning’s holy office: the gates of monarchs 


4 STOOP, boys :] The old copies misprint “stoop” sleep ; an error 
set right in the Corr. fol. 1632, and by Sir T. Hanmer. 
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Are arch’d so high, that giants may jet through? 
And keep their impious turbans on, without 
Good morrow to the sun.—Hail, thou fair heaven! 
We house i’ the rock, yet use thee not so hardly 
As prouder livers do. 
Gut. Hail, heaven ! 
Aru. Hail, heaven! 
Bel. Now for our mountain sport. Up to yond’ hill: 
Your legs are young; I’ll tread these flats. Consider, 
When you above perceive me like a crow, 
That it is place which lessens and sets off: 
And you may then revolve what tales I have told you 
Of courts, of princes, of the tricks in war: 
This service is not service, so being done, 
But being so allow’d : to apprehend thus 
Draws us a profit from all things we see ; 
And often, to our comfort, shall we find 
The sharded beetle in a safer hold 
Than is the full-wing’d eagle. O! this life 
Is nobler, than attending for a check ; 
Richer, than doing nothing for a bob ;° 
Prouder, than rustling in unpaid-for silk : 
Such gain the cap of him, that makes them fine, 
Yet keeps his book uncross’d.’_ No life to ours. 
Gui. Out of your proof you speak : we, poor unfledg’d, 
Have never wing’d from view o’ the nest ; nor know not 


6 that giants may JET through] To “jet” is, of course, to s¢vuz. 

6 _for a BOB;] @.¢., for a dlow- so the Corr. fol. 1632, the old text 
being “for a dave”: see As you like zt, act Np SO7, patO-me nethe 
next line but one “them” is 4277 in the old copies. 

7 Yet keeps his books UNCROsS’D.] A tradesman’s book was 
usually crassed, when the account had been paid. 
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60 Cymbeline. [ACT Ii 


What air’s from home. Haply this life is best, 
If quiet life be best ; sweeter to you, 
That have a sharper known, well corresponding 
With your stiff age; but unto us it is 
A cell of ignorance, travelling abed, 
A prison; or a debtor, that not dares 
To stride a limit. : 

Aru. What should we speak of, 
When we are old as you? when we shall hear 
The rain and wind beat dark December, how 
In this our pinching cave shall we discourse 
The freezing hours away ? We have seen nothing : 
We are beastly : subtle as the fox for prey ; 
Like warlike as the wolf for what we eat: 
Our valour is to chase what flies: our cage 
We make a quire, as doth the prisond bird, 
And sing our bondage freely. 

Bel. How you speak ! 
Did you but know the city’s usuries, 
And felt them knowingly: the art o’ the court, 
As hard to leave as keep ; whose top to climb 
Is certain falling, or so slippery, that 
The fear’s as bad as falling: the toil of the war, 
A pain that only seems to seek out danger 
I’ the name of fame and honour ; which dies 7?’ the search, 
And hath as oft a slanderous epitaph, 
As record of fair act; nay, many times 
Doth ill deserve by doing well ; what’s worse, 
Must court’sy at the censure.—O, boys! this story 
The world may read in me: my body’s mark’d 
With Roman swords, and my report was once 


Seon Lite Cymbeline. 


First with the best of note: Cymbeline loved me ; 
And when a soldier was the theme, my name 

Was not far off: then was I as a tree 

Whose boughs did bend with fruit; but, in one night, 
A storm or robbery, call it what you will, 

Shook down my mellow hangings, nay, my leaves, 
And left me bare to weather. 

Gut. Uncertain favour! 

Bel. My fault being nothing (as I have told you oft) 
But that two villains, whose false oaths prevail’d 
Before my perfect honour, swore to Cymbeline, 

I was confederate with the Romans: so, 

Follow’d my banishment ; and this twenty years 
This rock, and these demesnes, have been my world ; 
Where I have liv’d at honest freeden, paid 

More pious debts to heaven, than in all 

The fore-end of my time.—But, up to the mountains! 
This is not hunter’s language—He that strikes 

The venison first shall be the lord o’ the feast ; 

To him the other two shall minister, 

And we-will fear no poison, which attends 


In place of greater state. I'll meet you in the valleys. 
[Exeunt GUI. and ARV. 


How hard it is to hide the sparks of nature! 
These boys know little they are sons to the king ; 
Nor Cymbeline dreams that they are alive. 


They think they are mine: and, though trained up thus 


meanly 
T’ the cave wherein they bow, their thoughts do hit 
The roofs of palaces ; and nature prompts them, 
In simple and low things, to prince it, much 
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62 Cymbeline. [ACT III. 


Beyond the trick of others. This Polydore,— 
The heir of Cymbeline and Britain, whom 
The king his father call’d Guiderius,—Jove! 
When on my three-foot stool I sit, and tell 
The warlike feats I have done, his spirits fly out 
Into my story: say,—Thus mine enemy fell ; 
And thus I set my foot on’s neck; even then 
The princely blood flows in his cheek, he sweats, 
Strains his young nerves, and puts himself in posture 
That acts my words. The younger brother, Cadwal, 
(Once Arviragus) in as like a figure, 
Strikes life into my speech, and shows much more 
His own conceiving. [/forz.] Hark! the game is rous’d,— 
O Cymbeline! heaven, and my conscience, knows, 
Thou didst unjustly banish me; whereon, 
At three and two years old, I stole these babes, 
Thinking to bar thee of succession, as 
Thou reft’st me of my lands. Euriphile, 
Thou wast their nurse ; they took thee for their mother, 
“And every day do honour to her grave: 
Myself, Belarius, that am Morgan call’d, 
They take for natural father—The game is up. 
[forns: Exit. 
SCENE IV.—Wear Milford-Haven. 
Enter PISANIO and IMOGEN. 
mo. Thou told’st me, when we came from horse, the 
place 
Was near at hand.—Ne’er long’d my mother so 


To see me first, as I have now :—Pisanio! man! 
Where is Posthumus? What is in thy mind, 
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That makes thee stare thus? Wherefore breaks that sich 
From th’ inward of thee? One, but painted thus, 
Would be interpreted a thing perplex’d 
Beyond self-explication : put thyself 
Into a haviour of less fear, ere wildness 
Vanquish my staider senses. What ’s the matter ? 
Why tender’st thou that paper to me, with [He offers a 
A look untender? If it be summer news, letter. 
Smile to’t before; if winterly, thou need’st 
But keep that countenance still—My husband’s hand! 
That drug-damn’d Italy hath out-craftied him, 
And he’s at some hard point—Speak man: thy tongue 
May take off some extremity, which to read 
Would be even mortal to me. 

Pts. Please you, read ; 
And you shall find me, wretched man, a thing 
The most disdain’d of fortune. 

Imo. | Reads.| 


Thy mistress, Pisanio, hath played the strumpet in my bed ; 
the testimonies whereof lie bleeding in me. I speak not out of weak 
surmises, but from proof as strong as my grief, and as certain as I 
expect my revenge. That part thou, Pisanio, must act for me, if thy 
faith be not tainted with the breach of hers. Let thine own hands 
take away her life; I shall give thee opportunity at Milford-Haven : 
she hath my letter for the purpose : where, if thou fear to strike, and 
to make me certain it is done, thou art the pander to her dishonour, 


and equally to me disloyal. 


Pis. What shall I need to draw my sword ? the paper 
Hath cut her throat already.—No ; ’tis slander, 
Whose edge is sharper than the sword ; whose tongue 
Outvenoms all the worms of Nile ; whose breath 
Rides on the posting winds, and doth belie 
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; | 

) Wl i All corners of the world: kings, queens, and states, 

L] i i} I Maids, matrons, nay, the secrets of the grave 

if | hi This viperous slander enters.—What cheer, madam ? 
meet | Imo. False to his bed! What! is it to be false 

i . | To lie in watch there, and to think on him? 

a | To weep ’twixt clock and clock? if sleep charge nature, 
ql an To break it with a fearful dream of him, 

ie | I And cry myself awake? that’s false to his bed ; 

if lowe 


} Pis. Alas, good lady ! 

Imo. 1 false? Thy conscience witness : 
Thou didst accuse him of incontinency ; 
Thou then look’dst like a villain ; now, methinks, 

Thy favour’s good enough.—Some jay of Italy, 

Whose mother was her painting,® hath betray’d him : 

Poor I am stale, a garment out of fashion ; 

And, for I am richer than to hang by the walls, 

I must be ripp’d :—to pieces with me!—O! 

| Men’s vows are women’s traitors. All good seeming, 

ilk By thy revolt, O husband! shall be thought 

| : Put on for villany ; not born where ’t grows, 

i But worn a bait for ladies. 

= || 27S Good madam, hear me. 

7 | Imo. True honest men being heard, like false Atneas, 
Were in his time thought false ; and Sinon’s weeping 

iy Did scandal many a holy tear; took pity 

j From most true wretchedness: so thou, Posthumus, 
Wilt lay the leaven on all proper men: 


Tachimo, 
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bi? 8 WHOSE MOTHER WAS HER PAINTING] The Corr. fol. 1632 here 
substitutes, Who smothers her with painting; as if the language of 
the poet had been entirely misheard, and misrepresented in the folios. 
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Goodly, and gallant, shall be false and perjur‘d, 
From thy great fail—Come, fellow, be thou honest : 
Do thou thy master’s bidding. When thourseest him, 
A little witness my obedience: look! 

I draw the sword myself: take it ; and hit 

The innocent mansion of my love, my heart. 

Fear not ; tis empty of all things but grief: 

Thy master is not there, who was, indeed, 

The riches of it. Do his bidding ; strike. 

Thou mayst be valiant in a better cause, 

But now thou seem’st a coward. 


I 1s. Hence, vile instrument ! 
Thou shalt not damn my hand. | Hurling wt away. 
L[mo. Why, I must die ; 


And if I do not by thy hand, thou art 

No servant of thy master’s. Against self-slaughter 
There is a prohibition so divine, 

That cravens my weak hand. Come, here’s my heart : 
Something ’s afore ’t :*—Soft, soft ! we'll no defence ; 
Obedient as the scabbard.—What is here ? 

The scriptures of the loyal Leonatus, 

All turn’d to heresy? Away,away, [Casting away letters. 
Corrupters of my faith! you shall no more 

Be stomachers to my heart. Thus may poor fools 
Believe false teachers : though those that. are betray’d 
Do feel the treason sharply, yet the traitor 

Stands in worse case of woe. 

And thou, Posthumus, thou that didst set up 


* Something’s AFORE’T:] The old printer, not understanding 
what was meant, misprinted these words ‘“Something’s @-foot”, a 
clear error corrected by Rowe. 


G 


en ee eee 


: enh ae ee, ee 
a eS he 


Mt Dua PES 


% 


Ei TEER 
. a a a sae a EE 


66 Cymobeline. [ ACS Le 


My disobedience ’gainst the king my father, 
And make me put into contempt the suits 
Of princely followers, shalt hereafter find 
It is no act of common passage, but 
A strain of rareness: and I grieve myself 
To think, when thou shalt be disedg’d by her 
That now thou tir’st on,! how thy memory 
Will then be pang’d by me.—Prithee, dispatch : 
The lamb entreats the butcher: where’s thy knife ? 
Thou art too slow to do thy master’s bidding, 
When I desire it too. 

TEER, O gracious lady! 
Since I receiv’d command to do this business, 
I have not slept one wink. 


Imo. Do 't, and to bedythen: 
Pis. 1’ll crack mine eye-balls first.? 
Imo. Wherefore, then, 


Didst undertake it ? Why hast thou abus’d 
So many miles with a pretence ? this place? 
Mine action and thine own ? our horses’ labour ? 


® Of princely FOLLOWERS,| So the Corr. fol. 1632, for “princely 
jcllows” of the old copies : the mistake was very easy. 

1 That now thou TIR’ST on,| To “disedge” is, of course, to take 
off the edge of appetite: to “tire on” is to feed on, or peck at raven- 
ously, like a bird of prey. 

2 I’ll CRACK mine eye-balls first.] In the folios “crack” is mis- 
printed wake: the emendation is by the old corrector of the folio 
1632; and when “crack” was spelt with a final e the two words were 
easily confounded. Ben Jonson, in his Every Man out of his fHu- 
mour, act i, sc. I, has this line, “I wish the organs of my sight 
were cracked”, and Chaucer, long before him, says in his .Voune’s 
Priest's Tale, “So mote I broken well myne eyen tway.” See also 
this play, act i, sc. 3, p. 13. 
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The time inviting thee ? the perturb’d court, 
For my being absent ; whereunto I never 
Purpose return? Why hast thou gone so far, 
To be unbent, when thou hast ta’en thy stand, 
Th’ elected deer before thee? 

PIs: But to win time, 
To lose so bad employment ; in the which 
I have consider’d of a course. Good lady, 
Hear me with patience. 

[mo. Talk thy tongue weary ; speak : 
I have heard I am a strumpet, and mine ear, 
Therein false struck, can take no greater wound, 
Nor tent to bottom that. But speak. 


eS: Then, madam, 
I thought you would not back again. 

Imo. Most like, 
Bringing me here to kill me. 

ees: Not so, neither : 


But if I were as wise and honest, then 
My purpose would prove well. It cannot be, 
But that my master is abus’d: 
Some villain, ay, and singular in his art, 
Hath done you both this cursed injury. 

Imo. Some Roman courtezan. 

fPURY No, on my life. 
I’ll give but notice you are dead, and send him 
Some bloody sign of it; for ’tis commanded 
I should do so: you shall be miss’d at court, 
And that will well confirm it. 

Imo. Why, good fellow, 
What shall I do the while? where bide ? how live? 
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Or in my_life what comfort, when I am 

Dead to my husband? 
Pris. If youll back to the court,— 
Imo. No court, no father ; nor no more ado 

With that harsh, noble, simple, empty nothing,® 

That Cloten, whose love-suit hath been to me 

As fearful as a siege. 


PIS: If not at court, 
Then not in Britain must you bide. 
Imo. Where then ? 


Hath Britain all the sun that shines? Day, night, 
Are they not but in Britain? T the world’s volume 
Our Britain seems as of it, but not in it ; 

In a great pool, a swan’s nest: prithee, think 
There’s livers out of Britain. 

IER . I am most glad 
You think of other place. Th’ embassador, 
Lucius the Roman, comes to Milford-Haven 
To-morrow: now, if you could wear a mind 
Dark as your fortune.is, and but disguise 
That, which, t’ appear itself, must not yet be, 

But by self-danger, you should tread a course 
Privy, and full of view:* yea, haply near 

The residence of Posthumus; so nigh, at least, 
That though his actions were not visible, yet 
Keport should render him hourly to your ear, 


* With that harsh, noble, simple EMPTY nothing.] “ Empty” is 
supplied by the Corr. fol. 1632, and it is clearly wanting. 

* PRIvyY, and full of view :] z. 2., przvate, yet able to see clearly all 
that is done. This is the excellent reading of the Corr. fol. 1632, for 
“Pretty, and full of view” of the old copies. 
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As truly as he moves. 

Imo. O, for such means! 
Though peril to my modesty, not death on’t, 
I would adventure. 

gS: Well then, here’s the point. 
You must forget to be a woman : change 
Command into obedience ; fear and niceness, 
(The handmaids of all women, or, more truly, 
Woman its pretty self) into a wagegish courage : 
Ready in gibes, quick-answer’d, saucy, and 
As quarrelous as the weasel : nay, you must 
Forget that rarest treasure of your cheek, 
Exposing it (but, O, the harder heart ! 
Alack, no remedy !) to the greedy touch 
Of common-kissing Titan ; and forget 
Your laboursome and dainty trims, wherein 
You made great Juno angry. 

Imo. Nay, be brief: 
I see into thy end, and am almost 


A man already. 

Pts. First, make yourself but like one. 
Forethinking this, I have already fit 
(Tis in my cloak-bag) doublet, hat, hose, all 
That answer to them: would you, in their serving, 
And with what imitation you can borrow 
From youth of such a season, fore noble Lucius 
Present yourself, desire his service, tell him 


Wherein you are happy (which you will make him know,’ 


5 —(which you will make him know,] 
“which we// make him know”, you having 


69 


In the original it stands 
accidentally dropped out. 
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If that his head have ear in music), doubtless, 
With joy he will embrace you ; for he’s honourable, 
And, doubling that, most holy. For means abroad, 
You have me, rich; and I will never fail 
Beginning nor supplyment. 
L[mo. Thou art all the comfort 
The gods will diet me with. Prithee,away : 
There’s more to be consider’d, but we’ll even 
All that good time will give us. This attempt 
I’m soldier to, and will abide it with 
A prince’s courage. Away, I prithee. 
Pis. Well, madam, we must take a short farewell, 
Lest, being miss’d, I be suspected of 
Your carriage from the court. My noble mistress, 
Here is a box ; I had it from the queen : 
What’s in’t is precious ; if you are sick at sea, 
Or stomach-qualm’d at land, a dram of this 
Will drive away distemper.—To some shade, 
And fit you to your manhood.—May the gods 
Direct you to the best ! [Giving clothes, ete. 
Lio. Amen. I thank thee. [Exeunt. 


SCENE V.—A Room in Cymbeline’s Palace. 


Enter CYMBELINE, QUEEN, CLOTEN, LUCIUS, anzd Lords. 


Cym. Thus far; and so farewell. 

Lue. Thanks, royal sir. 
My emperor hath wrote, I must from hence ; 
And am right sorry that I must report ye 
My master’s enemy. 
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Cym. Our subjects, sir, 

Will not endure his yoke ; and for ourself 

To show less sovereignty than they, must needs f 

Appear unkinglike. | 
Lue. So, sir. I desire of you 

A conduct over land to Milford-Haven.— a 

Madam, all joy befall your grace ; and you Hi 
Cym. My lords, you are appointed for that office ; 

The due of honour in no point omit.— 


So, farewell, noble Lucius. 
UC. Your hand, my lord. 


Clo. Receive it friendly ; but from this time forth 


I wear it as your enemy. 
UES Sir, the event 
Is yet to name the winner. Fare you well. 
Cym. Leave not the worthy Lucius, good my lords, iS 


Till he have crossed the Severn.—Happiness ! 
[Exeunt Lucius and Lords. 


oo. i % 
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Queen. He goes hence frowning ; but it honours us, 
That we have given him cause. ; 
Clo, iisrall the better: 
| 


Your valiant Britons have their wishes in it. 
Cym. Lucius hath wrote already to the emperor 
How it goes here. It fits us, therefore, ripely, 
Our chariots and our horsemen be in readiness : 
The powers that he already hath in Gallia 
Will soon be drawn to head, from whence he moves 
His war for Britain. 
Oucen. ’Tis not sleepy business, 
But must be look’d to speedily, and strongly. 
Cym. Our expectation that it would be thus 
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Hath made us forward. But, my gentle queen, 

Where is our daughter? She hath not appear’d 

Before the Roman, nor to us hath tender’d 

The duty of the day. She looks us like 

A thing more made of malice, than of duty : 

We have noted it—Call her before us, for 

We have been too slight in sufferance. [Exit an Attendant. 
Queen. Royal sir, 

Since the exile of Posthumus, most retir’d 

Hath her life been ; the cure whereof, my lord, 

‘Tis time must do. Beseech your majesty, 

Forbear sharp speeches to her: she’s a lady 

So tender of rebukes, that words are strokes, 

And strokes death to her. 


Re-enter the Attendant. 


Cym. Where is she, sir? How 
Can her contempt be answer’d ? 
A tten. Please you, sir, 


Her chambers are all lock’d; and there’s no answer 

That will be given to the loud’st noise we make. 
Queen. My lord, when last I went to visit her, 

She pray’d me to excuse her keeping close; 

Whereto constrain’d by her infirmity, 

She should that duty leave unpaid to you, 

Which daily she was bound to proffer: this 

She wish’d me to make known ; but our great court 

Made me to blame in memory. 


Cym. Her doors lock’d ? 
Not seen of late ?>~-Grant, heavens, that which I fear 
Prove false ! [Exit in haste. 


SCsrv. | Cymbeline. 


Queen. Son, I say, follow the king. a 
Clo. That man of hers, Pisanio, her old servant, | 
I have not seen these two days. | 
Queen. Go, look after— —|#x7t CLOTEN. | 
Pisanio, thou that stand’st so for Posthumus!— | 
He hath a drug of mine: I pray, his absence | | 
Proceed by swallowing that, for he believes | 
It is a thing most precious. But for her, | 
Where is she gone? Haply, despair hath seiz’d her ; 
Or, wing’d with fervour of her love, she’s flown 
To her desir’d Posthumus: gone she is 
To death, or to dishonour ; and my end 
Can make good use of either: she being down, 
I have the placing of the British crown. 


Re-entey CLOTEN. a) 

How now, my son? 

Clo. ’Tis certain she is fled. 
Go in, and cheer the king: he rages ; none 
Dare come about him. 

Queen. All the better: may [Aszde. 
This night forestall him of the coming day! | Bact. 

Clo. I love, and hate her, for she’s fair and royal ; 
And that she hath all courtly parts, more exquisite 
Than lady, ladies, woman : from every one 
The best she hath, and she, of all compounded, 
Outsells them all. I love her therefore ; but, 
Disdaining me, and throwing favours on 
The low Posthumus, slanders so her judgment, 
That what’s else rare is chok’d ; and in that point 


I will conclude to hate her ; nay, indeed, Aa 
10 
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To be revene’d upon her: for, when fools 
Shall— 
Enter PISANIO. 
Who is here? What! are you packing, sirrah ? 
Come hither. Ah, you precious pander! Villain, 
Where is thy lady? In a word, or else | Drawing. 
Thou art straightway with the fiends. 
Pas: O, good my lord! 
Clo. Where is thy lady ? or, by Jupiter— 
I will not ask again. Close villain, I 
Will have this secret from thy heart, or rip 
Thy heart to find it. Is she with Posthumus, 
From whose so many weights of baseness cannot 
A dram of worth be drawn? 
Lis: Alas, my lord! 
How can she be with him? When was she missed ? 
He is in Rome. 
Clo. Where is she, sir? ? @onremmerrers 
No farther halting : satisfy me home 
What is become of her? 
Pis. O, my all-worthy lord ! 
Clo. All-worthy villain ! 
Discover where thy mistress is at once, 
At the next word :—no more of worthy lord ;— 
Speak, or thy silence on the instant is 
Thy condemnation and thy death. 
Pas. Then sir 
This paper is the history of my knowledge 
Touching her flight. [Presenting a letter. 
Clo. Let’s see ’t.—I will pursue her 
Even to Augustus’ throne. 
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Pis. [Aside.] Or this, or perish. 
She’s far enough ; and what he learns by this, 
May prove his travel, not her danger. 

Clo. Humph! [Reading. 

Pis. [Aside] Vll write to my lord she’s dead. O Imogen, 
Safe mayst thou wander, safe return again ! 

Clo. Sirrah, is this letter true? 

Pis, Sir, as I think. 

Clo. It is Posthumus’ hand ; I know ’t.—Sirrah, if thou 
wouldst not be a villain, but do me true service, undergo 
those employments, wherein I should have cause to use 
thee, with a serious industry,—that is, what villany soe’er 
I bid thee do, to perform it directly and truly, I would 
think thee an honest man: thou shouldst neither want my 
means for thy relief, nor my voice for thy preferment. 

Pis. Well, my good lord. 

Clo. Wilt thou serve me? For since patiently and con- 
stantly thou hast stuck to the bare fortune of that beggar 
Posthumus, thou canst not, in the course of gratitude, but 
be a diligent follower of mine. Wilt thou serve me? 

Pis; Sir, I will. 

Clo. Give me thy hand; here’s my purse. Hast any of 
thy late master’s garments in thy possession ? 

Pis. I have, my lord, at my lodging; the same suit he 
wore when he took leave of my lady and mistress. 

Clo. The first service thou dost me, fetch that suit 
hither: let it be thy first service; go. 

Pis. 1 shall, my lord. [ Beat. 

Clo. Meet thee at Milford-Haven !—I forgot to ask him 
one thing ; I’ll remember ’t anon.—Even there, thou villain 
Posthumus, will I kill thee—I would these garments were 
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come. She.said upon a time (the bitterness of it I now 
belch from my heart) that she held the very garment of 
Posthumus in more respect than my noble and natural 
person, together with the adornment of my qualities. With 
that suit upon my back, will I ravish her: first kill him, 
and in her eyes; there shall she see my valour, which will 
then be a torment to her contempt. He on the ground, 
my speech of insultment ended on his dead body,—and 
when my lust hath dined (which, as I say, to vex her, | 
will execute in the clothes that she so praised) to the 
court I’ll knock her back, foot her home again. She hath 
despised me rejoicingly, and Ill be merry in my revenge. 


Re-enter PISANIO, with the clothes. 


Be those the garments ? 
Pis. Ay, my noble lord. 
Clo. How long is’t since she went to Milford-Haven ? 
Pis* She can scarce bestiers vet 
Clo. Bring this apparel to my chamber; that is the 
second thing that I have commanded thee: the third is, that 
thou wilt be a voluntary mute to my design. Be but 
duteous and true, preferment shall tender itself to thee.— 
My revenge is now at Milford: would I had wings to 
follow it.—Come, and be true. [| Bat. 
Pis. Thou bidd’st me to my loss: for, true to thee, 
Were to. prove false, which I will never be, 
To him that is most true—To Milford go, 
And find not her whom thou pursuest. Flow, flow, 
You heavenly blessings, on her! This fool’s speed 
Be cross’d with slowness: labour be his meed! [ Beit. 
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SCENE VI.—Before the Cave of BELARIUS, 7 Wales. 


Enter IMOGEN, 77 boy’s clothes: 


Imo. 1 see, a man’s life is a tedious one: 
I have tir’d myself, and for two nights together 
Have made the ground my bed: I should be sick, 
But that my resolution helps me.—Milford, | 
When from the mountain-top Pisanio show’d thee, 
Thou wast within a ken: O Jove! I think, 
Foundations fly the wretched ; such, I mean, WG 
Where they should be relievd. Two beggars told me, | 
I could not miss my way: will poor folks lie, 
That have afflictions on them, knowing ’tis 
A punishment, or trial? Yes; no wonder, 
When rich ones scarce tell true: to lapse in fulness i 
Is sorer than to lie for need ; and falsehood 
Is worse in kings than beggars.—My dear lord! 
Thou art one o’ the false ones: now I think on thee, 
My hunger’s gone; but even before, I was 
At point to sink for food.—But what is this? 
Here is a path to it: ‘tis some savage hold : 
I were best not call; I dare not call; yet famine, 
Ere clean it o’erthrow nature, makes it valiant. 
Plenty and peace breed cowards ; hardness ever 
Of hardiness is mother—Ho! Who’s here? [ Calling. 
If any thing that’s civil, speak ; if savage, 
Take, or lend—Ho!—No answer? then I'll enter. 
Best draw my sword ; and if mine enemy 
But fear the sword like me, he’ll scarcely look on ats 
Such a foe, good heavens ! [Entering the cave. | 
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Cymbeline. [ACT I 


Linter BELARIUS, GUIDERIUS, azd ARVIRAGUS, 
with game. 


Lel. You, Polydore, have prov’d best woodman, and 
Are master of the feast: Cadwal, and I 
Will play the cook and servant ; ’tis our match: 

The sweat of industry would dry, and die, 

3ut for the end it works to. Come; our stomachs 
Will make what ’s homely savoury: weariness - 
Can snore upon the flint, when resty sloth 

Finds the down pillow hard.—Now, peace be here, 
Poor house, that keep’st thyself! 

Guz. I am thoroughly weary. 

Arv. 1am weak with toil, yet strong in appetite. 

Guz. There is cold meat i’ the cave: we'll browse on 

that, 
Whilst what we have kill’d be cook’d. 

Bel. Stay : come not in. 
But that it eats our victuals, I should think 
Here were a fairy. 

Gut, What’s the matter, sir? 

Lel. By Jupiter, an angel! or, if not, 

An earthly paragon !—Behold divineness 
No elder than a boy! 


| Looking in. 


Enter IMOGEN. 


fmo. Good masters, harm me not : 
Before I enter’d here, I call’d; and thought 
To have begg’d, or bought, what I have took. Good troth 
22-9 So ’ 
I have stolen nought ; nor would not, though I had found 
Gold strew’d i’ the floor. Here’s money for my meat: 
I would have left it on the board, so soon 


SoeV i Cymbeline. 


As I had made my meal, and parted 


With prayers for the provider. 
Gut. Money, youth ? 


Arv. All gold and silver rather turn to dirt! 
As ’tis no better reckon’d, but of those 
Who worship dirty gods. 

Imo. I see you are angry. 
Know, if you kill me for my fault, I should 
Have died had I not made it. 


Bel. Whither bound ? 
Imo. To Milford-Haven. 
Bel. What’s your name? 


Imo. Fidele, sir. I have a kinsman, who 
Is bound for Italy : he embark’d at Milford ; 

To whom being going, almost spent with hunger, 
I am fallen in this offence. 

Bel. Prithee, fair youth, 
Think us no churls, nor measure our good minds 
By this rude place we live in. Well encounter’d ! 
’Tis almost night: you shall have better cheer 
Ere you depart ; and thanks to stay and eat it.— 
Boys, bid him welcome. 


Gut. Were you a woman, youth, 
I should woo hard but be your groom.—In honesty, 


I bid for you as I do buy. 


Arv. Ill make ’t my comfort 


He is a man: I’ll love him as my brother ; 

And such a welcome as I’d give to him, 

After long absence, such is yours——Most welcome. 
Be sprightly, for you fall ’mongst friends! 

L[mo. 


‘Mongst friends, 
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If brothers—[Aszde.] Would it had been so, that they 
Had been my father’s sons! then, had my price 
Been less ; and so more equal ballasting 
To thee, Posthumus. 
Bel. He wrings at some distress. 
Guz. Would I could free ’t! 
Arv. Or I; whate’er it be, 
What pain it cost, what danger. Gods! 
Bel. Hark, boys. [| Whispering. 
Imo. Great men, 
That had a court no bigger than this cave, 
That did attend themselves, and had the virtue 
Which their own conscience seal’d them, (laying by 
That nothing-gift of differing multitudes)® 
Could not out-peer these twain.—Pardon me, gods! 
I’d change my sex to be companion with them, 
Since Leonatus false.’ 
Bel. It shall be so. 
Boys, we’ll go dress our hunt——Fair youth, come in: 
Discourse is heavy, fasting ; when we have supp’d, 
We’ll mannerly demand thee of thy story, 
So far as thou wilt speak it. 


Gut. Pray, draw near. 

Aryv. The night to the owl, and morn to the lark, less 
welcome. 

Imo. Thanks, sir. 

Arv, I pray, draw near. [ Axeunt. 


6 DIFFERING multitudes] z.e., Differing in respect of rank from the 
persons upon whom the multitudes bestow the “ nothing-gift” of 
reputation, The meaning has been disputed. 

” Since Leonatus FALSE.] ze. Since Leonatus zs false ; an unusual, 
but not an unprecedented form of expression. 


Cymbeline. 


SCENE VIIL—Rome.® 


Enter Two Senators azd Tribunes. 


1 Sen. This is the tenour of the emperor’s writ : 
That since the common men are now in action 
’Gainst the Pannonians and Dalmatians ; 

And that the legions now in Gallia are 

Full weak to undertake our wars against 

The fallen-off Britons, that we do incite 

The gentry to this business. He creates 

Lucius pro-consul ; and to you, the tribunes, 

For this immediate levy he commends 

His absolute commission. Long live Cesar ! 
Tri. Is Lucius general of the forces ? 


2 Sen. Ay. 
Tri. Remaining now in Gallia ? 
1 Sen. . With those legions 


Which I have spoke of, whereunto your levy 
Must be suppliant : the words of your commission 
Will tie you to the numbers, and the time 


Of their despatch, 
Trt. We will discharge our duty. [Axeunt. 


8 SCENE VII.—Rome.] Possibly, Act iv ought to begin here; 
but, in that case, the next scene must represent Wales: the poet 
at all times relied upon rapidity of imagination in his auditors : 
the difference would in some way be made apparent to their eyes, 
however defective the scenery :; a board chalked “Rome” or “ Britain” 
was perhaps thought sufficient, in the poverty of our early stage. 
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SCENE I.—Wales.. The Forest, near the Cave. 


Enter CLOTEN. 


Clo. Tam near to the place where they should meet, if 
Pisanio have mapped it truly. How fit his garments serve 
me! Why should his mistress, who was made by him that 
made the tailor, not be fit too ? the rather (saving reverence 
of the word) for tis said a woman’s fitness comes by fits. 
Therein I must play the workman. I dare speak it to 
myself, (for it is not vain-glory for a man and his glass to 
confer in his own chamber) I mean, the lines of my body 
are as well-drawn as his; no less young, more strong, not 
beneath him in fortunes, beyond him in the advantage of 
the time, above him in birth, alike conversant in general 
services, and more remarkable in single oppositions: yet 
this impercieverant thing® loves him in my despite. What 
mortality is! Posthumus, thy head, which now is growing 
upon thy shoulders, shall within this hour be off, thy mis- 
tress enforced, thy garments cut to pieces before her face ; 
and, all this done, spurn her home to her father ; who may, 
haply, be a little angry for my so rough usage, but my 
mother, having power of his testiness, shall turn all into my 
commendations. My horse is tied up safe: out sword, and 
to a sore purpose! Fortune, put them into my hand! 
This is the very description of their meeting-place, and the 
fellow dares not deceive me. [Lexee. 


° —this IMPERCIEVERANT thing] 2¢, wnpercetving thing —not 
perceiving or appreciating the difference between them. 
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SCENE Il.—Before the Cave of BELARIUS. 


Enter, from the Cave, BELARIUS, GUIDERIUS, ARVIRAGUS, 


and IMOGEN. 


Bel. You are not well: [Zo IMOGEN) remain here in 


the cave ; 
We'll come to you after hunting. 


Arv. Brother, stay here: [Zo IMOGEN. 


Are we not brothers ? 
Imo. So man and man should be ; 
But clay and clay differs in dignity, 
Whose dust is both alike. I am very sick. 
Gut. Go you to hunting ; I'll abide with him. 
Imo. So sick I am not,—yet I am not well ; 
But not so citizen a wanton, as 
To seem to die, ere sick. So please you, leave me ; 
Stick to your journal course: the breach of custom 
Is breach of all. Iam ill; but your being by me 
Cannot amend me: society is no comfort 
To one not sociable. I am not very sick, 
Since I can reason of it: pray you, trust me here: 
I'll rob none but myself, and let me die, 
Stealing so poorly. 
Gut. I love thee ; I have spoke it: 
How much the quantity, the weight as much, 
As I do love my father. 

Bel. What! how? how? 
Ary. If it be sin to say so, sir, I yoke me 
In my good brother’s fault: I know not why 
I love this youth ; and I have heard you say, 
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Love’s reason’s without reason: the bier at door, 
And a demand who is ’t shall die, I’d say 
My father, not this youth. 

Bel. [Aszde.] O noble strain! 
O worthiness of nature! breed of greatness ! 
Cowards father cowards, and base things sire base : 
Nature hath meal and bran ; contempt and grace. 

I am not their father ; yet who this should be 
Doth miracle itself, lov’d before me.— 
’Tis the ninth hour o’ the morn. 


Ary. Brother, farewell. 
[mo. I wish ye sport. 
Ary, You health.—So please you, sir. 


Imo. [Aside.| These are kind creatures. Gods, what 
lies I have heard ! 
Our courtiers say, all’s savage but at court: 
Experience, O! thou disprov’st report. 
Th’ imperious seas breed monsters ; for the dish, 
Poor tributary rivers as sweet fish. 
I am sick still; heart-sick—Pisanio, 
I’ll now taste of thy drug. [ Taking tt. 
Gut. I could not stir him: 
He said, he was gentle, but unfortunate ; 
Dishonestly afflicted, but yet honest. 
Arv. Thus did he answer me; yet said, hereafter 
I might know more. 
Bel. To the field, to the field !— 
We'll leave you for this time ; go in, and rest. 
Arv. We'll not be long away. 
Bel. Pray, be not sick, 
For you must be our housewife. 


SC. II.] Cymbeline. 


Imo. Well, or ill, 
I am bound to you. 

Bel. And shalt be ever. [IMOGEN eters the cave. Hh 
This youth, howe’er distress’d, appears he hath had | 
Good ancestors. | 

AG. How angel-like he sings. 

Gui. But his neat cookery! he cut our roots in cha- | 

FACtELcr, 
And sauc’d our broths, as Juno had been sick, 
And he her dieter. 

Ary. Nobly he yokes 
A smiling with a sigh, as if the sigh 
Was that it was for not being such a smile ; ( 
The smile mocking the sigh, that it would fly \ 
From so divine a temple, to commix 


With winds that sailors rail at. 
Gut. T do note, 


That grief and patience, rooted in him both, 


Mingle their spurs together. 
Arv. Grow, patience ! 


And let the stinking elder, grief, untwine 
His perishing root with the increasing vine ! 
Bel. It is great morning. Come; away | Who ’s there? 


Enter CLOTEN. 


Clo. 1 cannot find those runagates : that villain 


Hath mock’d me. I am faint. 
Bel. Those runagates ! 


Means he not us? I partly know him: tis 
Cloten, the son o’ the queen. I fear some ambush. 


I saw him not these many years, and yet ie 
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I know ’tis he—We are held as outlaws :—hence. 
Gut. He is but one. You and my brother search 
What companies are near: pray you away ; 
Let me alone with him. 
[Axeunt BELARIUS and ARVIRAGUS. 
Clo Soft! What are you 
That fly me thus ? some villain mountaineers ? 
I have heard of such.—What, slave, art thou ? 
Gut. A. thing 
More slavish did I ne’er, than answering 
A slave without a knock. 
Clo. Thou art a robber, 
A law-breaker, a villain. Vield thee, thief. 
Guz To whom? to thee? What art thou? Have not I 
An arm as big as thine? a heart as big? 
Thy words, I grant, are bigger; for I wear not 
My dagger in my mouth. Say, what thou art ; 
Why I should yield to thee. 


Clo. Thou villain base, 
Know’st me not by my clothes? 
Gut. No, nor thy tailor, rascal, 


Who is thy grandfather : he made those clothes, 
Which, as it seems, make thee. 


Clo. Thou precious varlet, 
My tailor made them not. 
Gut. Hence then, and thank 


The man that gave them thee. Thou art some fool : 
I am loth to beat thee. 


Clo. Thou injurious thief, 
Hear but my name, and tremble. 


Guz. What ’s thy name? 
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Clo. Cloten, thou villain. 
Gui. Cloten, thou double villain, be thy name, 
I cannot tremble at it: were it toad, or adder, spider, 


’Twould move me sooner. 
Clo. mato thy farther feay 


Nay, to thy mere confusion, thou shalt know 
I’m son to the queen. 


Gut. I am sorry for ’t, not seeming 
So worthy as thy birth. 
Clo, Art not afeard ? 


Gui. Those that I reverence, those I fear; the wise : 
At fools I laugh, not fear them. 
Clo. Die the death. 
When I have slain thee with my proper hand, 
Ill follow those that even now fled hence, 
And on the gates of Lud’s town set your heads. 
Yield, rustic, mountaineer. [Exeunt, fighting. 


Enter BELARIUS and ARVIRAGUS. 


Bel. No company’s abroad. 
Arv. None in the world. You did mistake him, sure. 


Bel, I cannot tell: long is it since I saw him, 
But time hath nothing blurr’d those lines of favour 
Which then he wore: the snatches in his voice, 
And burst of speaking, were as his. I am absolute 


’Twas very Cloten. 
Arv. In this place we left them: 


I wish my brother make good time with him, 


You say he is so fell. 
Bel. Being scarce made up, 


I mean, to man, he had not apprehension 
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Of roaring terrors ; for defect of judgment 
Is oft the cause of fear, But see, thy brother. 


Re-enter GUIDERIUS, with CLOTEN’S head. 


Guz. This Cloten was a fool, an empty purse, 
There was no money in’t. Not Hercules 
Could have knock’d out his brains, for he had none ; 
Yet I not doing this, the fool had borne 
My head, as I do his. 
Bel. What hast thou done ? 
Gui. I am perfect what: cut off one Cloten’s head, 
Son to the queen, after his own report ; 
Who call’d me traitor, mountaineer ; and swore 
With his own single hand he’d take us in, 
Displace our heads, where (thank the gods!) they grow, 
And set them on Lud’s town. 
Bel. We are all undone. 
Gut. Why, worthy father, what have we to lose, 
But that he swore to take, our lives? The law 
Protects not us; then, why should we be tender, 
To let an arrogant piece of flesh threat us ; 
Play judge and executioner all himself, 
For we do fear the law? What company 
Discover you abroad ? 
el. No single soul 
Can we set eye on, but in all safe reason 
He must have some attendants. Though his humour! 
Was nothing but mutation ; ay, and that 


1 Though his HUMOUR] In the folios, honour is evidently mis- 
printed for “humour”, meaning disposition : the same error, with its 
converse, has before occurred. 
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From one bad thing to worse ; not frenzy, not 
Absolute madness, could so far have rav’d, 

To bring him here alone. Although, perhaps, 

It may be heard at court, that such as we 

Cave here, hunt here, are outlaws, and in time» 
May make some stronger head ; the which he hearing, 
(As it is like him) might break out, and swear 
He’d fetch us in, yet is’t not probable 

To come alone, either he so undertaking, 

Or they so suffering : then, on good ground we fear, 
If we do fear this body hath a tail 

More perilous than the head. 

Arv. Let ordinance 
Come as the gods foresay it: howsoe’er, 

My brother hath done well. 

Bel. I had no mind 
To hunt this day: the boy Fidele’s sickness 
Did make my way long forth. 

Guz. With his own sword, 
Which he did wave against my throat, I have ta’en 
His head from him: Ill throw’t into the creek 
Behind our rock ; and let it to the sea, 

And tell the fishes he’s the queen’s son, Cloten : 
What ’sall-I reck. | Axi. 

Bel. I fear twill be revenged. 

Would, Polydore, thou hadst not done’t, though valour 
Becomes thee well enough. 

Arv. ’Would I had done’t, 

Polydore, 


So the revenge alone pursued me. 

I love thee brotherly, but envy much, 

Thou hast robb’d me of this deed: I would revenges, 
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That possible strength might meet, would seek us through, 
And put us to our answer. 
Bel. Well, ’tis done. 
We'll hunt no more to-day, nor seek for danger 
Where there s no profit: ~1 prithee; tofoumpoc: 
You and Fidele play the cooks ; I’ll stay 
Till hasty Polydore return, and bring him 
To dinner presently. 
Ary. Poor sick Fidele! 
I'll willingly to him: to gain his colour 
I’d let a parish of such Clotens’ blood, 
And praise myself for charity. [ Exe. 
Bel. O thou goddess, 
Thou divine Nature, how thyself thou blazon’st 
In these two princely boys! They are as gentle 
As zephyrs, blowing below the violet, 
Not wagging his sweet head ; and yet as rough, 
Their royal blood enchaf’d, as the rud’st wind, 
That by the top doth take the mountain pine, 
And make him stoop to the vale. ’Tis wonder, 
That an invisible instinct should frame them 
To royalty unlearn’d, honour untaught, 
Civility not seen from other, valour 
That wildly grows in them, but yields a crop 
As if it had been sow’d! Yet still it’s strange, 
What Cloten’s being here to us portends, 
Or what his death will bring us. 
Re-enter GUIDERIUS. 
Guz. Where’s my brother ? 


{ have sent Cloten’s clotpoll down the stream, 
In embassy to his mother: his body’s hostage 


SO anal Cymbeline. QI 


For his return. [Solemn music. 
Bel. My ingenious instrument! 
Hark, Polydore, it sounds; but what occasion 
Hath Cadwal now to give it motion? Hark! 
Gut. Is he at home? 
Bel. He went hence, even now. 
Gui. What does he mean? since death of my dear’st 
mother 
It did not speak before. All solemnthings  [JJuszc still. 
Should answer solemn accident. The matter? 
Triumphs for nothing, and lamenting toys, 
Is jollity for apes, and grief for boys. 
Is Cadwal mad? 


Re-enter ARVIRAGUS, bearing IMOGEN, as dead, 11 his arms. 
Bel. Look! here he comes, 
And brings the dire occasion in his arms 


Of what we blame him for. 
Aru. The bird is dead, 


That we have made so much on. I had rather 
Have skipp’d from sixteen years of age to sixty, 
To have turn’d my leaping time? into a crutch, 
Than have seen this. 

Guz. O sweetest, fairest lily! 
My brother wears thee not the one half so well, 


As when thou grew’st thyself. 
Bel. O, melancholy ! 


Who ever yet could sound thy bottom ? find 
The ooze, to show what coast thy sluggish crare® 


2 my leaping TIME] Possibly, “leaping pine’—misheard. 


3 —thy sluggish CRARE] All the folios have care for “orare®. a 
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a 


Might easiliest harbour in 2—Thou blessed thing ! 
Jove knows what man thou mightst have made; but I, 
Thou diedst, a most rare boy, of melancholy.— 
How found you him? : 

Arv. Stark, as you see: 
Thus smiling, as some fly had tickled slumber, 
Not as death’s dart, being laugh’d at ; his right cheek 
Reposing on a cushion. 

Gut. Where? 

Ary. Othe tloers 
His arms thus leagu’d: I thought he slept, and put 
My clouted brogues* from off my feet, whose rudeness 
Answer'd my steps too loud. 

Guz. Why, he but sleeps ; 
If he be gone, he ’ll make his grave a bed: 
With female fairies will his tomb be haunted, 
And worms will not come to thee. 

Aro. With fairest. flowers, 
Whilst summer lasts, and I live here, Fidele, 
I ll sweeten thy sad grave: thou shalt not lack 
The flower that’s like thy face, pale primrose ; nor 
The azur’d hare-bell, like thy veins ; no, nor 
The leafy eglantine, whom not to slander, 
Out-sweeten’d not thy breath : the ruddock would 
With charitable bill (O bill, sore-shaming 
Those rich-left heirs, that let their fathers lie 
Without a monument!) bring thee all this ; 


word in frequent use of old for a small vessel called crayera in 
middle-age Latin. 
* My clouted BROGUES—] Z.¢., My xazled shoes. 


Sc.: 11.] Cymobeline. 93 


Yea, and furr’d moss besides, when flowers are none 
To winter-guard thy corse.° 

Guz. Prithee, have done ; f 
And do not play in wench-like words with that 
Which is so serious. Let us bury him, 
And not protract with admiration what 
Is now due debt to-the grave. — 


Arv. Say, where shall’s lay him ? 
Gui. By good Euriphile, our mother. 
Arv. Bentiso.: 


And let us, Polydore, though now our voices 
Have got the mannish crack, sing him to the ground, 
As once to our mother: use like note, and words, 
Save that Euriphile must be f7rdele. 

Gut. Cadwal, | Bn 
I cannot sing: I’ ll weep, and word it with thees ay 
For notes of sorrow, out of tune, are worse 


Than priests and fanes that lie. 
Arv. We'll speak it then. | 


Bel. Great griefs, I see, medicine the less ; for Cloten 
Is quite forgot. He wasa queen’s son, boys ; 
And, though he came our enemy, remember 
He was paid for that: though mean and mighty, rotting 
Together, have one dust, yet reverence 
(That angel of the world) doth make distinction 
Of place ‘tween high and low. Our foe was princely ; 
And though you took his life, as being our foe, 
Yet bury him as a prince. 


5 To winter-GUARD thy corse.] So the Corr. fol. 1632; the old 


compositor misreac “ouard”, and printed it ground. the *ruddock” 


is, of course, the red-breast. 


O04. 
Git. 
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Pray you, fetch him hither, 


Thersites’ body is as good as Ajax’, 
When neither are alive. 


Arv. 


If you'll go fetch him, 


We'll say our song the whilst.—Brother, begin. 


[Axz¢ BELARIUS. 


Gut. Nay, Cadwal, we must lay his head to the east ; 
My father hath a reason for’t. 


A? Ms 


*Tis true, 


Guz. Come on then, and remove him. 


Ary, 


Git. 


Pale 


Gut. 
Aru. 
Guz. 
Arv. 
Both. 


So.—Begin. 
SONG. 


Fear no more the heat o’ the sun, 
Nor the furious winter’s rages ; 
Thou thy worldly task hast done, 
Home art gone, and ta’en thy wages : 
Golden lads and girls all must, 
As chimney-sweepers, come to dust. 


Fear no more the frown o’ the great, 
Thou art past the tyrant’s stroke ; 
Care no more to clothe, and eat ; 
To thee the reed is as the oak : 
The sceptre, learning, physic, must 
All follow this, and come to dust. 


Fear no more the lightning-flash, 
Nor th’ all-dreaded thunder-stone; 
Fear not slander, censure rash fs 
Thou hast finish’d joy and moan: 
All lovers young, all lovers must 
Consign to thee, and come to dust. 


Cymbeline. 


Guz. No exorciser harm thee! 


Arv. Nor no witchcraft charm thee! 
Gut. Ghost unlaid forbear thee ! 
Ary. Nothing ill come near thee! * 


Both. Quiet consummation have ; 
And renowned be thy grave ! 


Re-enter BELARUS, with the body of CLOTEN. 


Gui, We have done our obsequies. Come, lay him 
down. 
Bel. Here’s a few flowers, but bout midnight more : 
The herbs that have on them cold dew o’ the night 
Are strewings fitt’st for graves.— Upon their faces.— 
You were as flowers, now wither’d ; even so 
These herb’lets shall, which we upon you strew.— 
Come on, away ; apart upon our knees. 
The ground that gave them first has them again: 
Their pleasures here are past, so is their pain. 
[Exeunt BELARIUS, GUIDERIUS, and ARVIRAGUS. 
Imo. [Awaking.| Yes, sir, to Milford-Haven ; which is 
the way ?— 
I thank you—By yond’ bush :—Pray, how far thither ? 
’Ods pittikins |can it be six mile yet ?— 
I have gone all night :—faith, I'll lie down and sleep.— 
But, soft! no bedfellow.—O, gods and goddesses! 
[Seeing CLOTEN’S body. 
These flowers are like the pleasures of the world ; 
This bloody man, the care on ’t.—I hope I dream, 
For lo! I thought I was a cave-keeper, 
And cook to honest creatures ; but ’tis not so: 
*Twee but a bolt of nothing, shot at nothing, 
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Which the brain makes of fumes: our very eyes 

Are sometimes like our judgments, blind. Good faith, 
I tremble still with fear ; but if there be 

Yet left in heaven as small a drop of pity 

As a wren’s eye, fear’d gods, a part of it! 

The dream ’s here still : even when I wake, it is 
Without me, as within me; not imagin’d, felt. 

A headless man !—The garments of Posthumus ! 

I know the shape of ’s leg: this is his hand ; 

His foot Mercurial ; his Martial thigh ; 

The brawns of Hercules: but his Jovial face ?—® 
Murder in heaven !—How ?—’Tis gone.—Pisanio, 

All curses madded Hecuba gave the Greeks, 

And mine to boot; be darted on thee! el nom 
Conspir’d with that irregulous devil,’ Cloten, 

Hast here cut off my lord.—To write, and read, 

Be henceforth treacherous !—Damn’d Pisanio 

Hath with his forged letters,—damn’d Pisanio— 
From this most bravest vessel of the world 

Struck the main-top !—O, Posthumus! alas, 

Where is thy head ? where’s that ? Ah me! where’s that? 
Pisanio might have kill’d thee at the heart, 

And left thy head on.—How should this be? Pisanio ! 
’Tis he and Cloten: malice and lucre in them 

Have laid this woe here. O! ’tis pregnant, pregnant. 
The drug he gave me, which, he said, was precious 


*° —but his JOVIAL face—] His face like Jove : ‘‘Jovial” was then 
not unfrequently used in this manner. 

7 —that IRREGULOUS devil,] We have no other instance of the use 
of the word “irregulous”; and Johnson supposed it to be a misprint 
for zvreligtous. 
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And cordial to me, have I not found it 
Murderous to the senses? That confirms it home: 
This is Pisanio’s deed, and Cloten’s, O!— 
Give colour to my pale cheek with thy blood, 
That we the horrider may seem to those 
Which chance to find us.. O, my lord, my lord ! 
[Falling, and embracing the body. 


Enter LUCIUS, a Captain and other Officers, and a 
Soothsayer. 


Cap. To them the legions garrison’d in Gallia, 
After your will, have cross’d the sea; attending 
You, here at Milford-Haven, with your ships : 
They are in readiness. 

LUG But what from Rome ? 

Cap. The senate hath stirr’d up the confiners, 
And gentlemen of Italy, most willing spirits, 
That promise noble service ; and they come 
Under the conduct of bold Iachimo, 

Sienna’s brother. 


Luc. When expect you them ? 
Cap. With the next benefit o’ the wind. 
Lue. This forwardness 


Makes our hopes fair. Command, our present numbers 

Be muster’d ; bid the captains look to’t—Now, sir, 

What have you dream’d of late of this war’s purpose ? 
Sooth. Last night the very gods show’d me a vision, 

(I fast, and pray’d for their intelligence) thus :— 

I saw Jove’s bird, the Roman eagle, wing’d 

From the spongy south to this part of the west, 

There vanish’d in the sunbeams: which portends, 
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(Unless my sins abuse my divination) 
Success to the Roman host. 

Lite. Dream often so, 
And never false—Soft, ho! what trunk is here 
Without his top? The ruin speaks, that sometime 
It was a worthy building—How! a page !— 

Or dead, or sleeping on him? But dead rather ; 
For nature doth abhor to make his bed 

With the defunct, or sleep upon the dead.— 
Let’s see the boy’s face. 

Cap. He is alive, my lord. 

Luc. He’ll then instruct us of this body— Young one, 
Inform us of thy fortunes ; for, it seems, 

They crave to be demanded. Who is this, 

Thou mak’st thy bloody pillow ? Or who was he 
That, otherwise than noble nature did, 

Hath alter’d that good picture? What’s thy interest 
In this sad wreck ? How came it? Who is it? 
What art thou ? 

Imo. Iam nothing - or ifner 
Nothing to be were better. This was my master, 

A very valiant Briton, and a good, 

That here by mountaineers lies slain Alas ! 
There are no more such masters: I may wander 
From east to occident, cry out for service, 

Try many, all good, serve truly, never 

Find such another master. 

Lue. ’Lack, good youth ! 
Thou mov’st no less with thy complaining, than 
Thy master in bleeding. Say his name, good friend. 
Iino. Richard du Champ. [Aszde.] If I do lie, and do 
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No harm by it, though the gods hear, I hope i ; 

They ‘ll pardon.—Say you, sir ? (4 
Lue. Thy name? 
Imo. * Fidele, sir. 
Luc. Thou dost approve thyself the very same : 

Thy name well fits thy faith ; thy faith, thy name. 

Wilt take thy chance with me? I will not say, 

Thou shalt be so well master’d, but, be sure, 

No less belov'd. The Roman emperor's letters, 

Sent by a consul to me, should not sooner, 

Than thine own worth, prefer thee: go with me. 
Imo. I'll follow, sir. But first, an ’t please the gods, 

I’ll hide my master from the flies, as deep 

As these poor pickaxes can dig: and when | 

With wild wood-leaves and weeds I have strewed his 

grave, 

And on it said a century of prayers, 

Such as I can, twice o’er, Ill weep, and sigh ; Hi 

And, leaving so his service, follow you, 

So please you entertain me. 
we Ay, good youth ; 

And rather father thee, than master thee.—My friends, 

The boy hath taught us manly duties: let us 

Find out the prettiest daisied plot we can, 

And make him with our pikes and partisans 

A grave: come, arm him.—Boy, he is preferr’d 

By thee to us, and he shall be interr’d 

As soldiers can. Be cheerful; wipe thine eyes: 

-Some falls are means the happier to arise. 

[Exeunt with the body. 
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Cymbeline. [ACT “IV 


ScENE II].—A Room in Cymbeline’s Palace. 


Enter CYMBELINE, Lords, azd PISANIO. 


Cym. Again; and bring me word how ’tis with her. 
A fever with the absence of her son ; 
A madness, of which her life ’s in danger— Heavens, 
How deeply you at once do touch me! Imogen, 
The great part of my comfort, gone; my queen 
Upon a desperate bed, and in a time 
When fearful wars point at me; her son gone, 
So needful for this present: it strikes.me past 
The hope of comfort.—But for thee, fellow, 
Who needs must know of her departure, and 
Dost seem so ignorant, we’ll enforce it from thee 
By a sharp torture. 

Fis Sir, my life is yours, 
I humbly set it at your will; but, for my mistress, 
I nothing know where she remains, why gone, 
Nor when she purposes return. Beseech your highness, 
Hold me your loyal servant. 

First Lord. Good my liege, 
The day that she was missing he was here : 
I dare be bound he’s true, and shall perform 
All parts of his subjection loyally. For Cloten, 
There wants no diligence in seeking him, 
And will, no doubt, be found. 

Cym. The time is troublesome. 
We ll slip you for a season ; but our jealousy [Zo PISANIO. 
Does yet depend. 

First Lord. So please your majesty, 


Sco 1l.] Cymbeline. IOI | i 


The Roman legions, all from Gallia drawn, & 
Are landed on your coast ; with a supply | eB 
Of Roman gentlemen by the senate sent. 

Cym. Now for the counsel of my son and queen !— 
I am amaz’d with matter. 

First Lord. Good my liege, 
Your preparation can affront no less 
Than what you hear of: come more, for more you're 


ready. 
The want is, but to put those powers in motion 
That long to move. 

Cym. I thank you. Let’s withdraw, 
And meet the time, as it seeks us: we fear not 
What can from Italy annoy us, but 
We grieve at chances here—Away ! 

Pis. T heard no letter from my master,’ since 
I wrote him Imogen was slain. ‘Tis strange: 

Nor hear I from my mistress, who did promise Hi 
To yield me often tidings ; neither know I Hise 
What is betid to Cloten, but remain 

Perplex’d in all: the heavens still must work. 

Wherein I am false, I am honest ; not true, to. be true: 
These present wars shall find I love my country, 

Even to the note o’ the king, or | 1] fall in them. 

All other doubts by time let them be clear’d ; 

Fortune brings in some boats that are not steer’d. [£277. 


[Exeunt. 


8 | HEARD no letter from my master,] This is the old text, and 
though some editors print “J? ve had no letter ”: 
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Cymbeline. [ACT IV. 


SCENE IV.—Wales. Before the Cave of Belarius. 


Enter BELARIUS, GUIDERIUS, and ARVIRAGUS. 


Guz. The noise is round about us. 
Bel, Let us from it. 
Arv. What pleasure, sir, find we in life, to lock it 
From action and adventure ? 
Guz. Nay, what hope 
Have we in hiding us? this way the Romans 
Must or for Britons slay us, or receive us 
For barbarous and unnatural revolts 
During their use, and slay us after. 
Bel. Sons, 
We 'll higher to the mountains ; there secure us. 
To the king’s party there’s no going: newness 
Of Cloten’s death (we being not known, not muster’d 
Among the bands) may drive us to a render 
Where we have liv’d: and so extort from’s that 
Which we have done; whose answer would be death 
Drawn on with torture. 
Guz, This is, sir, a doubt, 
In such a time nothing becoming you, 
Nor satisfying us. 
Ary, It is not likely, 
That when they hear the Roman horses neigh, 
Behold their quarter’d fires, have both their eyes 
And ears so cloy’d importantly as now, 
That they will waste their time upon our note, 
To know from whence we are. 
Bel. O! I am known 
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Of many in the army : many years, 
Though Cloten then but young, you sce, not wore him 
From my remembrance: and, besides, the king 
Hath not deserv’d my service, nor your loves, 
Who find in my exile the want of breeding, 
The certainty of this hard life ; aye, hopeless 
To have the courtesy your cradle promis’d, 
But to be still hot summer’s tanlings, and 
The shrinking slaves of winter. 
Gut. Than be so, 
Better to cease to be. Pray, sir, to the army : 
I and my brother are not known ; yourself, 
So out of thought, and thereto so o’ergrown, 
Cannot be question’d. 
Ary. By this sun that shines, 
Ill thither: what thing is’t, that I never 
Did see man die? scarce ever look’d on blood, 
But that of coward hares, hot goats, and venison ? 
Never bestrid a horse, save one that had 
A rider like myself, who ne’er wore rowel, 
Nor iron on his heel? I am asham’d 
To look upon the holy sun, to have 
The benefit of his bless’d beams, remaining 
So long a poor unknown. 
Gut. By heavens, Ill go! 
If you will bless me, sir, and give me leave, 
I'll take the better care ; but if you will not, 
The hazard therefore due fall on me by 
The hands of Romans. 
Arv. Sorsaya ewe etl: 
Bel, No reason I, since of your lives you set 
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So slight a valuation, should reserve 
My crack’d one to more care. Have with you, boys! 
If in your country’s wars you chance to die, 
That is my bed too, lads, and there I ’ll lie: 
Lead, lead !—[Aside.] The time seems long; their blood 
thinks scorn, 
Till it fly out, and show them princes born. 
[Excunt, hastily. 


AC TL ve 


SCENE l—A [eld near the Roman Camp. 


Enter POSTHUMUS, with a bloody handkerchief. 


Post. Yea, bloody cloth, I’ll keep thee ; for I wish’d?® 
Thou shouldst be coloured thus. You married ones, 
If each of you should take this course, how many 
Must murder wives, much better than themselves, 
For wrying but a little?—-O, Pisanio! 
Every good servant does not all commands ; 
No bond but to do just ones.—Gods! if you 
Should have ta’en vengeance on my faults, I never 
Had liv’d to put on this :1 so had you saved 


° —for I wish’d] “For I a wish’d” in all editions before that of 
Pope. It is still a rustic expression. 
* Had liv’d to pur oN this :] To “put on” is to cause, tncite, or 


tnstigate. See Hamlet, act v, sc. 2, p. 150—“Of deaths put on by 
cunning.” 
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The noble Imogen to repent, and struck 

Me, wretch, more worth your vengeance. But, alack! 
You snatch some hence for little faults ; that’s love, 
To have them fall no more: you some permit 

To second ills with ills, each elder worse, 

And make them dread it, to the doer’s thrift. 

But Imogen is your own: do your best wills, 

And make me bless’d to obey !—I am brought hither 
Among the Italian gentry, and to fight 

Against my lady’s kingdom: ’tis enough 

That, Britain, I have kill’d thy mistress ; peace! 

Ill give no wound to thee. Therefore, good heavens, 
Hear patiently my purpose. I'll disrobe me 

Of these Italian weeds, and suit myself 

As does a Briton peasant: so I'll fight 

Against the part I come with; so I'll die 

For thee, O Imogen! even for whom my life 

Is, every breath, a death: and thus, unknown, 

Pitied nor hated, to the face of peril 

Myself I’ll dedicate. Let me make men know 
More valour in me than my habits show. 

Gods, put the strength o’ the Leonati in me! 

To shame the guise o’ the world, I will begin 


The fashion,—less without, and more within. (Eat. 


ScENE II.—Ax open Field. 


Enter Lucius, IACHIMO, and the Roman Army, at one door : 
the British Army at another ; LEONATUS POSTHUMUS 
following like a poor soldier. They march over and go 
out.  Alarums. Then enter again, in skirmish, 
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IACHIMO and POSTHUMUS: he vanquisheth and dis- 
armeth LACHIMO, and then leaves him? 
Tach. The heaviness and guilt within my bosom 

Takes off my manhood: I have belied a lady, 

The princess of this country, and the air on 't 

Revengingly enfeebles me; or could this carl,’ 

A very drudge of nature’s, have subdued me 

In my profession? Knighthoods and honours, borne 

As I wear mine, are titles but of scorn. 

If that thy gentry, Britain, go before 

This lout, as he exceeds our lords, the odds 

Is, that we scarce are men, and you are gods. [ A xet. 

The Battle continues: the Britons fly; CYMBELINE 7s 
taken: then enter to hts rescue, BELARIUS, GUIDERIUS, 
and ARVIRAGUS. 

Bel. Stand, stand! We have th’ advantage of the ground. 

The lane is guarded: nothing routs us, but 

The villany of our fears. 

Gut. Arv. Stand, stand, and fight! 

Enter POSTHUMUS, and seconds the Britons; they rescue 
CYMBELINE, avd exeunt : then, enter LUCIUS, IACHIMO, 
and IMOGEN. 

Luc. Away, boy, from the troops, and save thyself ; 

For friends kill friends, and the disorder’s such 

As war were hood-wink’d. 


Lach. ’Tis their fresh supplies. 
Luc. It is a day turn’d strangely: or betimes 
Let ’s re-enforce, or fly. [ Axveunt. 


? —then leaves him.] This is the stage-direction in the old copies. 
* —or could this CARL,] “Carl” and churl seem to have been the 
same word, and both derived from the Saxon ceor/. 


Cymbeline. 


SCENE II].—Another Part of the Field. 


Enter POSTHUMUS and a British, Lord. 


Lord. Com’st thou from where they made the stand ? 
Post. iedtes, 
Though you, it seems, come from the fliers. 
Lord. I did. 
Post. No blame be to you, sir; for all was lost, 
But that the heavens fought. The king himself 
Of his wings destitute, the army broken, 
And but the backs of Britons seen, all flying 
Through a strait lane: the enemy full-hearted, 
Lolling the tongue with slaughtering, having work 
More plentiful than tools to do’t, struck down 
Some mortally, some slightly touch’d, some falling 
Merely through fear ; that the strait pass was damm’d 
With dead men hurt behind, and cowards living 
To die with lengthen’d shame. 
Lord. Where was this lane ? 
Post. Close by the battle, ditch’d, and wall’d with turf; 
Which gave advantage to an ancient soldier, 
An honest one, I warrant ; who deserv’d ° 
So long a breeding, as his white beard came to, 
In doing this for’s country : athwart the lane, 
He, with two striplings, (lads more like to run 
The country base,! than to commit such slaughter ; 
With faces fit for masks, or rather fairer 


4 The country BASE,] z.¢., The country game of prison-dase, or 
prison-dars, mentioned by many writers by the name of dase. 
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Than those for preservation cas’d, or shame) 

Made good the passage ; cry’d to those that fled, 

Our Britain's harts die flying, not our men: 

To darkness fleet, souls that fly backwards! Stand; 
Or we are Romans, and will give you that 

Like beasts, which you shun beastly, and may save, 

But to look back in frown: stand, stand !—These three, 
Three thousand confident, in act as many, 

(For three performers are the file, when all 

The rest do nothing) with this word, stand, stand! 
Accommodated by the place, more charming 

With their own nobleness, (which could have turn’d 

A distaff to a lance) gilded pale looks, 

Part shame, part spirit renew’d ; that some, turn’d coward 
But by example (O, a sin in war, 

Damn’d in the first beginners !) ’gan to look 

The way that they did, and to grin like lions 

Upon the pikes o’ the hunters. Then eee 

A stop 7 the chaser, a retire | anon; 

A rout, confusion thick ; eran they fly, 

Chickens, the way eich they stoop’d eagles ; slaves, 
The strides they victors made. And now our cowards 
(Like fragments in hard voyages) became 

The life o’ the need : having found the back-door open 
Of the unguarded hearts, Heavens, how they wound! 
Some slain before ; some dying ; some, their friends, 
O’er-borne i’ the foninee wave : ten, chas’d by one, 
Are now each one the slaughter-man of twenty: 
Those that would die or ere resist are grown 

The mortal bugs o’ the field.é 


* The mortal BUGS o’ the field.] The mortal ¢ervors of the field. 


Se, Jit] Cymbeline. 109 


Lord. This was strange chance : 
A narrow lane, an old man, and two boys ! / 
Post. Nay, do not wonder at it: you are made 
Rather to wonder at the things you hear, 
Than to work any. Will you rhyme upon, | 
And vent it fora mockery? Here is one: 
Two boys, an old man twice a bay, a lane, 
Preserv'd the Britons, was the Romans’ bane. 
Lord. Nay, be not angry, sir. 
0Sts Lack! to what end? 
Who dares not stand his foe, I’ll be his friend ; 
For if he ’ll do as he is made to do, 
I know he’ll quickly fly my friendship too. 
You have put me in to rhyme. 
Lord. Farewell ; you are angry. [Pea0e. , SS 
Post. Still going >—This is a lord. O noble misery ! eS 
To bei’ the field, and ask what news of me. 
To-day, how many would have given their honours HIN 
To have sav’d their carcases ; took heel to dot, His, 
And yet died too! I, in mine own woe charm’d, 
Could not find death where I did hear him groan, 
Nor feel him where he struck : being an ugly monster, 
’Tis strange he hides him in fresh cups, soft beds, 
Sweet words; or hath more ministers than we 
That draw his knives i’ the war—Well, I will find him ; 
For being now a favourer to the Briton, 
No more a Briton, I have resum’d again 
The part Icamein. Fight 1 will no more, 
But yield me to the veriest hind that shall 
Once touch my shoulder. Great the slaughter is 
Here made by the Roman ; great the answer be 
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110 Cymbeline. [ACT V. 


Britons must take ; for me, my ransom’s death: 
On either side I come to spend my breath, 
Which neither here I ll keep nor.bear again, 
But end it by some means for Imogen. 


Lnter two British Captains, and Soldiers. 
Furst Cap. Great Jupiter be prais’d! Lucius is taken. 

‘Tis thought the old man and his sons were angels. 

Second Cap. There was a fourth man, in a silly habit, 

That gave th’ affront with them. 

First Cap. 50 ‘tis reported ; 
But none of them can be found.—Stand! who is there ? 
Post. A Roman ; 

Who had not now been drooping here, if seconds 

Had answer’d him. 

Second Cap. Lay hands on him; a dog! 

A leg of Rome shall not return to tell 

What crows have peck’d them here. He brags his service 

AAs if he were of note: bring him to the king. 

Lnter CYMBELINE, attended; BELARIUS, GUIDERIUS, 
ARVIRAGUS, PISANIO, axd Roman Captives. The 
Captains present POSTHUMUS to CYMBELINE, who 
delivers him over to a Gaoler ; after which, all go out.® 


SCENE IV.—A Prison. 
Linter POSTHUMUS, and two Gaolers. 


first Gaol. You shall not now be stolen : you have locks 
upon you : 
* —after which, all go out.] It was not unusual, on our old stage, 


to begin a scene with a dumb show, but it was by no means common 
to terminate a scene in the same manner. 
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So, graze as you find pasture. 
Second Gaol. Ay, or a stomach. [Zxeunt Jailers. 
Post. Most welcome, bondage ; for thou art a way, I 

I think, to liberty. Yet am I better 
Than one that’s sick o’ the gout ; since he had rather 
Groan so in perpetuity, than can be curd 
By the sure physician, death, who is the key 
T unbar these locks. My conscience, thou art fetter’d 
More than my shanks and wrists: you, good gods, give me 
The penitent instrument to pick that bolt, 

Then, free for ever! Is’t enough, I am sorry ? 

So children temporal fathers do appease ; 

Gods are more full of mercy—Must I repent ? 

I cannot do it better than in gyves, 

Desir’d, more than constrained : to satisfy, 

If of my freedom ’tis the main part, take 

No stricter render of me than my all. 

I know you are more clement than vile men, 

Who of their broken debtors take a third, 

A sixth, a tenth, letting them thrive again 

On their abatement ; that’s not my desire. 

For Imogen’s dear life take mine ; and though 

’Tis not so dear, yet ’tis a life: you coin’d it: 

’Tween man and man they weigh not every stamp, 
Though light, take pieces for the figure’s sake : 

You rather mine, being yours ; and so, great powers, 

If you will take this audit, take this life, 

And cancel these cold bonds.—O Imogen ! 

I’ll speak to thee in silence. [He lies down and sleeps. 
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Solemn music. Enter, as tn a Vision,’ SICILIUS LEONATUS, father to 


POSTHUMUS, an old man, attired like a warrior ; leading in his 
hand an ancient Matron, his wife and mother to POSTHUMUS, 
with music before them, then, after other music follow the two 
young Leonati, Brothers to POSTHUMUS, with wounds as they 
died tn the wars. They circle POSTHUMUS round, as he lies 
sleeping. 
Szct. No more, thou thunder-master, show 
Thy spite on mortal flies : 
With Mars fall out, with Juno chide, 
That thy adulteries 
Rates and revenges. 


Hath my poor boy done aught but well ? 
Whose face I never saw ; 

I died, whilst in the womb he stay’d 
Attending nature’s law. 

Whose father, then (as men report 
Thou orphans’ father art) 

Thou shouldst have been, and shielded him 
From this earth-vexing smart. 


Mother. Lucina lent not me her aid, 
But took me in my throes; 
That from me was Posthumus ript, 
Came crying ’mongst his foes, 
A thing of pity ! 


S7cz. Great nature, like his ancestry, 
Moulded the stuff so fair, 
That he deserv’d the praise o’ the world, 
As great Sicilius’ heir. 


—as in a Vision.) “As in an apparation”, says the folio 1623; 


the rest of the description is from the same edition. 


Cymbeline. 


SGn1V.] 


First Bro. When once he was mature for man, 
In Britain where was he 
That could stand up his parallel, i 
Or fruitful object be | 
In eye of Imogen, that best | 
Could deem his dignity ? 


Moth. With marriage wherefore was he mock’d, 
To be exil’d, and thrown 
From Leonati’ seat, and cast 
From her his dearest one, 
Sweet Imogen ? 


Sict. Why did you suffer Iachimo, Lal 3 
Slight thing of Italy, M B,| 
To taint his nobler heart and brain 
With needless jealousy ; \ | aa 
And to become the geck® and scorn | a 
O’ the others villainy ? 


Second Bro. For this from stiller seats we come, Lyi 
Our parents, and us twain, 
That striking in our country’s cause 
Fell bravely, and were slain ; 
Our fealty, and Tenantius’ right, 
With honour to maintain. 


First Bro. Vike hardiment Posthumus hath 
To Cymbeline perform’d : 
Then, Jupiter, thou king of gods, 
Why hast thou thus adjourn’d 
The graces for his merits due, 
Being all to dolours turn’d? 


8 And to become the GECK] 7.¢., fool: see Midsummer-Night’s 
Dream, act v, Sc. 1, p. 99. 
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Cymbeline. 


Sict. Thy crystal window ope ; look out : 
No longer exercise, 
Upon a valiant race, thy harsh 
And potent injuries. 
Moth. Since, Jupiter, our son is good, 
Take off his miseries. 


Sict. Peep through thy marble mansion ; help ! 
Or we poor ghosts will cry, 
To the shining synod of the rest, 
Against thy deity. 


Both Bro. Help, Jupiter ! or we appeal, 
And from thy justice fly. 


Fupiter descends in thunder and lightning, sitting upon an eagle « 
he throws a thunderbolt « the Ghosts fall on their knees. 
Fup. No more, you petty spirits of region low, 
Offend our hearing : hush !—How dare you ghosts 
Accuse the thunderer, whose bolt, you know, 
Sky-planted, batters all rebelling coasts ? 
Poor shadows of Elysium, hence; and rest 
Upon your never-withering banks of flowers : 
Be not with mortal accidents opprest ; 
No care of yours it is; you know ’tis ours. 
Whom best I love, I cross ; to make my gift, 
The more delay’d, delighted. Be content ; 
Your low-laid son our godhead will uplift : 
His comforts thrive, his trials well are spent. 
Our Jovial star reign’d at his birth, and in 
Our temple was he married.—Rise, and fade !— 
He shall be lord of lady Imogen, 
And happier much by his affliction made, 


Cymobeline. 


This tablet lay upon his breast, wherein 
Our pleasure his full fortune doth confine ; 
And so, away ! no farther with your din 
Express impatience, lest you stir up mine.—; 
Mount, eagle, to my palace crystalline. [ Ascending. 
Sicz. He came in thunder; his celestial breath 
Was sulphurous to smell: the holy eagle 
Stoop’d, as to foot us :? his ascension is 
More sweet than our bless’d fields. His royal bird 
Prunes the immortal wing, and cloys his beak, 
As when his god is pleas’d. 
All. Thanks, Jupiter. 
Sict. The marble pavement closes ; he is enter’d 
His radiant roof.—Away ! and, to be blest, 
Let us with care perform his great behest. [Ghosts vamzsh. 


Post. [Waking.] Sleep, thou -hast been a grandsire, and 
begot 
A father to me; and thou hast created 
A mother, and two brothers. But (O scorn!) 
Gone? they went hence so soon as they were born ; 
And so Il am awake. Poor wretches, that depend 
On greatness’ favour, dream as I have done ; 
Wake, and find nothing.—But, alas! I swerve: 
Many dream not to find, neither deserve, 
And yet are steep’d in favours ; so am I, 
That have this golden chance, and know not why. 
What fairies haunt this ground? A book? Q, rare one! 
Be not, as is our fangled world,' a garment 


9 _to FOOT us :] z.¢., to grasp us in his talons. 

1 our FANGLED world,] “Fangled” is almost invariably found with 
new before it ; and only in this instance, as far as discoveries Of the 
kind have yet gone, without it. 
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Nobler than that it covers: let thy effects 
So follow, to be most unlike our courtiers, 
As good as promise. 

[Reads.] 


Whenas a lion’s whelp shall, to himself unknown, without 
seeking find, and be embraced by a piece of tender air; and when 
from a stately cedar shall be lopped branches, which, being dead 
many years, shall after revive, be jointed to the old stock, and freshly 
grow, then shall Posthumus end his miseries, ‘Britain be fortunate, 
and flourish in peace and plenty. 


’Tis still a dream, or else such stuff as madmen 
Tongue, and brain not ; either both, or nothing : 
Or senseless speaking, or a speaking such 

As sense cannot untie. Be what it is, 

The action of my life is like it, which 

I'll keep, if but for sympathy. 


Re-enter Gaolers. 


Gaol. Come, sir, are you ready for death ? 

Post. Over-roasted, rather ; ready long ago. 

Gacl. Hanging is the word, sir: if you be ready for that, 
you are well cooked. 

Post. So, if I prove a good repast to the spectators, the 
dish pays the shot. 

Gaol. A heavy reckoning for you, sir; but the comfort 
is, you shall be called to no more payments, fear no more 
tavern bills; which are often the sadness of parting, as the 
procuring of mirth: you come in faint for want of meat, 
depart reeling with too much drink ; sorry that you have 
paid too much, and sorry that you are paid too much; 
purse and brain both empty: the brain the heavier for 


sc. Iv.] Cymbeline. EL, 


being too light, the purse too light, being drawn of heavi- 
ness. O! of this contradiction you shall now be quit.— 
O the charity of a penny cord! it sums up thousands ina 
trice: you have no true debitor and creditor but it; of 
what’s past, is, and to come, the discharge-—Your neck, 
sir, is pen, book, and counters ; so the acquittance follows. 

Post. 1 am merrier to die, than thou art to live. 

Gaol. Indeed, sir, he that sleeps feels not the toothache ; 
but a man that were to sleep your sleep, and a hangman 
to help him to bed, I think, he would change places with 
his officer ; for, look you, sir, you know not which way you 
shall go. 

Post. Yes, indeed do I, fellow. 

Gaol. Your death has eyes in’s head, then ; I have not 
seen him so pictured : you must either be directed by some 
that take upon them to know, or take upon yourself that 
which I am sure you do not know, or jump the after- 
inquiry? on your own peril: and how you shall speed in 
. your journey’s end, I think you Il never return to tell one. 

Post. 1 tell thee, fellow, there are none want eyes to 
direct them the way I am going, but such as wink, and 
will not use them. 

Gaol. What an infinite mock is this, that a man should 
have the best use of eyes to see the way of blindness! I 
am sure, hanging ’s the way of winking. 

Enter a Messenger, 2 haste. 

Mess. Knock off his manacles: bring your prisoner to 
the king. 

2 —or JUMP the after-inquiry—] 2.¢., visk the after-inquiry. We 
have before had the word “jump” frequently used in a precisely 
similar way: see, especially, Macbeth, act i, sc. 7, p. 20, “We 'd jump 


the life to come.” 
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Post. Thou bring’st good news. I am call’d to be made 
irec. 

Gaol, I'll be hanged, then. 

Post. Thou shalt be then freer than a gaoler ; no bolts 
for the dead. [Zxeunt POSTHUMUS and Messenger. 

Gaol. Unless a man would marry a gallows, and beget 
young gibbets, I never saw one so prone. Yet, on my 
conscience, there are verier knaves desire to live, for all he 
be a Roman; and there be some of them too, that die 
against their wills: so should I, if I were one. I would 
we were all of one mind, and one mind good: O, there 
were desolation of gaolers, and gallowses! I speak against 
my present profit, but my wish hath a preferment in ’t. 

[ Execunt. 


SCENE V.—Cymbeline’s Tent. 


Luter CYMBELINE, BELARIUS, GUIDERIUS, ARVIRAGUS, 
PISANIO, Lords, Officers and Attendants. 


Cym. Stand by my side, you whom the gods have made 
Preservers of my throne, Woe is my heart, 
That the poor soldier that so richly fought, 
Whose rags sham’d gilded arms, whose naked breast 
Stepp’d before targe of proof, cannot be found : 
He shall be happy that can find him, if 
Our grace can make him so. 

Lel. I never saw 
Such noble fury in so poor a thing ; 
Such precious deeds in one that promis’d nought 
But beggary and poor looks. 

Cym. No tidings of him ? 
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Pis. He hath been search’d among the dead and living, 
But no trace of him. 
Cym. To my grief, Lam | 
The heir of his reward ; which I will add | | 
To you, the liver, heart, and brain of Britain, 
By whom, I grant, she lives. ’Tis now the time 
To ask of whence you are :—report it. 
Bel. Su; | 
In Cambria are we born, and gentlemen. 
Farther to boast, were neither true nor modest, 
Unless I add, we are honest. 
Cym. Bow your knees. [They kneel. 
Arise, my knights 0’ the battle: I create you 
Companions to our person, and will fit you 
With dignities becoming your estates. : . 


Enter CORNELIUS and Ladies. 


There’s business in these faces—Why so sadly Ni 
Greet you our victory ? you look like Romans, tN) 
And not o’ the court of Britain. 
Cor. Hail, great king ! 
To sour your happiness, I must report 
The queen is dead. 
Cym. Whom worse than a physician 
Would this report become? But I consider, 
By medicine life may be prolong’d, yet death 
Will seize the doctor too—How ended she? 
Cor. With horror, madly dying, like her life ; 
Which, being cruel to the world, concluded 
Most cruel to herself. What she confess’d, 
I will report, so please you: these her women ( 
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nit | Can trip me, if I err, who with wet cheeks 
SM TE | | Were present when she finish’d. 
| 1a] Cym. Prithee, say. 
hi | Cor. First, she confess’d she never lov’d you ; only 
“a | | Affected greatness got by you, not you: 
uy | Married your royalty, was wife to your place, 
wen Abhorr’d your person. 
Rou Cym. She alone knew this; 
i ) 1] And, but she spoke it dying, I would not 
an Believe her lips in opening it. Proceed. 
| ae Cor. Your daughter, whom she bore in hand to love 
| | With such integrity, she did confess 
Wi Was as a scorpion to her sight ; whose life, 
alt Ft But that her flight prevented it, she had 
HT! | Ta’en off by poison. 
Cym. O most delicate fiend ! 
| | Who is’t can read a woman ?—Is there more? 


EN ETTORE 
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Cor. More, sir, and worse. She did confess she had 

For you a mortal mineral ; which, being took, 
'\ Should by the minute feed on life, and lingering 
| | By inches waste you : in which time she purpos’d, 

By watching, weeping, tendance, kissing, to 

O’ercome you with her show ; yes, and in time 
| | (When she had fitted you with her craft) to work 
Her son into th’ adoption of the crown: 
But failing of her end by his strange absence, 
Grew shameless-desperate ; open’d, in despite 
Of heaven and men, her purposes ; repented 
The evils she hatch’d were not effected S05 
Despairing—died. 


Ss 


Cym. Heard you all this, her women ? 
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Lady. We did so, please your highness. 

Cym. Mine eyes 
Were not in fault, for she was beautiful ; 
Mine ears, that heard her flattery ; nor my heart, 
That thought her like her seeming ; it had been vicious 
To have mistrusted her: yet, O my daughter ! 
That it was folly in me, thou mayst say, 
And prove it in thy feeling. Heaven mend all! 


Enter Lucius, [ACHIMO, the Soothsayer, and other Roman 
Prisoners ; POSTHUMUS behind, and IMOGEN. 


Thou com’st not, Caius, now, for tribute: that 
The Britons have raz’d out, though with the loss 
Of many a bold one ; whose kinsmen have made suit, 
That their good souls may be appeas’d with slaughter 
Of you their captives, which ourself have granted : 
So, think of your estate. 
Luc. Consider, sir, the chance of war: the day 
Was yours by accident ; had it gone with us, 
We should not, when the blood was cool, have threaten’d 
Our prisoners with the sword. But since the gods 
Will have it thus, that nothing but our lives 
May be call’d ransom, let it come: sufficeth, 
A Roman with a Roman’s heart can suffer : 
Augustus lives to think on’t ; and so much 
For my peculiar care. This one thing only 
I will entreat: my boy, a Briton born, 
Let him be ransom’d : never master had 
A page so kind, so duteous, diligent, 
So tender over his occasions, true, 
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So feat,’ so nurse-like. Let his virtue join 
With my request, which, Ill make bold, your highness 
Cannot deny: he hath done no Briton harm, 
Though he have serv’d a Roman: save him, sir, 
And spare no blood beside. 
Cym. I have surely seen him: 
His favour is familiar to me.t—Boy, 
Thou hast look’d thyself into my grace, 
And art mine own.—I know not why, nor wherefore,® 
To say, eve, doy: ne’er thank thy master ; live, 
And ask of Cymbeline what boon thou wilt, 
Fitting my bounty and thy state, I'll give it ; 
Yea, though thou do demand a prisoner, 
he noblest ta’en. 
Imo. I humbly thank your highness. 
Luc. I do not bid thee beg my life, good lad ; 
And yet I know thou wilt. 
Imo. No, nos alack} 
There ’s other work in hand.—I see a thing 
Bitter to me as death.—Your life, good master, 
Must shuffle for itself. 
WG, The boy disdains me, 
He leaves me, scorns me: briefly die their joys, 
That place them on the truth of girls and boys— 
Why stands he so perplex’d ? 
Cym. What wouldst thou, boy ? 
I love thee more and more; think more and more 


$ So FEAT,| So neat, ready, clever. 

* His FAVOUR is familiar to me.] Here, as in many other places, 
“favour” is used for features, or countenance. 

° I know not why, NOR wherefore,| ‘‘ Nor” was added by Rowe. 


sc. V.] 


What’s best to ask. 
Wilt have him live ? 


Cym. 


To give me hearing. 


Cym. 


And lend my best attention. 


Imo. Fidele, sir. 
Cym. 


[CYMBELINE and IMOGEN walk and converse apart. 


Cymbeline. 


Know’st him thou look’st on ? speak ; 


[22 


Is he thy kin? thy friend ? 
Imo. He is a Roman; no more kin to me, 
Than I to your highness ; who, being born your vassal, 


Am something nearer. 


Wherefore ey’st him so? 
Imo. V’ll tell you, sir, in private, if you please 


Ay, with all my heart, 


What’s thy name? 


Thou art, my good youth, my page ; 
I’ll be thy master: walk with me; speak freely. 


Bel. Is not this boy reviv'd from death? 


Ary. 


One sand another 


Not more resembles that sweet rosy lad 
Who died, and was Fidele—What think you ? 


Gui. The same dead thing alive. 
Bel. Peace, peace! sce farther. He eyes us not: forbear ; 


Creatures may be alike : were ’t he, I am sure 
He would have spoke to us. 


Gut. 


Bel. Be silent ; let ’s see farther. 


Pis. |Aside.| 


But we saw him dead. 


It is my mistress! 


Since she is living, let the time run on 


To good or bad. [CYMBELINE avd IMOGEN come forward. 


Cym. 


Make thy demand aloud.—Sir, [Zo IACHIMO] step you 


forth. 


Give answer to this boy ; and do it freely, 


Come, stand thou by our side : 
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Or, by our greatness, and the grace of it, 
Which is our honour, bitter torture shall 
Winnow the truth from falsehood.—On ; speak to him. 

Imo. My boon is, that this gentleman may render 
Of whom he had this ring. [Pointing to tt. 

Post. [Aside.] What ’s that to him ? 

Cym. ‘That diamond upon your finger, say, 

How came it yours ? 

Lach. Thou ’It torture me to leave unspoken that 
Which, to be spoke, would torture thee. 

Cym. How! me? 

Lach. J am glad to be constrain’d to utter that which 
Torments me to conceal. By villany 
I got this ring: ’twas Leonatus’ jewel ; 

Whom thou didst banish ; and (which more may grieve thee 
As it doth me) a nobler sir ne’er liv’d 
"Twixt sky and ground. Wilt thou hear more, my lord ? 

Cym. All that belongs to this. 

Lach. That paragon, thy daughter, 
For whom my heart drops blood, and my false spirits 
Quail to remember,—Give me leave; I faint. 

Cym. My daughter! what of her? Renew thy strength: 
I had rather thou shouldst live while nature will, 

Than die ere I hear more. Strive! man, and speak. 

fach. Upon a time, (unhappy was the clock 
That struck the hour) it was in Rome ; (accurs’d 
The mansion where !) twas at a feast; (O! would 
Our viands had been poison’d, or at least 
Those which I heav’d to head !) the good Posthumus, 
(What should I say? he was too good to be 
Where ill men were, and was the best of all 
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Amongst the rar’st of good ones) sitting sadly, 

Hearing us praise our loves of Italy 

For beauty, that made barren the swell’d boast | 
Of him that best could speak ; for feature, laming | 
The shrine of Venus, or straight-pight Minerva, 
Postures beyond brief nature ; for condition, 

A shop of all the qualities that man 

Loves woman for; besides, that hook of wiving, 


Fairness, which strikes the eye,— 
Cym. Ipctand on ire: 


See Sa ere 
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Come to the matter. 
Lach. All too soon I shall, 


Unless thou wouldst grieve quickly—This Posthumus, Wf im 
(Most like a noble lord in love, and one Ay a 
That had a royal lover) took his hint ; 
And, not dispraising whom we prais’d (therein NE 
He was as calm as virtue) he began | 
His mistress’ picture ; which by his tongue being made, 
And then a mind put in’t, either our brags 
Were crack’d of kitchen trulls, or his description 
Prov’d us unspeaking sots. 
Cy. Nay, nay, to the purpose. 
Tach. Your daughter’s chastity—there it begins. 
He spake of her, as Dian had hot dreams, 
And she alone were cold : whereat, I, wretch, 
Made scruple of his praise ; and wager’d with him 
Pieces of gold ’gainst this, which then he wore 
Upon his honour’d finger, to attain 
In suit the place of his bed, and win this ring 
By her’s and mine adultery. He, true knight, 
No lesser of her honour confident ¥ 
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Than I did truly find her, stakes this ring ; 
And would so, had it been a carbuncle 

Of Pheebus’ wheel; and might so safely, had it 
Been all the worth of his car. Away to Britain | 
Post I in this design : well may you, sir, 
Remember me at court, where I was taught 

Of your chaste daughter the wide difference 
‘Twixt amorous and villainous. Being thus quench’d 
Of hope, not longing, mine Italian brain 

‘Gan in your duller Britain operate 

Most vilely; for my vantage, excellent: 

And to be brief, my practice so prevail’d, 

That I return’d with simular proof, enough 

To make the noble Leonatus mad, 

By wounding his belief in her renown 

With tokens thus, and thus ; averring notes 

Of chamber-hanging, pictures, this her bracelet, 
(O cunning, how I got it !) nay, some marks 
Of secret on her person, that he could not 

But think her bond of chastity quite crack’d, 

I having ta’en the forfeit. Whereupon,— 
Methinks I see him now,— 

Post. [Coming forward] Ay, so thou dost, 
Italian fiend !—Ah me! most credulous fool, 
Egregious murderer, thief, anything 
That’s due to all the villains past, in being, 

To come !—O, give me cord, or knife, or poison, 
Some upright justicer! Thou, king, send out 
For torturers ingenious: it is I 

That all the abhorred things o’ the earth amend, 
By being worse than they. Iam Posthumus, 


Reeve | Cymbeline. ayy: 


That kill’d thy daughter :—villain-like, I lie ; 
That caus’d a lesser villain than myself, 

A sacrilegious thief, to do’t :—the temple 

Of virtue was she :—yea, and she herself. 

Spit, and throw stones, cast mire upon me ; set 
The dogs o’ the street to bay me: every villain 
Be call’d Posthumus Leonatus, and 

Be villainy less than ’twas!—O Imogen! 

My queen, my life, my wife! O Imogen, 
Imogen, Imogen ! 


Imo. Peace, my lord! hear, hear !— 

Post. Shall’s have a play of this? Thou scornful page, 
There lie thy part. [Striking her: she falls. 

7s. O, gentlemen ! help, 


Mine, and your mistress.—O, my lord Posthumus ! 
You ne’er kill’d Imogen till now.—Help, help !— 
Mine honour’d lady! 


Cym. Does the world go round? 
Post. How come these staggers.on me? 
Pis. Wake, my mistress ! 


_Cym. Tf this be’so, the gods do mean to strike me 
To death with mortal joy! 
Pts. How fares my mistress ? 
Imo. O! get thee from my sight ; 
Thou gav’st me poison: dangerous fellow, hence! 
Breathe not where princes are. 
Cym. The tune of Imogen ! 
Piss Wady, 
The gods throw stones of sulphur on me, if 
That box I gave you was not thought by me 
A precious thing: I had it from the queen. 
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Cym. New matter still ? 
Imo. It poison’d me. 
Cor. O gods ! 
I left out one thing which the queen confess’d, 
Which must approve thee honest : if Pisanio 
Have, said she, given his mistress that confection 
Which I gave him for a cordial, she is serv’d 
As I would serve a rat. 
Cym. What’s this, Cornelius ? 
Cor. The queen, sir, very oft importun’d me 
To temper poisons for her ; still pretending 
The satisfaction of her knowledge only 
In killing creatures vile, as cats and dogs 
Of no esteem: I, dreading that her purpose 
Was of more danger, did compound for her 
A certain stuff, which, being ta’en, would cease 
The present power of life ; but, in short time, 
All offices of nature should again 
Do their due functions.—Have you ta’en of it ? 
Lmo. Most like I did, for I was dead. 


Don My boys, 
There was our error. 
Guz. This is, sure, Fidele. 


mo. Why did you throw your wedded lady from you ? 
Think that you are upon a rock; and now 


Throw me again. [Embracing POSTHUMUS. 
EZOST: Hang there like fruit, my soul, 

Till the tree die! 
Cym. How now! my flesh, my child? 


What! mak’st thou me a dullard in this act ? 
Wilt thou not speak to me? 


va 
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Imo. Your blessing, sir. [Aneelzng. 

Bel. Though you did love this youth, I blame ye not ; 
You had a motive for’t. [Zo GUID. and ARVIR. i 

Cym. My tears that fall 
Prove holy water on thee! Imogen, . 
Thy mother’s dead. 

Imo. I am sorry for ’t, my lord. 

Cym. O! she was naught ; and ‘long of her it was, 
That we meet here so strangely: but her son 
Is gone, we know not how, nor where. 

Ls: My lord, 
Now fear is from me, I’ll speak troth. Lord Cloten, 
Upon my lady’s missing, came to me 
With his sword drawn; foam’d at the mouth, and swore, 
If I discover’d not which way she was gone, cS 
It was my instant death. By accident, ~ 
I had a feigned letter of my master’s 
Then in my pocket, which directed him Wi . 
To seek her on the mountains near to Milford ; Se 
Where, in a frenzy, in my master’s garments, 
Which he infore’d from me, away he posts 
With unchaste purpose, and with oath to violate 
My lady’s honour: what became of him 
I farther know not. 


Gut. Let me end the story : 
I slew him there. 
Cym. Marry, the gods forefend ! 


I would not thy good deeds should from my lips 
Pluck a hard sentence : prithee, valiant youth, 
Deny ’t again. 

Gut. I have spoke it, and I did it. 
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Cym. He was a prince. 

Gut. A most uncivil one. The wrongs he did me 
Were nothing prince-like ; for he did provoke me 
With language that would make me spurn the sea, 
If it could so roar to me. I cut off’s head ; 

And am right glad he is not standing here 
To tell this tale of mine. 

Cym. I am sorry for thee : 

By thine own tongue thou art condemn’d, and must 
Endure our law. Thou art dead. 


[mo. That headless man 
I thought had been my lord. 

Cym. Bind the offender, 
And take him from our presence, 

Bel. Stay, sir king. 


This is better than the man he slew, 
As well descended as thyself; and hath 
More of thee merited, than a band of Clotens 
Had ever scar for—Let his arms alone; [Zo the Guard. 
They were not born for bondage. 
Cym. Why, old soldier, 
Wilt thou undo the worth thou art unpaid for, 
By tasting of our wrath ? How of descent 
As good as we? 


Ary, In that he spake too far. 
Cym. And thou shalt die for ’t. 
Bel. We will die all three ; 


But I will prove that two on’s are as good 

As I have given out him.—My sons, I must 
For mine own part unfold a dangerous speech, 
Though, haply, well for you. 


Seal Cymbeline. in 


Arv. Your danger ’s ours. | 
Gui. And our good his. 
Bel. Have at it, then. By leave, tl 
Thou hadst, great king, a subject, who was call’d : 
Belarius. | | 
Cym. What of him ? he is 
A banish’d traitor. { 
Bel. He it is that hath 


Assum’d this age: indeed, a banish’d man ; 
I know not how a traitor. 


Cym. Take him hence! 
The whole world shall not save him. 
Bel. Not too hot: Hid 


First pay me for the nursing of thy sons ; ‘5 
And let it be confiscate all, so soon a 
As I have receiv’d it. | . 


Cym. Nursing of my sons? 
Bel. 1 am too blunt and saucy; here’s my knee: AD 
Ere I arise, I will prefer my sons ; [ Kneeling. Hi 


Then, spare not the old father. Mighty sir, 
These two young gentlemen, that call me father, »y 
And think they are my sons, are none of mine : ( 
They are the issue of your loins, my liege, 
And blood of your begetting. 
Cym. How! my issue ? 
Bel. So sure as you your father’s. I, old Morgan, 
Am that Belarius whom you sometime banish’d : 
Your pleasure was my mere offence,® my punishment 


6 _my MERE offence,] The meaning of “mere” in this place is 
evident —“my ony offence”: the first folio having misprinted it 


neere, it became wear in the later folios. 
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132 Cymbeline. [ACT oie 


Itself, and all ‘my treason ; that I suffer’d 

Was all the harm I did. These gentle princes 
(For such, and so they are) these twenty years 
Have I train’d up ; those arts they have, as I 
Could put into them: my breeding was, sir, as 
Your highness knows. Their nurse, Euriphile, 
Whom for the theft I wedded, stole these children 
Upon my banishment: I mowd her to ’t ; 

Having receiv’d the punishment before, 

For that which I did then: beaten for loyalty 
Excited me to treason. Their dear loss, 

The more of you ’twas felt, the more it shap’d 
Unto my end of stealing them. But, gracious sir, 
Here are your sons again; and I must lose 

Two of the sweet’st companions in the world.— 
The benediction of these covering heavens 

Fall on their heads like dew! for they are worthy 
To inlay heaven with stars. 

Cym. Thou weep’st, and speak’st. 
The service that you three have done is more 
Unlike than this thou tell’st. I lost my children : 
If these be they, I know not how to wish 
A pair of worthier sons. 

Bel, Be pleas’d awhile.— 
This gentleman, whom I call Polydore, 

Most worthy prince, as your’s is true Guiderius : 

This gentleman, my Cadwal, Arviragus, 

Your younger princely son : he, sir, was lapp’d 

In a most curious mantle, wrought by the hand 

Of his queen mother, which, for more probation, 

I can with ease produce. 


Sen Val Cymbeline. 


Cyit. Guiderius had 
Upon his neck a mole, a sanguine star : 

It was a mark of wonder. 

Bel. This is he, 
Who hath upon him still that natural stamp * 
It was wise nature’s end in the donation, | 
To be his evidence now. 

Cy. O! what, am I 
A mother to the birth of three? Ne’er mother 
Rejoic’d deliverance more.—Bless’d may you be, 
That after this strange starting from your orbs, 
You may reign in them now !—O Imogen ! 

Thou hast lost by this a kingdom. 

Imo. No, my lord ; 

I have got two worlds by ’t—O, my gentle brothers, EB 
Have we thus met? O! never say hereafter, OS 
But I am truest speaker: you call’d me brother, 
When I was but your sister ; I you brothers, LIN 
When you were so indeed. | Mie 


Cym. Did you e’er meet ? 
Arv. Ay, my good lord. 
Gut. And at first meeting lov’d ; 


Continued so, until we thought he died. 


Cor. By the queen’s dram she swallow’d. 


Cym. O rare instinct ! 


When shall I hear all through? This fierce abridgment? 
Hath to it circumstantial branches, which 

Distinction should be rich in—Where ? how liv’d you? 
And when came you to serve our Roman captive ? 


1 This FIERCE abridgment] Most likely we ought to read “ This 
forcd abridgment”; but we dare make no change. 
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134 Cymbeline. [ACT aie 


How parted with your brothers ? how first met them ? 
Why fled you from the court, and whither? These, 
And your three motives to the battle, with 
I know not how much more, should be demanded, 
And all the other by-dependencies, 
From chance to chance; but nor the time nor place 
Will serve our long inter’gatories.8 See, 
Posthumus anchors upon Imogen ; : 
And she, like harmless lightning, throws her eye 
On him, her brothers, me, her master, hitting 
Each object with a joy: the counterchange 
Is severally in all. Let’s quit this ground, 
And smoke the temple with our sacrifices.— 
Thou art my brother: so we’ll hold thee ever. [Zo BEL. 
fmo. You are my father, too; and did relieve me, 
To see this gracious season. 
Cym. All o’erjoy’d, 
Save these in bonds: let them be joyful too, 
For they shall taste our comfort. 


Lio. My good master, 
I will yet do you service. 
Liu, Happy be you! 


Cym. The forlorn soldier, that so nobly fought, 
He would have well become this place,® and grac'd 
The thankings of a king. 


* —INTER’GATORIES. ] Apparently so pronounced in the time of 
Shakespeare, and sometimes so printed, as in Adl’s Well that Ends 
Well, act iv, sc. 3, p. 87, where the sentence is only prose; and in 
Lhe Merchant of Venice, act v, sc. I, p- 100, where the word occurs in 
verse twice. 


* —well BECOME this place,] In the folio 1623, “become” is printed 


sc. V.] Cymbeline. 135 


©0Sz. 1 am; sir; 
The soldier that did company these three 
In poor beseeming : ’twas a fitment for 
The purpose I then follow’d.—That I was he; 
Speak, Iachimo: I had you down, and might 
Have made you finish. 

Lach. I am down again ; [ Kneeling. 
But now my heavy conscience sinks my knee, 

As then your force did. Take that life, beseech you, 
Which I so often owe; but your ring first ; 
And here the bracelet of the truest princess 
That ever swore her faith. [Giving them. 
OSh. Kneel not to me: 
The power that I have on you is to spare you ; 
The malice towards you to forgive you. Live, 
And deal with others better. 
Cym. Nobly doom’d. 
We’ll learn our freeness of a son-in-law : 
Pardon’s the word to ail. 
Arv. You holp us, sir, 
As you did mean indeed to be our brother ; 
Joy’d are we, that you are. 

Post. Your servant, princes.—Good my lord of Kome, 
Call forth your soothsayer. As I slept, methought, 
Great Jupiter, upon his eagle back a), 

Appear’d to me, with other spritely shows 


becom’d—probably a mere vulgar error ; but it has been absurdly 


adopted by some modern editors. 
1 _upon his eagle BACK’D,] . So all the folios; but several modern 


editors strangely prefer “upon his eagle back” ; if they thought fit to 
make a change in the text, they ought surely to have printed “upon 


his eagle’s back.” 
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136 Cymbeline. [ACT V. 


Of mine own kindred : when I wak’d, I found 

This label on my bosom ; whose containing 

Is so from sense in hardness, that I can 

Make no collection of it: let him show 

His skill in the construction. 
Tic. Philarmonus ! 
Sooth. Here, my good lord. [Coming forward. 
EUG Read, and declare the meaning. 
Sooth. [Reads.] 

Whenas a lion’s whelp shall, to himself unknown, without 
seeking find, and be embraced by a piece of tender air; and when 
from a stately cedar shall be lopped branches, which, being dead 
many years, shall after revive, be jointed to the old stock, and freshly 
grow, then shall Posthumus end his miseries, Britain be fortunate, 
and flourish in peace and plenty. 

Thou, Leonatus, art the lion’s whelp ; 
The fit and apt construction of thy name, 
Being Leo-natus, doth import so much. 
The piece of tender air, thy virtuous daughter, [Zo Cy. 
Which we call mollis aer ; and mollis aer 
We term it mulier : which muzlier, I divine, 
Is thy most constant wife: who, even now, 
Answering the letter of the oracle, 
Unknown to you, unsought, were clipp’d about 
With this most tender air. 
Cym. This hath some seeming. 
Sooth. The lofty cedar, royal Cymbeline, 
Personates thee ; and thy lopp’d branches point 
Thy two sons forth ; who, by Belarius stolen, 
For many years thought dead, are now reviv’d, 
To the majestic cedar join’d ; whose issue 
Promises Britain peace and plenty. 


[Loslosr 


SC, ¥.] Cymbeline. 


Cym. Well, 

My peace we will begin: and, Caius Lucius, 
Although the victor, we submit to Cesar, 

And to the Roman empire ; promising 

To pay our wonted tribute, from the which * 
We were dissuaded by our wicked queen ; 
Whom heavens, in justice, both on her and hers 
Have laid most heavy hand. 

Sooth. The fingers of the powers above do tune 
The harmony of this peace. The vision, 

Which I made known to Lucius ere the stroke 
Of this yet scarce-cold battle, at this instant 

Is full accomplish’d ; for the Roman eagle, 

From south to west on wing soaring aloft, 
Lessen’d herself, and in the beams o’ the sun 

So vanish’d : which foreshow’d our princely eagle, 
Th’ imperial Cesar, should again unite 

His favour with the radiant Cymbeline, 

Which shines here in the west. 

Cym. Laud we the gods ; 
And let our crooked smokes climb to their nostrils 
From our bless’d altars. Publish we this peace 
To all our subjects. Set we forward : let 
A Roman and a British ensign wave 
Friendly together ; so through Lud’s town march, 
And in the temple of great Jupiter 
Our peace we'll ratify ; seal it with feasts.— 

Set on there !—Never was a war did cease, 
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Ere bloody hands were wash’d, with such a peace. [Lveunt. 
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Lords, Ladies, Knights, Gentlemen, Sailors, Pirates, Fishermen, 


1 This drama was printed in 4to. in 1609, 1611, 1619, 1630, and 
1635, before it appeared in the third folio of 1664: it had found no 
place in the two earlier folios, though all the 4tos. assign it to Shake- 


speare. 


DRAMA PISSRERSONAS, 


ANTIOCHUS, King of Antioch. 
PERICLES, Prince of Tyre. 
PELICAN GS Segoe a of Tyre. 
ESCANES, }§ 

SIMONIDES, Azuzg of Pentapolis. 
CLEON, Governor of Tharsus. 
LYSIMACHUS, Governor of Mytilene. 
CERIMON, a Lord of Ephesus. 
THALIARD, a Lord of Antioch. 
PHILEMON, Servant to Cerimon. 
LEONINE, Servant to Dionyza.. 
Marshal. 

A Pandar, and his Wife. 

BOULT, ¢hetr Servant. 

GOWER, the Poet, as Chorus. 


The Daughter of Antiochus. 

DionyZA, W2fe to Cleon. 

THAISA, Daughter to Simonides. 

Marina, Daughter to Pericles and Thaisa. 
LYCHORIDA, /Vurse to Marina. 

DIANA. 


Messengers, a Bawd, etc. 


SCENE, dispersedly in various Countries. 


Rowe first printed a list of the characters. 


NES 
Enter GOWER. 


Before the Palace of Antioch. 


To sing a song that old was sung, 
From ashes ancient Gower is come ; 
Assuming man’s infirmities, 

To glad your ear and please your eyes. 
It hath been sung at festivals, 

On ember-eves, and holy ales,” 

And lords and ladies in their lives 
Have read it for restoratives : 

The purpose is® to make men glorious ; 
Et bonum quo antiquius, eo melius. 

If you, born in these latter times, 
When wit’s more ripe, accept my rhymes, 
And that to hear an old man sing, 
May to your wishes pleasure bring, 


2 and holy ALES;] Every old ‘copy has “ holy-days”,; but we 
have adopted Dr. Farmer’s emendation : by “holy ales”, what were 


then called church ales were probably intended. 


3 The PURPOSE is—] In the old copies the text stands, “The pur- 


chase is”, and it might, perhaps, be strained to a meaning, 
2 foe) ? p 2 Oo 
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Pericles, 


I life would wish, and that I might 
Waste it for you, like taper-light.— 
This Antioch, then: Antiochus the great 
Built up this city for his chiefest seat, 
Thedairest inealeoyiies 

I tell you what mine authors say. 
Wail This king unto him took a feere,4 

an Who died and left a female heir, 
So buxom, blithe, and full of face, 
| As heaven had lent her all his grace ; 
| With whom the father liking took 
And her to incest did provoke: 
Bad child, worse father, to entice his own 
To evil should be done by none: 
But custom what they did begin 
Was with long use account’ no sin. 
The beauty of this sinful dame 
Made many princes thither frame, 
To seek her as a bed-fellow, 
In marriage-pleasures play-fellow : 
Which to prevent he made a law 
To keep her still, and men in awe, 
That whoso ask’d her for his wife, 
His riddle told not, lost his life : 
So, for her many a wight did die, 
As yond’ grim looks do testify.® 


* —took a FEERE:] 2.é¢., a mate, wife, or companion: see Titus 
Andronicus, act iv, sc. I, p. 59. 

° As yond’ grim looks do testify.] Referring to the ghastly heads of 
the unsuccessful suitors, which were exhibited to the audience over 
the gates of the palace at Antioch. 


[Gn | Prince of Tyre. 


What now ensues to the judgment of your eye 
I give, my cause who best can justify. Wale he / 


SCENE I.—Antioch. A Room in the Palace. 


Enter ANTIOCHUS, PERICLES, avd Attendants. 


Ant. Young prince of Tyre, you have at large receiv d 
The danger of the task you undertake. 
Per. V have, Antiochus ; and with a soul 
Embolden’d with the glory of her praise, 
Think death no hazard in this enterprise. 
Ant. Bring in our daughter, clothed like a bride 
For the embracements even of Jove himself ; 
At whose conception, (till Lucina reign’d) 
Nature this dowry gave, to glad her presence, 
The senate-house of planets all did sit, 
To knit in her their best perfections. [| Music.® 


Enter the Daughter of ANTIOCHUS. 


Per. See where she comes, apparell’d like the spring, 
Graces her subjects, and her thoughts the king 
Of every virtue gives renown to men! 
Her face the book of praises, where is read 
Nothing but curious pleasures, as from thence 
Sorrow were ever ras’d, and testy wrath 
Could never be her mild companion. 
Ye gods—that made me man, and sway in love, 
That have inflam’d desire in my breast 


6 Music.| In every old copy, this word, for mustc to accompany 
the entrance of the bride, is absurdly made part of the text. 


6 


Pericles, 


| To taste the fruit of yon celestial tree 
ae Or die in the adventure—be my helps, 
i) As Iam son and servant to your will, 
| To compass such a boundless happiness ! 
Ant, Prince, Peticles= = 
| Per. That would be son to great Antiochus. 
wal Ant. Before thee stands this fair Hesperides, 
| a With golden fruit, but dangerous to be touch’d : 
For death-like dragons here affright thee hard: 
Her face, like heaven, enticeth thee to view 
‘Baan Her countless glory, which desert must gain ; 
ae And which, without desert, because thine eye 
| 
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Presumes to reach, all thy whole head must die? 

Yond’ sometime famous princes, like thyself, 

Drawn by report, adventurous by desire, 

Tell thee with speechless tongues, and semblance pale, 
| That, without covering, save yond’ field of stars, 

| | They here stand martyrs, slain in Cupid’s wars ; 

| And with dead cheeks advise thee to desist 

Hy For going on death’s net, whom none resist. 

|!) Per. Antiochus, I thank thee, who hath taught 

My frail mortality to know itself, 

ih And by those fearful objects to prepare 

- | This body, like to them, to what I must : 

For death remember’d should be like a mirror, 

Who tells us, life’s but breath ; to trust if error 

I'll make my will then; and as sick men do, 


* —all thy whole HEAD must die.] 2.2, the head in which his 
offending eye was placed. In the old copies “head” is misprinted 
1 | heap—a manifest and easy blunder. The other heads of unsuccessful 

| Suitors were in sight of the audience. 
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Who know the world, see heaven, but feeling woe, 
Gripe not at earthly joys, as erst they did: 
So, I bequeath a happy peace to you, 
And all good men, as every prince should do: 
My riches to the earth front whence they came, 
But my unspotted fire of love to you. 
[Zo the Daughter of ANTIOCHUS. 

Thus, ready for the way of life or death, 
I wait the sharpest blow. 

Ant. Scorning advice, read the conclusion then ; 
Which read and not expounded, ’tis decreed, 
As these before thee, thou thyself shalt bleed. 

Daugh. Of all,’say’d yet,* mayst thou prove prosperous ! 
Of all, ’say’d yet, I wish thee happiness. 

Per. Like a bold’champion, I assume the lists, ‘ 
Nor ask advice of any other thought NE KS 
But faithfulness, and courage. [ Reading. 


THE RIDDLE. vid 
| 


I am no viper, yet I feed 

On mother’s flesh, which did me breed ; 
I sought a husband, in which labour, 

I found that kindness in a father : 

He’s father, son, and husband mild, 

I mother, wife, and yet his child. 

How they may be, and yet in two, 

As you will live, resolve it you. 


Sharp physic is the last: but, O you powers ! 


That give heaven countless eyes to view men’s acts, 


8 Of all, ’say’d yet,] z.¢., as Percy suggested, “ Of all who have yet 
assay’d.” Mason would read “Of all save that”. ( 
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8 Pericles, [ACTS 


Why cloud they not their sights perpetually, 
If this be true, which makes me pale to read it ? 
Fair glass of light, I lov’d you, and could still, 
Were not this glorious casket stor’d with ill ; 
But I must tell you,—now, my thoughts revolt, 
For he’s no man on whom perfections wait, 
That, knowing sin within, will touch the gate. 
You’re a fair viol, and your sense the strings, 
Who, finger’d to make man his lawful music, 
Would draw heaven down and all the gods to hearken ; 
But being play’d upon before your time, 
Hell only danceth at so harsh a chime.— 
Good sooth, I care not for you. 

Ant. Prince Pericles, touch not, upon thy life, 
For that’s an article within our law, 
As dangerous as the rest. Your time’s expired: 
Either expound now, or receive your sentence. 

Per. Great king, 
Few love to hear the sins they love to act ; 
’Twould ’braid yourself too near for me to tell it. 
Who has a book of all that monarchs do, 
He’s more secure to keep it shut, than shown ; 
For vice repeated is like the wandering wind, 
Blows dust in cthers’ eyes, to spread itself ; 
And yet the end of all is bought thus dear, 
The breath is gone, and the sore eyes see clear : 
To stop the air would hurt them. The blind mole casts 
Copp’d hills towards heaven, to tell the earth is throng’d 
By man’s oppression ; and the poor worm doth die for ’t. 
Kings are earth’s gods; in vice their law’s their will, 
And if Jove stray, who dares say Jove-doth ill ? 


Sc. 1.] Prince of Tyre. 9 


It is enough you know ; and it is ft, 
What being more known grows worse, to smother it. 
All love the womb that their first beings bred, 
Then, give my tongue like leave to love my head. 
Ant, {Aside.| Heaven, that I had thy head! he has found 
the meaning ; 
But I will gloze with him. [Zo Aam.] Young Prince. of Tyre, 
Though by the tenour of our strict edict,? 
Your exposition misinterpreting, 
We might proceed to cancel of your days ; 
Yet hope, succeeding from so fair a tree 
As your fair self, doth tune us otherwise. 
Forty days longer we do respite you ; 
If by which time our secret be undone, 
This mercy shows we ’ll joy in such a son: 
And until then your entertain shall be, 
As doth befit our honour, and your worth. 
[Exeunt ANTIOCHUS, “is Daughter avd Attendants. 
Per. How courtesy would seem to cover sin, 
When what is done is like an hypocrite, 
The which is good in nothing but in sight ! 
If it be true that I interpret false, 
Then were it certain, you were not so bad 
As with foul incest to abuse your soul ; 
Where now you’re both a father and a son, 
By your untimely claspings with your child, 
(Which pleasure fits a husband, not a father) 
And she an eater of her mother’s flesh, 


9 of ouR strict edict,} The gatos. read, “of your strict edict”, but 
the folio 1664 corrects the mistake. Two lines lower, it properly 


changes counsel of the 4tos. to “cancel”. 
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1g@) Pericles, [ACT ike 


By the defiling of her parent’s bed ; 

And both like serpents are who, though they feed 
On sweetest flowers, yet they poison breed. 
Antioch, farewell! for wisdom sees, those men 
Blush not in actions blacker than the night, 

Will shun no course’ to keep them from the light : 
One sin, I know, another doth provoke ; 

Murder ’s as near to lust, as flame to smoke. 
Poison and treason are the hands of sin, 

Ay, and the targets, to put off the shame: 

Then, lest my life be cropp’d to keep you clear, 

By flight Ill shun the danger which I fear, \Pieaky, 


Re-enter ANTIOCHUS. 


Ant. He hath found the meaning, for the which we mean 
To have his head. 
He must not live to trumpet forth my infamy, 
Nor tell the world Antiochus doth sin 
In such a loathed manner : 
And therefore instantly this prince must dies 
For by his fall my honour must keep high. 
Who attends us there ? 


Enter THALIARD. 
Thal. Doth your highness call ? 
Ant. Thaliard, 
You ’re of our chamber, and our mind partakes 
Her private actions to your Secrecy 
And for your faithfulness we will advance you. 


* Will SHUN no course—] All the old editions, with evident cor- 
ruption, read “Will shew no course”. Three lines lower the rhyme 
seems to show that “sin” ought to be ddame. 
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Sem il4 Prince of Lyre. II 


Thaliard, behold, here’s poison, and here’s gold ; 
We hate the prince of Tyre, and thou must kill him : 
It fits thee not to ask the reason why, 
Because we bid it. Say, is it done? 

Thal. : My lord, 
’Tis done. 

Ant. Enough.— 

Enter a Messenger. 


Let your breath cool yourself, telling your haste. 
Mess. My lord, prince Pericles is fled. [£x7¢ Messenger. 
Ant. As thou 

Wilt live, fly after: and, as an arrow, shot 

From a well-experienc’d archer, hits the mark 

His eye doth level at, so ne’er return, 

Unless thou say prince Pericles is dead. 
Thal. My lord, if I 

Can get him once within my pistol’s length, 

I’ll make him sure: so, farewell to your highness. [£77 
Ant. Thaliard, adieu.—Till Pericles be dead, 

My heart can lend no succour to my head. | Ext. 


SCENE I].—Tyre. A Room in the Palace. 


Enter PERICLES. 


Per. Let none disturb us. Why should this charge of 


thoughts, 
The sad companion, dull-ey’d melancholy, 
Be my so us’d a guest, as not an hour 
In the day’s glorious walk, or peaceful night, 
The tomb where grief should sleep, can breed me quiet. 
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12 Pericles, [ACT=:. 


Here pleasures court mine eyes, and mine eyes shun them ; 
And danger, which I feared, is at Antioch, 

Whose arm seems far too short to hit me here; 
Yet neither pleasure’s art can joy my spirits, 

Nor yet the other’s distance comfort me. 

Then, it is thus: that passions of the mind, 

That have their first conception by misdread, 

Have after-nourishment and life by care ; 

And what was first but fear what might be done, 
Grows elder now, and cares it be not done: 

And so with me :—the great Antiochus 

(Gainst whom I am too little to contend, 

Since he so great can make his will his act) 

Will think me speaking, though I swear to silence ; 
Nor boots it me to say, I honour him, 

If he suspect I may dishonour him: 

And what may make him blush in being known, 
He'll stop the course by which it might be known : 
With hostile forces he ’ll o’erspread the land, 

And with the ostent of war? will look so huge, 
Amazement shall drive courage from the state ; 
Our men be vanquish’d ere they do resist, 

And subjects punish’d that ne’er thought offence : 
Which care of them, not pity of myself, 

(Who am no more but as the tops of trees, 

Which serve the roots they grow by, and defend them) 
Makes both my body pine, and soul to languish, 
And punish that before that he would punish. 


* And with the OSTENT of war—] So amended by Tyrwhitt, from 
stint of the old copies, Six lines lower down “serve” is fence. 
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Se. 1k] Prince of Tyre. 13 


Enter HELICANUS and other Lords. 


First Lord. Joy and all comfort in your sacred breast. 
Second Lord. And keep your mind, till you return to us, 
Peaceful and comfortable. : | 
Hel. Peace, peace! and give experience tongue. | | 
They do abuse the king that flatter him : 
For flattery is the bellows blows up sin ; 
The thing the which is flatter’d, but a spark, 
To which that blast gives heat and stronger glowing ; 
Whereas reproof, obedient and in order, 
Fits kings, as they are men, for they may err. 
When signior Sooth, here, does proclaim a peace, li 
He flatters you, makes war upon your life. 
Prince, pardon me, or strike me, if you please ; z= 
I cannot be much lower than my knees. [ Kneeling. aii a 
Per. All leave us else ; but let your cares o’er-look | 
What shipping, and what lading ’s in our haven, i 
And then return to us. [2xeunt Lords.] Helicanus, thou 
Hast moved us: what seest thou in our looks ? | 
Hel. An angry brow, dread lord. y 
Pel. If there be such a dart in prince’s frowns, IK 
How durst thy tongue move anger to our face ? 
Hel. How dare the plants look up to heaven, from whence 
They have their nourishment ? 
Per. Thou know’st I have power 
To take thy life from thee. 
Hel. | have ground the axe myself ; 
Do you but strike the blow. 
Per. Rise, prithee, rise.  [Aeaszng. 


Sit down ; thou art no flatterer : 
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I thank thee for it; and heaven forbid 
That kings should let their ears have their faults hid. 
Fit counsellor, and servant for a prince, 
Who by thy wisdom mak’st a prince thy servant, 
What wouldst thou have me do? 

Ffel. To bear with patience 
Such griefs as you yourself do lay upon yourself. 

Per. Thou speak’st like a physician, Helicanus, 
That ministers a potion unto me 
That thou wouldst tremble to receive thyself. 
Attend me, then: I went to Antioch, 
Where, as thou know’st, against the face of death 
I sought the purchase of a glorious beauty, 
From whence an issue I might propagate, 
Are arms to princes, and bring joys to subjects. 
Her face was to mine eye beyond all wonder ; 
The rest (hark in thine ear) as black as incest : 
Which by my knowledge found, the sinful father 
Seem’d not to strike, but smooth ; but thou know’st this, 
‘Tis time to fear, when tyrants seem to kiss. 
Which fear so grew in me, I hither fled 
Under the covering of a careful night, 
Who seem’d my good protector ; and being here, 
Bethought me what was past, what might succeed. 
I knew him tyrannous ; and tyrants’ fears 
Decrease not, but grow faster than their years : 
And should he doubt it® (as no doubt he doth) 
That I should open to the listening air, 


* And should he Dovst it,] So Malone for “And should he doo’t”; 
with other smaller emendations of the old and very corrupt text 
which are generally scarcely worth notice. 


? 
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How many worthy princes’ bloods were shed, 
To keep his bed of blackness unlaid ope, ( 
To lop that doubt he 11 fill this land with arms, 
And make pretence of wrong that I have done him , 
When all, for mine, if I may call’t, offence, 
Must feel war’s blow, who spares not innocence : | 
Which love to all, of which thyself art one, 
Who now reprov’st me for it— 

Hel. Alas, sir! 

Per. Drew sleep out of mine eyes, blood from my cheeks, 
Musings into my mind, a thousand doubts 
How I might stop this tempest ere it came ; 
And finding little comfort to relieve them, 
I thought it princely charity to grieve them. 

Hel. Well, my lord, since you have given me leave to 

speak, 

Freely will I speak. Antiochus you fear ; 
And justly too, I think, you fear the tyrant, iti : 
Who either by public war or private treason 
Will take away your life. 
Therefore, my lord, go travel for awhile, 
Till that his rage and anger be forgot, 
Or till the Destinies do cut his thread of life. 
Your rule direct to any ; if to me, 
Day serves not light more faithful than igilibetes 

Per. I do not doubt thy faith ; 
But should he wrong my liberties in my absence ? 

Hel. We’ll mingle our bloods together in the earth, 
From whence we had our being and our birth. 

Per. Tyre, I now look from thee ; and to Tharsus 
Intend my travel, where I'll hear from thee, 
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And by whose letters I’ll dispose myself. 

The care I had, and have, of subjects’ good, 

On thee I lay, whose wisdom’s strength can bear it. 

I’ll take thy word for faith, not ask thine oath ; 

Who shuns not to break one will sure crack both. 

But in our orbs we’ll live so round and safe, 

That time of both this truth shall ne’er convince, 

Thou show’dst a subject’s shine, I a true prince. [A xeunt. 


SCENE III.—Tyre. An Ante-chamber in the Palace. 


Enter THALIARD. 


Thal. So, this is Tyre, and this is the court. Here must 
I kill king Pericles; and if I do not, I am sure to be 
hanged at home: ’tis dangerous.—Well, I perceive he was 
a wise fellow, and had good discretion, that, being bid to 
ask what he would of the king, desired he might know 
none of his secrets: now do I see he had some reason for 
it; for if a king bid a man be villain, he is bound by the 
indenture of his oath to be one.-—Hush! here come the 
lords of Tyre. 


Entey HELICANUS, ESCANES, and other Lords. 


fTel. You shall not need, my fellow peers of Tyre, 
Farther to question me of your king’s departure : 
His seal’d commission, left in trust with me, 
Doth speak sufficiently he’s gone to travel. 
Thal. How! the king gone? [A sede. 
flel. If farther yet you will be satisfied, 
Why, as it were unlicens’d of your loves, 
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He would depart, I’ll give some light unto you. 
Being at Antioch— 
Thal. What! from Antioch ? [A sede. 
Hel, Royal Antiochus (on what cause I know not) 
Took some displeasure at him : at least, he judg’d so ; 
And doubting lest that he had err’d or sinn’d, 
To show his sorrow he’d correct himself ; 
So puts himself unto the shipman’s toil, 
With whom each minute threatens life or death. 
Thal. Well, I perceive [A side. 
I shall not be hang’d now, although I would ; 
But since he’s gone, the king’s ears it must please, 
He ’scap’d the land, to perish at the seas.— 
I'll present myself.—[ Zo ¢hem.] Peace to the lords of Tyre. 
Hel. Lord Thaliard from Antiochus is welcome. 
Thal. From him I come, 
With message unto princely Pericles ; 
But, since my landing, I have understood 
Your lord hath betook himself to unknown travels, 
My message must return from whence it came. 
Hel. We have no reason to desire it, 
Commended to our master, not to us: 
Yet, ere you shall depart, this we desire, 
As friends to Antioch we may feast in Tyre. [| Exeunt. 


SCENE IV.—Tharsus- A Room in the Governor’s House. 


Enter CLEON, DionyzA, and Attendants. 


Cle. My Dionyza, shall we rest us here, 
And by relating tales of other's criefs, 
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See if twill teach us to forget our own ? 
Dio. That were to blow at fire in hope to quench it ; 
For who dig hills because they do aspire 
Throw down one mountain to cast up a higher. 
O my distressed lord! even such our griefs ; 
Here they’re but felt, and seen with mischief’s eyes, 
But like to groves, being topp’d, they higher rise, 
Cle. O Dionyza, 
Who wanteth food, and will not say he wants it ? 
Or can conceal his hunger, till he famish ? 
Our tongues and sorrows do sound deep* 
Our woes into the air ; our eyes do weep, 
Till tongues fetch breath that may proclaim them louder ; 
That if heaven slumber, while their creatures want, 
They may awake their helps to comfort them. 
I'll then discourse our woes, felt several years, 
And, wanting breath to speak, help me with tears. 
Dio. 1’11 do my best, sir. 
Cle, This Tharsus, o’er which I have the government, 
A city, on whom plenty held full hand, 
For Riches strew’d herself even in the streets, 
Whose towers bore head so high, they kiss’d the clouds, 
And strangers ne’er beheld, but wonder’d at ; 
Whose men and dames so jetted, and adorn’d 
Like one another’s glass to trim them by: 
Their tables were stor’d full to glad the sight, 
And not so much to feed on as delight ; 


* Our tongues and sorrows DO sound deep] We follow the old 
copies in this obscure passage, excepting that in the next line we read 
“do” for Zo, and three lines lower, “helps” for helpers; but most of the 
corruptions seem irremediable. ; 
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All poverty was scorn’d, and pride so great, 
The name of help grew odious to repeat. 

Dio. O! ’tis too true. 

Cle. But see what heaven can do! By this our change, 
These mouths whom, but of late, earth, sea, and air, 
Were all too little to content and please, 
Although they gave their creatures in abundance, 
As houses are defil’d for want of use, 

They are now starv’d for want of exercise): 
Those palates, who not yet two summers younger 
Must have inventions to delight the taste, 
Would now be glad of bread, and beg for it: 
Those mothers, who to nousle up their babes 
Thought nought too curious, are ready now 
To eat those little darlings whom they lov’d. 
So sharp are hunger’s teeth, that man and wife 
Draw lots who first shall die to lengthen life. 
Here stands a lord, and there a lady weeping ; 
Here many sink, yet those which see them fall, 
Have scarce strength left to give them burial. 
Is not this true? 

Dio. Our cheeks and hollow eyes do witness it. 

Cle. O! let those cities, that of plenty’s cup 
And her prosperities so largely taste, 

With their superfluous riots heed these tears 2 
The misery of Tharsus may be theirs. 


5 WEED these tears:] “ Heed these tears”, is “hear these tears” 
in the old editions ; and so some modern editors print, as if tears 
were audible. Few corruptions are too gross or obvious for almost 
any part of this often-reprinted drama. 
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a a Speak out thy sorrows which thou bring’st, in haste, 


For comfort is too far for us to expect. 
| Lord. We have descried, upon our neighbouring shore, 
| A portly sail of ships make hitherward. 
BL | Cle. I thought as much. 
P| | One sorrow never comes, but brings an heir 
| That may succeed as his inheritor ; 
| And so in ours. Some neighbouring nation, 
Taking advantage of our misery, 
Hath stuff’d these hollow vessels with their power, 
To beat us down, the which are down already ; 
And make a conquest of unhappy me, 
hill Whereas no glory’s got to overcome. 
| Lord. That’s the least fear; for, by the semblance 
| Of their white flags display’d, they bring us peace, 
ii | And come to us as favourers, not as foes. 
Cle. Thou speak’st like him’s untutor’d to repeat ; 
iy Who makes the fairest show means most deceit. 
But bring they what they will, and what they can, 
What need we fear ? 
The ground ’s the low’st, and we are half way there. 
Go, tell their general we attend him here, 
To know for what he comes, and whence he comes, 
And what he craves. 
Lord, 1 go, my lord. [ait 
Cle. Welcome is peace, if he on peace consist ; 
If wars, we are unable to resist. 


| } | Lord. Where’s the lord governor ? 
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Sat Ni | Prince of Tyre. 


Enter PERICLES, with Attendants. 


Per. Lord governor, for so we hear you are, 
Let not our ships and number of our men 
Be, like a beacon fir’d, to amaze your eyes. 
We have heard your miseries as far as Tyre, 
And seen the desolation of your streets ; 
Nor come we to add sorrow to your tears, 
But to relieve them of their heavy load: 
And these our ships you happily may think 
Are like the Trojan horse was stuff’d within 
With bloody veins,® expecting overthrow, 
Are stor’d with corn to make your needy bread, 
And give them life whom hunger starv'd half dead. 
All. The gods of Greece protect you! 
And we’ll pray for you. [They kneel. 
er Rise, I pray you, rise: 
We do not look for reverence, but for love, 
And harbourage for ourself, our ships, and men. 
Cle. The which when any shall not gratify, 
Or pay you with unthankfulness in thought, 
Be it our wives, our children, or ourselves, 
The curse of heaven and men succeed their evils ! 
Till when (the which, I hope, shall ne’er be seen) 
Your grace is welcome to our town and us. 
Per. Which welcome we’ll accept ; feast here a while, 
Until our stars that frown lend us a smile. [| Lxeunt. 


6 With bloody VEINS,] 22, “like the Trojan horse, whch was 
stuff’d within with bloody veézs”. Modern editors poorly substitute 
views for “veins”, against all authority. 
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Enter GOWER. 


Gow. Here have you seen a mighty king 
His child, I wis, to incest bring ; 
- A better prince, and benign lord, 
That will prove awful both in deed and word. 
Be quiet, then, as men should be, 
Till he hath pass’d necessity. 
I ’ll show you those in troubles reign, 
Losing a mite, a mountain gain, 
The good in conversation 
(To whom I give my benizon) 
Is still at Tharsus, where each man 
Thinks all is writ he speken can: 
And to remember what he does, 
Gild his statue to make him glorious : 
But tidings to the contrary 
Are brought your eyes; what need speak I ? 


DUMB SHOW. 


Enter at one door PERICLES, talking with CLEON ; all the 
Train wth them. LEinter at another door, a Gentleman, 
with a letter to PERICLES: PERICLES shows the letter 
to CLEON; then gives the Messenger a reward, and 
knights him. Exeunt PERICLES, CLEON, etc., severally, 


Gow. Good Helicane hath stay’d at home,’ 


" —HATH stay’d at home,] In the old copies, that is misprinted 
for “hath”, “Sends word”, lower down, is a correction by Steevens 


allowance must, however, be m 
quated words and phraseology. 


Prince of Tyre. 


Not to eat honey like a drone, 

From others’ labours : for though he strive 
To killen bad, keep good alive ; 

And, to fulfil his prince’ desire, 

Sends word of all that haps in Tyre: 

How Thaliard came, full bent with sin 
And hid intent, to murder him ; 

And that in Tharsus was not best 

Longer for him to make his rest. 

He, knowing so, put forth to seas, 

Where when men been there’s seldom ease, 
For now the wind begins to blow ; 
Thunder above, and deeps below, 

Make such unquiet, that the ship, 

Should house him safe, is wreck’d and split ; 
And he, good prince, having all lost, 

By waves from coast to coast is tost. 

All perishen of man, or pelf, 

Ne aught escapen but himself ; 

Till fortune, tired with doing bad, 

Threw him ashore, to give him glad : 
And here he comes. What shall be next, 


Pardon old Gower ; this longs the text. [eae 


SCENE IL—Pentapolis. Ax open place by the Seaside. 


Enter PERICLES, wet. 


Per. Yet cease your ire, you angry stars of heaven ! 


for Sav'd one in the old copies. The whole 1s so obscure and corrupt, 


that intelligible meaning can sometimes hardly be extracted. 
ade in his speeches for Gower’s anti- 
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Wind, rain, and thunder ; remember, earthly man 
Is but a substance that must yield to you ; 

And I, as fits my nature, do obey you. 

Alas! the sea hath cast me on the rocks, 

Wash’d me from shore to shore, and left me breath 
Nothing to think on but ensuing death: 

Let it suffice the greatness of your powers, 

To have bereft a prince of all his fortunes ; 

And having thrown him from your watery grave, 
Here to have death in peace is all he’ll crave. 


Enter three Fishermen. 


first Fish, What, ho, Pilch !8 

Second Fish. Ho! come, and bring away the nets. 

First Fish. What, Patch-breech, I say ! 

Third Fish. What say you, master ? 

first Fish. Look how thou stirrest now! come away, or 
I'll fetch thee with a wannion.? 

Lhird fish, Faith, master, I am thinking of the poor 
men that were cast away before us even now. 

first Fish. Alas, poor souls! it grieved my heart to 
hear what pitiful cries they made to us to help them, when, 
well-a-day, we could scarce help ourselves. 

Lhird Fish. Nay, master, said not I as much, when I 
saw the porpus, how he bounced and tumbled? they say 
they are half fish, half flesh : a plague on them! they ne’er 


* What, HO, PILCH !] “Pilch” seems to be applied as a nick-name 
to one of the fishermen. The old copies read, “What, zo felch?” A 
“pilch” is a leather coat or covering worn by sailors. 

* —with a WANNION.] z¢., with a vengeance, from which it is 
just possible it was corrupted. 
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come, but I look to be washed. Master, I marvel how the 
fishes live in the sea. 

First Fish. Why as men do a-land: the great ones eat 
up the little ones. I can compare our rich misers to 
nothing so fitly as to a whale; ’a plays and tumbles, driv- 
ing the poor fry before him, and at last devours them all 
at a mouthful. Such whales have I heard of on the land, 
who never leave gaping till they ’ve swallowed the whole 
parish, church, steeple, bells and all. 

Per. A pretty moral. [Aszde. 

Third Fish. But, master, if I had been the sexton, I 
would have been that day in the belfry. 

Second Fish. Why, man? 

Third Fish. Because he should have swallowed me too ; 
and when I had been in his belly, I would have kept such 
a jangling of the bells, that he should never have left till 
he cast bells, steeple, church, and parish, up again. But if 
the good king Simonides were of my mind—— 

Per. Simonides ? 

Third Fish. We would purge the land of these drones, 
that rob the bee of her honey. 

Per. How from the finny subject of the sea 
These fishers tell the infirmities of men ; 

And from their watery empire recollect 
All that may men approve, or men detect |— 
Peace be at your labour, honest fishermen. [To them. 

Second Fish. Honest! good fellow, what’s that? if it be 
a day fits you, search out of the calendar, and no body 
look after it.? 


1 and nobody look after it.] We follow all the old copies, the 
reading of which is quite as intelligible as any proposed emendation. 
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Per. Y’ may see, the sea hath cast me upon your 

coast—_— 

Second Fish. What a drunken knave was the sea, to cast 
thee in our way. 

Per. A man whom both the waters and the wind, 

In that vast tennis-court, hath made the ball 
For them to play upon, entreats you pity him ; 
He asks of you, that never us’d to beg. 

first Fish. No, friend ; cannot you beg? here’s them in 
our country of Greece gets more with begging than we 
can do with working. 

Second Fish. Canst thou catch any fishes, then ? 

Pers lineverpractis det, 

Second Fish. Nay, then thou wilt starve, sure; for here’s 
nothing to be got now a-days, unless thou canst catch fish 
foret. 

Per, What I have been I have forgot to know, 

But what I am want teaches me to think on; 

A man throng’d up with cold: my veins are chill, 
And have no more of life than may suffice 

To give my tongue that heat to ask your help ; 
Which if you shall refuse, when I am dead, 

For that I am a man, pray see me buried. 

first Fish. Die quoth-a? Now, gods forbid it! I have 
a gown here ; come, put it on; keep thee warm. [Putting it 
on.| Now, afore me, a handsome fellow! Come, thou shalt 
go home ; and we'll have flesh for holidays, fish for fasting- 
days, and moreo’er puddings and flap-jacks;? and thou 
shalt be welcome. 

* —puddings and FLAP-JACKS;] A “flap-jack” was a pancake or 
fritter, and it seems to have been made of batter and apple. In some 
parts of the country it is still called an apple-jack. 


y 
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Per. 1 thank you, sir. 

Second Fish. Hark you, my friend; you said you could 
not beg. 

Per. 1 did but crave. 

Second Fish. But crave? ThenI’ll turn craver too, and | 


(Ee 


so I shall ’scape whipping. 

Per. Why, are all your beggars whipped, then ? 

Second Fish. O! not all, my friend, not all; for if all 
our beggars were whipped, I would wish no better office 
than to be beadle.—But, master, I ’Il go draw up the net. 

[Exeunt two Fishermen. 

Per. How well this honest mirth becomes their labour ! 

First Fish. Hark you, sir; do you know where you 
are? 

Per. Not well. 

First Fish. Why 1’1l tell you: this is called Pentapolis, 
and our king the good Simonides. 

Per. The good king Simonides, do you call him ? IN 

First Fish. Ay, sir; and he deserves to be so called, for N 
his peaceable reign, and good government. 

Per. He is a happy king, since he gains from his sub- 
jects the name of good by his government. How far is 
his court distant from this shore? 

First Fish. Marry, sir, half a day’s journey: and I’IQl 
tell you, he hath a fair daughter, and to-morrow is her 
birth-day ; and there are princes and knights come 
from all parts of the world, to joust and tourney for her 
love. 

Per. Were my fortunes equal to my desires, I could wish 
to make one there. 

First Fish. O, sir! things must be as they may; and 
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what a man cannot get, he may lawfully deal for. His 


wife's soul—_—* 


Re-enter the two Fishermen, drawing up a net. 


Second Fish. Help, master, help! here’s a fish hangs in 
the net, like a poor -man’s right in the law ; ’twill hardly 
come out.—Ha! bots on’t; ’tis come at last, and ’tis 
turned to a rusty armour. 

Per. An armour, friends? I pray you, let me see it— 
Thanks, fortune, yet, that after all my crosses 
Thou giv’st me somewhat to repair myself : 

And though it was mine own, part of mine heritage, 
Which my dead father did bequeath to me, 

With this strict charge (even as he left his life) 

Keep tt, my Pericles, tt hath been a shield 

’Twixt me and death ; (and pointed to this brace) 
for that tt sav'd me, keep it ; in like necessity, 

The which the gods protect thee from ! it may defend thee. 
It kept where I kept, I so dearly lowd it, 

Till the rough seas, that spare not any man, 

Took it in rage, though calm’d have given ’t again. 
I thank thee for ’t: my shipwreck now’s no ill, 
Since I have here my father’s gift in ’s will. 

First Fish. What mean you, sir ? 

Per. To beg of you, kind friends, this coat of worth, 
For it was sometime target to a king ; 

I know it by this mark. He lov’d me dearly, 
And for his sake I wish the having of it ; 


3 His wife’s soul—] We think, with Steevens, that the first Fisher- 
man is here interrupted by the return of his companions, and did not 
therefore finish his sentence. 
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And that you ’d guide me to your sovereign’s court, 
Where with it I may appear a gentleman : 

And if that ever my low fortunes better, 

I'll pay your bounties ; till then, rest your debtor. 

First Fish. Why, wilt thou tourney for the lady? 

Per. I’\l-show the virtue I have borne in arms. 

First Fish. Why, do ye take it; and the gods give thee 
good on ’t! 

Second Fish. Ay, but hark you, my friend ; twas we 
that made up this garment through the rough seams of the 
waters: there are certain condolements, certain vails. I 
hope, sir, if you thrive, you ‘ll remember from whence you 
had it. 

Per. Believe it, I will. 

By your furtherance I am cloth’d in steel ; 
And spite of all the rapture of the sea, 

This jewel holds his biding on my arm 3 
Unto the value will I mount myself 

Upon a courser, whose delightful steps 

Shall make the gazer joy to see him tread.— 
‘Only, my friends, I am yet unprovided 

Of a pair of bases. 

Second Fish. Well sure provide them: thou shalt have 
my best gown to make thee a pair; and I’ll bring thee to 
the court myself. 

Per. Then honour be but a goal to my will! 

This day I'll rise, or else add ill to ill. [Exeunt. 


4 This jewel holds his BIDING on my arm :| z.¢., keeps its place : 
“biding” is duc/ding in the old copies ; which some editors absurdly 
prefer, as if a jewel could be Juz/¢ on an arm. 

5 be but a GOAL] Possibly “goal” should be goad, or spur, to 


my will, but we make no change. 
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30 Pericles, [ACT IL. 


SCENE IIl.—The Same. A Platform leading to the Lists, 
A Pavilion near it, for the King, Princess, Ladies, 
} | Lords, etc. 


S7m. Are the knights ready to begin the triumph ? 
rly Lirst Lord. 'Vhey are, my liege ; 
i And stay your coming to present themselves. 

Szm. Return them, we are ready ; and our daughter, 
i | In honour of whose birth these triumphs are, 

| Sits here, like beauty’s child, whom nature gat 
[Ex7t a Lord. 

That. It pleaseth you, my royal father, to express 
My commendations great, whose merit’s less, 

S7m. *Tis fit it should be so; for princes are 
A model, which heaven makes like to itself: 


| | | Enter SIMONIDES, THAISA, Lords, Attendants, etc. 
| 
| 
| 


| | As jewels lose their glory, if neglected, 


So princes their renown, if not respected. 
Tis now your labour, daughter, to explain* 
| The honour of each knight in his device. 
| Lat. Which, to preserve mine honour, I ’ll perform. 


Enter a Knight: he passes over the Stage, and his Squire 
| | resents his Shield to the Princess. 
S7m. Who is the first that doth prefer himself ? 
Lhat. A knight of Sparta, my renowned father ; 
And the device he bears upon his shield 
Is a black A‘thiop reaching at the sun ; 


“ —to EXPLAIN] This is a correction by Steevens : all the old 
editions have “to entertain”. In the old copies “Jabour” and “honour” 
have probably changed places. 


Sc. (1) Prince of Tyre. 31 


The word, Lux twa vita mits 
Sim. He loves you well that holds his life of you. 
[The second Knight passes over. 
Who is the second that presents himself ? 
That. A prince of Macedon, my royal father ; 
And the device he bears upon his shield 
Is an arm’d knight that’s conquer’d by a lady ; 
The motto thus, in Spanish, Piw per dulzura" que per fuerza. 
[The third Knight passes over. 
Sim. And what the third. 
That. The third of Antioch ; 
And his device, a wreath of chivalry : 
The word, Me pompe provexit apex. 
[The fourth Knight passes over. 
Sim. What is the fourth ? 
Thai. A burning torch that’s turned upside down ; 
The word, Qui me alit, me extingutt. 
Sim. Which shows that beauty hath its power and will, 
Which can as well inflame, as it can kill. 
[The fifth Knight passes over. 
Thai. The fifth a hand environed with clouds, 
Holding out gold that’s by the touchstone tried ; 
The motto thus, Sze spectanda fides. 
[The sixth Knight passes over. 
Sim. And what’s the sixth and last? the which the 
knight himself 
With such a graceful courtesy deliver'd. 
Thai. He seems to be a stranger ; but his present is 
6 The word, Lux tua vita mihi.| “ The word” means the mzoZ, or 


motto. Of old perhaps the motto consisted of only one word. 
1 Pinu per dulzura\ Properly Mas per dulzura: piu is Italian. 
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32 Pericles, [ACT II. 


a 


A wither’d branch, that’s only green at top ; 
The motto, /xz hac spe vivo. 
Sim. A pretty moral : 
From the dejected state wherein he is, 
He hopes by you his fortunes yet may flourish. 
furst Lord. We had need mean better Sthanmniseour 
ward show 
Can any way speak in his just commend ; 
For by his rusty outside he appears 
To have practis’d more the whipstock than the lance. 
Second Lord. He well may be a stranger ; for he comes 
To an honour'd triumph strangely furnished. 
Third Lord. And on set purpose let his armour rust 
Until this day, to scour it in the dust. 
Sim. Opinion’s but a fool, that makes us scan 
The inward habit by the outward man.® 
But stay, the knights are coming: we’ll withdraw 
Into the gallery. [Exeunt. 
[Great shouts, and all within cry, The mean knight !9 


SCENE II].—The Same. A Hall of State. A Banquet 
prepared. 
Enter SIMONIDES, THAISA, Ladies, Lords, Knights, and 
Attendants, as from the tilting. 


Sim. Knights, 
To say you are welcome were superfluous. 


® The INWARD habit by the OUTWARD man.] In the old copies 
“inward” and “outward” have changed places. 

° —all within cry, The mean knight !] They shout outside, on the 
victory of the knight so meanly equipped. 


so. .111.] Prince of Tyre. 


To place upon the volume of your deeds, 
As in a title-page, your worth in arms, 
Were more than you expect, or more than’s fit, 
Since every worth in show commends itself. 
Prepare for mirth, for mirth becomes a feast : 
You are princes, and my guests. | 
That. But you, my knight and guest ; 
To whom this wreath of victory I give, 
[Placing it on his head. 
And crown you king of this day’s happiness. 
Per. ’Tis more by fortune, lady, than by merit. 
Sim. Call it by what you will, the day is yours ; 
And here, I hope, is none that envies it. 
In framing an artist art hath thus decreed, 
To make some good, but others to exceed ; 
And you’re her labour’d scholar. Come, queen o’ the feast, 
(For, daughter, so you are) here take your place: 
Marshal the rest as they deserve their grace. 
Knights. We are honour’d much by sood Simonides. 
Sim. Your presence glads our days: honour we love, 
For who hates honour hates the gods above. 
Marshal. Sir, yond’s your place. [Zo PERICLES. es) 
CK Some other is more fit. )) 
First Knight. Contend not, sir ; for we are gentlemen, 
That neither in our hearts, nor outward eyes, 
Envy the great, nor do the low despise. 
Per. You are right courteous knights. 
Sim. Sitvsiresit. 
By Jove, I wonder, that is king of thoughts, 
These cates resist me, he not thought upon.* 
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34 Pericles, [ACT Il. 


That. By Juno, that is queen 
Of marriage, all the viands that I eat 
Do seem unsavoury, wishing him my meat! 
Sure he’s a gallant gentleman. 
Sim. He’s but a country gentleman : 
He has done no more than other knights have done, 
He has broken a staff or so ; so, let it pass. 
That. To me he seems like diamond to glass. 
Per. Yond’ king’s to me like to my father’s picture, 
Which tells me in that glory once he was ; 
Had princes sit like stars about his throne, 
And he the sun for them to reverence. 
None that beheld him but, like lesser lights, 
Did vail their crowns to his supremacy ; 
Where now his son’s like glow-worm in the night, 
The which hath fire in darkness, none in light : 
Whereby I see that Time’s the king of mens 
He’s both their parent, and he is their grave, 
And gives them what he will, not what they crave. 
S7m. What! are you merry, knights ? 
first Knight. Who can be other, in this royal presence ? 
Sim. Here, with a cup that’s stor’d unto the brim, 
(As you do love, fill to your mistress’ lips) 
We drink this health to you. 
Knights. We thank your grace. 
Szm. Yet pause awhile ; 
Yond’ knight doth sit too melancholy, 
As if the entertainment in our court 
Had not a show might countervail his worth. 


these two lines to Simonides, instead of Pericles, to whom they were 
needlessly transferred by modern editors. 


Sc. III] Prince of Tyre. 35 
Note it not you, Thaisa ? 
That. What is it 
To me, my father ? 
Sim. O! attend, my daughter : 


Princes, in this, should live like gods above, 
Who freely give to every one that comes 
To honour them; and princes, not doing so, 
Are like to gnats, which make a sound, but kill’d 
Are wonder’d at. Therefore, 
To make his entrance here more sweet, say, 
We drink this standing-bowl of wine to him. 
Thai. Alas, my father! it befits not me 
Unto a stranger knight to be so bold: 
He may my proffer take for an offence, 
Since men take women’s gifts for impudence. 
Sim. How! 
Do as I bid you, or you’ll move me else. 
That. [Aside.| Now, by the gods, he could not please me 
better. 
Sim. And farther tell him, we desire to know, 
Of whence he is, his name and parentage. 
That. The king my father, sir, has drunk to you. 
Per. 1 thank him. 
Thai. Wishing it so much blood unto your life. 
Per. I thank both him and you, and pledge him frecly. 
Thai. And, farther, he desires to know of you, 
Of whence you are, your name and parentage. 
Per. A gentleman of Tyre (my name, Pericles, 
My education been in arts and arms), 
Who looking for adventures in the world, 
Was by the rough seas reft of ships and men, 
And after shipwreck driven upon this shore. 
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36 Pericles, [AGI Cie 


That. He thanks your grace; names himself Pericles, 
A gentleman of Tyre, 
Who only by misfortune of the seas 
Bereft of ships and men, cast on the shore.” 
Szm. Now, by the gods, I pity his misfortune, 
And will awake him from his melancholy.— 
Come, gentlemen, we sit too long on trifles, 
And waste the time which looks for other revels. 
I-ven in your armours, as you are address’d, 
Will very well become a soldier’s dance. 
I will not have excuse-with saying, this 
Loud music is too harsh for ladies’ heads, 
Since they love men in arms, as well as beds. 
[Ze Knights dance. 
So, this was well ask’d, ’twas so well perform’d. 
Come, sir ; [Zo PERICLES. 
Here is a lady that wants breathing too: 
And I have often heard, you knights of Tyre 
Are excellent in making ladies trip, 
And that their measures are as excellent. 
Per. In those that practise them, they are, my lord. 
S7m. QO! that’s as much as you would be denied 
[Zhe Knights and Ladies dance. 
Of your fair courtesy. Unclasp, unclasp.— 
Thanks, gentlemen, to all; all have done well, 
But you the best. [Zo PERICLES.] Pages and lights, to 
conduct 


* —cast on the shore.] This speech is perfectly intelligible: we 
print it in the words of all the old copies, which we prefer to patching 
up a text, as some modern editors have done, under the supposition 
that they could restore the versification. This is mangling, not 
mending, patchwork, not poetry. 


sc. Iv.] Prince of Tyre. 37 


These knights unto their several lodgings =Vours, sit, 
We have given order to be next our own. 
Per. Tam at your grace’s pleasure. 
Sim. Princes, it is too late to talk of love, 
And that’s the mark, I know, you level at: 
Therefore, each one betake him to his rest; 


To-morrow all for speeding do their best. | Lxeunt. 


SCENE IV.—TZyre. A Room in the Governor's Flouse. 


Enter HELICANUS and ESCANES. 


Hel. No, Escanes; know this Ol. me, 
Antiochus from incest liv’d not free : 
For which the most high gods, not minding longer 
To withhold the vengeance that they had in store, 
Due to this heinous capital offence, 
Even in the height and pride of all his clory, 
When he was seated, and his daughter with him,? 
In a chariot of inestimable value, 
A fire from heaven came, and shrivell’d up 
Their bodies, even to loathing ; for they so stunk, 
That all those eyes ador’d them ere their fall, 
Scorn now their hand should give them burial. 
Esca. ’Twas very strange. 


Fel. And yet but just ; for though 


This king were great, his greatness was no cuard 
To bar heaven’s shaft, but sin had his reward. 
Esca, ’Yis very true. 


3 —and his daughter with him,] In the old copies these words 


follow “inestimable value”. 
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38 


Pericles, {ACTS ae 


Enter several Lords. 


first Lord. See! not a man, in private conference 
Or council, has respect with him but he. 
Second Lord. It shall no longer grieve without reproof. 
Third Lord. And curs’d be he that will not second it. 
first Lord. Follow me, then.—Lord Helicane, a word. 
fel, With me? and welcome.—Happy day, my lords. 
first Lord. Know, that our griefs are risen to the top, 
And now at length they overflow their banks. 
fel. Your griefs! for what ? wrong not the prince you 
love. 
Lirst Lord, Wrong not yourself, then, noble Helicane : 
But if the prince do live, let us salute him, 
Or know what ground ’s made happy by his breath. 
If in the world he live, we’ll seek him out ; 
If in his grave he rest, we ’ll find him there ; 
And be resolved he lives to govern us, 
Or dead, gives cause to mourn his funeral, 
And leaves us to our free election. 
Second Lord. Whose death’s, indeed, the strongest in our 
censure : 
And knowing this kingdom if without a head, 
Like goodly buildings left without a roof, 
Soon fall to ruin, your noble self, 
That best know’st how to rule and how to reign, 
We thus submit unto, our sovereign. 
All. Live, noble Helicane ! 
ffel. Try honour’s course ; forbear your suffrages : 
If that you love prince Pericles, forbear. 
Take I your wish, I leap into the seas, 
Where ’s hourly trouble for a minute’s ease. 


Scr V:| Prince of Tyre. 39 


A twelvemonth longer, let me entreat you 
To forbear the absence of your king ; 
If in which time expir’d he not return, 
I shall with aged patience bear your yoke. 
But if I cannot win you to this love, 
Go search like nobles, like noble subjects, 
And in your search spend your adventurous wealth ;4 
Whom if you find, and win unto return, 
You shall like diamonds sit about his crown. 
First Lord. To wisdom he’s a fool that will not yield : 
And since lord Helicane enjoineth us, 
We with our travels will endeavour. 
Hel. Then, you love us, we you, and we'll clasp hands: 
When peers thus knit, a kingdom ever stands. [| Lxeunt. 


SCENE V.—Pentapolis. A Room in the Patace. 


Enter SIMONIDES, reading a letter: the Knights meet him. 


First Knight. Good morrow to the good Simonides. 
Sim. Knights, from my daughter this I let you know, 
That for this twelvemonth she ‘Il not undertake 
A married life. 
Her reason to herself is only known, 
Which yet from her by no means can I get. 
Second Knight. May we not get access to her, my lord ? 
Sim. ’Faith, by no means : she hath so strictly tied her 
To her chamber, that it is impossible. 
One twelve moons more she ’ll wear Diana's livery ; 


s —spend your adventurous WEALTH ;] Here, as in The Two 
Gentlemen of Verona, act ll, SC. 4, p- 29, “wealth” is misprinted worth 


in the old copies. 


40 Pericles, [ACT aim 


This by the eye of Cynthia hath she vow’d, 

And on her virgin honour will not break it. 

) | Third Knight. Though loth to bid farewell, we take our 
| | leaves. [ Exeunt. 
Hi | Sim. So, 

; | | They ’re well despatch’d ; now to my daughter’s letter. 

: HH] She tells me here, she ’ll wed the stranger knight, 

‘Bai Or never more to view nor day nor light. 


| "Tis well, mistress ; your choice agreees with mine: 
a ae I like that well :—nay, how absolute she’s in’t, 
i Not minding whether I dislike or no. 
| Well, I commend her choice, 
| And will no longer have it be delay’d. 
: 1 | Soft! here he comes: I must dissemble it. 


Enter PERICLES. 


Szm. To you as much, sir. I am beholding to you, 
For your sweet music this last night : I do 
Ah Protest, my ears were never better fed 
1) With such delightful pleasing harmony. 
i Per. It is your grace’s pleasure to commend, 
mee || Not my desert. 


| Per, All fortune to the good Simonides! 


| Sim. Sir, you are music’s master. 
Per. The worst of all her scholars, my good lord. 
S7m. Let me ask one thing : 
What do you think of my daughter, sir ? 
Per. As of a most virtuous princess. 
Szm. And she is fair too, is she not ? 
| Per. Asa fair day in summer; wondrous fair. 
| | il Sim. My daughter thinks, sir, very well of you ; 
by | | | Ay, so well, sir, that you must be her master, 
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Scr Vi] Prince of Tyve. Al es 


And she’ ll your scholar be: therefore, look to it. 
Per. 1 am unworthy for her schoolmaster. 
Sim. She thinks not so: peruse this writing clse. 
Per. [Aside.| What’s here ? | Reading. 
A letter, that she loves the knight of Tyre ? 
’Tis the king’s subtilty, to have my life. 
[Zo him.] O! seek not to entrap me, gracious lord, 
A stranger and distressed gentleman, 
That never aim’d so high to love your daughter, 
But bent all offices to honour her. 
Sim. Thou hast bewitch’d my daughter ; and thou art | 
A villain. Hh 
Per. By the gods, I have not ; i 
Never did thought of mine levy offence ; 
Nor never did my actions yet commence 
A deed might gain her love, or your displeasure. 
Sim. Traitor, thou liest. 
JEG Traitor ! | | iN 
Sim. Ay, traitor. 
Per, Even in his throat, unless it be the king 
That calls me traitor, I return the lie. 
Sim. [Aside] Now, by the gods, I do applaud his 
courage. 
Per. My actions are as noble as my thoughts, 
That never relish’d of a base descent. 
I came unto your court for honout’s cause, 
And not to be a rebel to her state ; 
And he that otherwise accounts of me, 
This sword shall prove he’s honour’s enemy. 
Sim. No! 
Here comes my daughter, she can witness it. 
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Pericles, 


LEinter THAISA. 


Per. Then, as you are as virtuous as fair, 
Resolve your angry father, if my tongue 
Did eer solicit, or my hand subscribe 
To any syllable that made love to you ? 
That. Why, sir, if you had ; 
Who takes offence at that would make me glad ? 
Stim. Yea, mistress, are you so peremptory ?— 
[Aszde.] I am glad on’t with all my heart. 
[To her.| I’ll tame you; I’ll bring you in subjection. 
Will you, not having my consent, 
Bestow your love and your affections 
Upon a stranger ? [Aszde] who, for aught I know, 
May be (nor can I think the contrary) 
As great in blood as I myself.— 
Therefore, hear you, mistress ; either frame 
Your will to mine; and you, sir, hear you, 
Hither be rul’d by me, or I will make you— 
Man and wife—Nay, come ; your hands 
And lips must seal it too ; 
And being join’d, Ill thus your hopes destroy ; 
And for farther grief,,5—God give you joy !— 
What! are you both pleas’d? 
That. Yes, if you love me, sir. 
Per, Even as my life, my blood that fosters it. 
Szm. What! are you both agreed ? 
Loth. Yes, if’t please your majesty. 
Szm. It pleaseth me so well, I’ll see you wed ; 
Then, with what haste you can, get you to bed. [EAxeunt. 
* And for farther grief,] In so corrupt a play as this, we might 
possibly pardon a little emendation ; but this line is complete in time 


without the addition of an unmeaning syllable : of course, there is a 
pause after “grief”, which makes up the time. 


ACT ILE | Prince of Tyre. 43 


ayer Tak 


Enter GOWER. | 


Gow. Now sleep yslaked hath the rout ; | 
No din, but snores the house about, | 
Made louder by the o’er-fed breast 
Of this most pompous marriage feast. 

The cat with eyne of burning coal, 

Now couches ’fore the mouse’s hole ; 

And crickets sing at the oven’s mouth, Wd 
Aye the blither for their drouth. NY) oat 
Hymen hath brought the bride to bed, 

Where, by the loss of maidenhead, 1 
A babe is moulded.—Be attent, ‘s 
And time that is so briefly spent, NI 
With your fine fancies quaintly eche > 
What’s dumb in show, I’ll plain with speech. 


DUMB SHOW. 


Enter PERICLES and SIMONIDES at one door, with At- 
tendants; a Messenger meets them, kneels, and gives 
PERICLES a letter : PERICLES shows it to SIMONIDES; 
the Lords kneel to PERICLES. Then, at another door, 
enter THAISA with child, and LYCHORIDA : SIMONIDES 
shows his Daughter the letter ; she rejoices: she and 
PERICLES take leave of her Father, and all depart. 


6 _quaintly ECHE ;] 2 ¢., eke-ou¢—a form of “eke” that is found in 
Chaucer and Gower, as well as in later writers. 
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} | Gow. By many a dearn and painful perch? 

| Of Pericles the careful search, 

By the four opposing coignes, 

| Which the world together joins, 

. | Is made, with all due diligence, 

| That horse, and sail, and high expense 
Bein | | Can stead the quest. At last from Tyre 

(Fame answering the most strange inquire), 

To the court of king Simonides 

| Are letters brought ; the tenour these :— 

im Antiochus and his daughter dead, 

| | | The men of Tyrus on the head 

| Wal Of Helicanus would’ set on 

| 


TA EN I TS TOT eee 


The crown of Tyre, but he will none : 

The mutiny he there hastes t’ oppress ; 

Says to them, if king Pericles 

Come not home in twice six moons, 

He, obedient to their dooms, 

Will take the crown. The sum of this, 
Brought hither to Pentapolis, 

| ] Yravished the regions round, 

And every one with claps ’gan sound, 

| | Our heir apparent ts a king ! 

|) Who dream’d, who thought of such a thing ? 

Brief, he must hence depart to Tyre: 

| His queen, with child, makes her desire 

(Which who shall cross ?) along to go. 

Omit we all their dole and woe: 


| ’ By many a DEARN and painful perch] ‘“ Dern”, or “dearn”, is 
dark, secret ; from the A. S. dyrran, to hide or conceal. 


Prince of Tyre. 


Lychorida, her nurse, she takes, 
Their vessel shakes 
On Neptune’s billow ; half the flood 


And so to sea. 


Hath their keel cut ; but fortune’s mood 


Varies again : the grizzly north 
Disgorges such a tempest forth 

That, as a duck for life that dives, 

So up and down the poor ship drives. 
The lady shrieks, and well-a-near 
Does fall in travail with her fear : 
And what ensues in this self storm 
Shall for itself itself perform. 

I nill relate ;° action may 
Conveniently the rest convey, 

Which might not what by me is told. 
In your imagination hold 

This stage the ship, upon whose deck 


The seas-tost Pericles appears to speak. [Exi. 


Enter PERICLES, as on shipboard. 


Per. Thou God of this great vast, rebuke these surges, 
Which wash both heaven and hell ; and thou, that hast 
Upon the winds command, bind them in brass, 


Having call’d them from the deep. O! still 


Thy deafening, dreadful thunders ; gently quench 


8 T NILL relate ;] Ze. 1 me well or will not relate. See “will you, 
» in the The Laming of the Shrew, act ii, sc. 1, Pp. 45: 
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46 Pericles, [ACTait 


Thy nimble, sulphurous flashes !—O! how, Lychorida, 
How does my queen ?—Thou storm, venomously 
Wilt thou spit all thyself ?—The seaman’s whistle 

Is as a whisper in the ears of death, 
Unheard.—Lychorida !—Lucina, O! 

Divinest patroness, and midwife,® gentle 

To those that cry by night, convey thy deity 

Aboard our dancing boat ; make swift the pangs 

Of my queen’s travails !—Now, Lychorida—— 


finter LYCHORIDA, with an Infant. 


Lyc. Here is a thing too young for such a place, 
Who, if it had conceit, would die as I 
Am like to do. Take in your arms this piece 
Of your dead queen. 
Per. How! how, Lychorida! 
Lyc. Patience, good sir ; do not assist the storm. 
Here’s all that is left living of your queen, 
A little daughter: for the sake of it, 
Be manly, and take comfort. 
Per. O you gods! 
Why do you make us love your goodly gifts, 
And snatch them straight away ? We, here below, 
Recall not what we give, and therein may 
Vie honour with you. 


Ve Patience, good sir, 
Even for this charge. 
Per. Now, mild may be thy life! 


® Divinest patroness, and MIDWIFE,] For “midwife” (substituted 
by Steevens) the old editions all read my wife. So, for “vie” lower 
down, they misprint wse. To vée is to wage—still employed. 


SG I. | Prince of Tyre. 


For a more blust’rous birth had never babe : 

Quiet and gentle thy conditions ! 

For thou’rt the rudeliest welcome to this world, 
That e’er was prince’s child Happy what follows ! 
Thou hast as chiding a nativity, 

As fire, air, water, earth, and heaven can make, 

To herald thee from the womb: even at the first, 
Thy loss is more than can thy portage quit, 

With all thou canst find here.—Now, the sood gods 
Throw their best eyes upon it ! 


Enter two Sailors. 


First Sail. What courage, sir? God save you. 

Per. Courage, enough. I do not fear the flaw ; 
It hath done to me the worst: yet, for the love 
Of this poor infant, this fresh new sea-farer, 

I would it would be quiet. 

First Sail. Slack the bowlines there! thou wilt not, wilt 
thou ?—Blow, and split thyself. 

Second Sail. But sea-room, an the brine and cloudy bil- 
low kiss the moon, I care not. 

First Sail. Sir, your queen must overboard : the sea 
works high, the wind is loud ; and will not lie, till the ship 
be cleared of the dead. 

Per. That’s your superstition. 

G. Wilkins, 
1608, here 
it gives 


1 For thou rt the rudeliest welcome, etc.] A novel by 
founded upon the play of Pericles, published in 1607 or 
employs an expression which is evidently Shakespearean : 
this part of the speech of Pericles as follows :—“ Poor inch of nature ! 
(quoth he) thou art as rudely welcome to the world, as ever princess’ 
babe was, and hast as chiding a nativity, as fire, air, earth and water 


can afford thee’—and undoubtedly Shakespeare’s language. 
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Furst Sail. Pardon us, sir; with us at seavit hath been 
still observed, and we are strong in earnest.2 Therefore 
briefly yield her, for she must overboard straight. 

Per. As you think meet—Most wretched queen ! 

lc, Teremsne hesesim 

Per, A terrible child-bed hast thou had, my dear ; 

No light, no fire: the unfriendly elements 

Forgot thee utterly ; nor have I time 

To give thee hallow’d to thy grave, but straight 

Must cast thee, scarcely coffin’d, in the ooze ; 

Where, for a monument upon thy bones, 

And aye-remaining lamps,’ the belching whale, 

And humming water must o’erwhelm thy corpse, 

Lying with simple shells—O Lychorida ! 

Bid Nestor bring me spices, ink and paper, 

My casket and my jewels ; and bid Nicander 

Bring me the satin coffer: lay the babe 

Upon the pillow. Hie thee, whiles I say 

A priestly farewell to her: suddenly, woman. 
[Zait LYCHORIDA. 

Second Sail. Sir, we have a chest beneath the hatches, 
caulk’d and bitumed ready. 

Per. I thank thee. Mariner, say what coast is this ? 

Second Sail. We are near Tharsus. 


* —and we are strong in EARNEST.] The old copies read “strong 
in eastern”, and Monck Mason suggested that the letters in the word 
eastern had been transposed, and that we ought to read “strong in 
earnest”. Other editors read “strong in custom”. 

* And AYE-remaining lamps,] Malone’s emendation of the old 
copies, which print “ayre remaining lamps”. The allusion, of course, 
is to the lamps kept constantly burning in monuments. 
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Per. Thither, gentle mariner, Hi 
Alter thy course for Tyre. When canst thou reach it? | 
Second Sail. By break of day, if the wind cease. 
Per. O! make for Tharsus.— 
There will I visit Cleon, for the babe 
Cannot hold out to Tyrus: there I'll leave it 
At careful nursing.—Go thy ways, good mariner : 
I’ll bring the body presently. | Exeunt. 


SCENE II.—Ephesus. A Room in Cerimon’s  Ffouse. 


Enter CERIMON, a Servant, and some persons who have Wy 
been shipwrecked. 
Cer. Philemon, ho! = 
finter PHILEMON. aii DS 
Phil. Doth my lord call ? a 
Cer. Get fire and meat for these poor men: Wy 
It has been a turbulent and stormy night. 
Serv. I have been in many ; but such a night as this 
Till now I ne’er endur’d. 
Cer. Your master will be dead ere you return: 
There’s nothing can be minister’d to nature, 
That can recover him.—Give this to the ’pothecary, 
And tell me how it works. [Zo PHILEMON. 
[| Exeunt all but CERIMON. 


Enter two Gentlemen. 


First Gent. Good morrow. | 
Second Gent. Good morrow to your lordship. | 
Cer. Gentlemen, | 


Why do you stir so early? 
i 
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Furst Gent. Sit, 
Our lodgings, standing bleak upon the sea, 
Shook, as the earth did quake ; 
The very principals did seem to rend, 
And all to topple: pure surprise and fear 
Made me to quit the house. 
Second Gent. That is the cause we trouble you so early ; 
*Tis not our husbandry. 


Cer. O! you say well. 
first Gent. But I much marvel thatSyoursloresmm 
having 


Rich tire about you, should at these early hours 
Shake off the golden slumber of repose. 

’Tis most strange 

Nature should be so conversant with pain, 
Being thereto not compell’d. 

Cer. I held it ever, 
Virtue and cunning were endowments greater 
Than nobleness and riches: careless heirs 
May the two latter darken and expend ; 

But immortality attends the former, 

Making a managod. ‘Tis known, I ever 
Have studied physic, through which secret art, 
By turning o’er authorities, I have 

(Together with my practice) made familiar 

To me and to my aid, the blest infusions 

That dwell in vegetives, in metals, stones ; 
And can speak of the disturbances that nature 
Works, and of her cures ; which doth give me 
A more content in course of true delight 
Than to be thirsty after tottering honour, 


Ch ag) Prince of Tyre. 


Or tie my treasure up in silken bags, 
To please the fool and death. 


Second Gent. Your honour has through Ephesus pour’d | 


forth 
Your charity, and hundreds call themselves 
Your creatures, who by you have been restor’d : 
And not your knowledge, your personal pain, but even 
Your purse, still open, hath built lord Cerimon 
Such strong renown as time shall never*— 


Enter two Servants with a chest. 


Sery. So; lift there. 

Cer. What is that ? 

Serv. Sir, even now 
Did the sea toss upon our shore this chest: 
’Tis of some wreck. 


Cer. Set it down ; let’s look upon't. 
Second Gent. ’Tis like a coffin, sir. 
Cer. Whate’er it be, 


’Tis wondrous heavy. Wrench it open straight : 

If the sea’s stomach be o’ercharg’d with gold, 

’Tis a good constraint of fortune it belches upon us. 
Second Gent. ’Tis so, my lord. 


Cer. How close ’tis caulk’d and bitum’d. 


Did the sea cast-it up ? 
Serv. I never saw so huge a billow, sir, 


As toss’d it upon shore. | 
Cer. Wrench it open.— 


Soft, soft ! it smells most sweetly in my sense. 


4 as time shall never—] The sudden entrance of the servants 


very naturally interrupts the speech. 
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Second Gent. A delicate odour. 
Cer. As ever hit my nostrilL—So, up with it— 
O, you most potent gods! what’s here? a corse? 
first Gent. Most strange ! 
Cer. Shrouded in cloth of state; balm’d and entreasured 
With full bags of spices! A passport too? 
Apollo, perfect me i’ the characters ! 
[Unfolding and reading a scroll. 
Here I give to understand, 
(If e’er this coffin drive a-land) 
I, king Pericles, have lost 
This queen, worth all our mundane cost. 
Who finds her, give her burying ; 
She was the daughter of a king : 
3esides this treasure for a fee, 
The gods requite his charity ! 


If thou liv’st, Pericles, thou hast a heart 
That even cracks for woe !—This chanc’d to-night. 

Second Gent. Most likely, sir. 

Cer. Nay, certainly to-night ; 
For look, how fresh she looks.—They were too rough, 
That threw her in the sea——Make fire within : 

Fetch hither all the boxes in my closet. [Zxeunt Servants. 
Death may usurp on nature many hours, 

And yet the fire of life kindle again 

The overpressed spirits. I heard 

Of an Egyptian, that had nine hours lien dead, 

Who was by good appliances recovered. 


Enter Servants, with boxes, napkins, and fire. 


Well said, well said! the fire and cloths — 


Sell] Prince of Tyre. 


The rough and woful music that we have, 
Cause it to sound, ’beseech you. [ Music. Ay 
The viol once more -—how thou stirr’st, thou block !— \ 
The music there! [J/wsic again.|—I pray you, give her air. | 
Gentlemen, 
This queen will live: nature awakes ; | 
A warmth breathes out of her: she hath not been en- | 
trane’d 
Above five hours. See, how she ’gins to blow 
Into life’s flower again ! 
First Gent. The heavens 
Through you increase our wonder, and set up A 
NWrovmiamie (On ever . 
Cer. She is alive! behold, 
Her eyelids, cases to those heavenly jewels nih 
Which Pericles hath lost, oi 
Begin to part their fringes of bright gold: N 
The diamonds of a most praised water | IN 
Do appear to make the world twice ric lieu, sive: i Vi 
And make us weep to hear your fate, fair creature, 
Rare as you seem to be! [She moves. 
That. O dear Diana! 
Where am I? Where’s my lord?) What world is this? 
Second Gent. Is not this strange ? 
First Gent. Most rare. 
Cer. Hush, my gentle neighbours ! 
Lend me your hands ; to the next chamber bear her.— 
Get linen : now this matter must be look’d to, 
For her relapse is mortal. Come, come ; ail 


And Aésculapius guide us ! 
[Exeunt, carrying out THAISA 7m the chest. 
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ScENE III.—Tharsus. A room in Cleon’s house. 


Enter PERICLES, CLEON, DIONYZA, LYCHORIDA, and 
MARINA. 


Per. Most honour’d Cleon, I must needs be gone: 
My twelve months are expir’d, and Tyrus stands 
In a litigious peace. You and your lady 
Take from my heart all thankfulness : the gods 
Make up the rest upon you! 
Cle. Your shafts of fortune, though they hurt you 
mortally, 
Yet glance full wanderingly on us.5 
Dion. O your sweet queen ! 
That the:strict fates had pleas’d you had brought her hither, 
To have bless’d mine eyes with her! 
ENTE We cannot but obey 
The powers above us. Could I rage and roar 
As doth the sea she lies in, yet the end 
Must be as ’tis. My gentle babe Marina (whom, 
For she was born at sea, I have nam’d so) here 
I charge your charity withal, and leave her 
The infant of your care; beseeching you 
To give her princely training, that she may 
Be manner’d as she is born. 
Cle. Fear not, my lord, but think 
Your grace, that fed my country with your corn, 
(For which the people’s prayers still fall upon you) 


* Yet glance full WANDERINGLY on us.] The old blundering copies 
have wondringly ; and in the preceding line shakes for “shafts”, and 
haunt for “hurt”. 
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Must in your child be thought on. If neglection 
Should therein make me vile, the common body, ( 
By you reliev’d, would force me to my duty ; | 
But if to that my nature need a spur, 
The gods revenge it upon me and mine 
To the end of generation ! 
Per. I believe you ; | 
Your honour and your goodness teach me to 't, 
Without your vows. Till she be married, madam, 
By bright Diana, whom we honour all, 
Unscissor’d shall this hair of mine remain, 
Though I show ill in’t. So I take my leave. An 
Good madam, make me blessed in your care i 
In bringing up my child. < 
Dion. I have one myself i. 
Who shall not be more dear to my respect | 
Than yours, my lord. 
PCr: Madam, my thanks and prayers. IN 
Cle. We’ll bring your grace even to the edge o’ the shore ; }) 
Then give you up to the mask’d Neptune, and 


The gentlest winds of heaven. 
Per, I will embrace 


Your offer. Come, dearest madam.—O! no tears, 
Lychorida, no tears : 

Look to your little mistress, on whose grace 

You may depend hereafter—Come, my lord. [| Exeunt. 


SCENE IV.—Ephesus. A Room in Cerimon’s House. 


Enter CERIMON and THAISA. 


Cer. Madam, this letter, and some certain jewels, 


a — ee = 


ES, PT I 5 2 fet, Ia 41, ohieh 
Me EE aac iich asela wste 


RG PRR RP ae ee 


ate Ss Sea 
PP he ceed 


Ces aes 


ir 


anor gn nt pn ne nen ene 
> ” é z * e Peet lee - 


= SI a ia a a ih a en a a cae ea | 


56 Pericles, [ACT aia 


Lay with you in your coffer, which are 
At your command. Know you the character? 
That. It is my lord’s. 
That I was shipp’d at sea, I well remember, 
Even on my eaning time; but whether there 
Delivered or no, by the holy gods, 
I cannot rightly say. But since king Pericles, 
My wedded lord, I ne’er shall see again, 
A vestal livery will I take me to, 
And never more have joy. 
Cer. Madam, if this you purpose as you speak, 
Diana's temple is not distant far, 
Where you may abide till your date expire. 
Moreover, if you please, a niece of mine 
Shall there attend you. 
That. My recompense is thanks, that’s all ; 
Yet my good will is great, though the gift small. [Areunt. 


Ev Cree live 


Enter GOWER. 


Gow. Imagine Pericles arriv’d at Tyre, 
Welcom’d and settled to his own desire. 

His woful queen we leave at Ephesus, 

Unto Diana there a votaress. 

Now to Marina bend your mind, 

Whom our fast-growing scene must find 


Prince of Tyre. 


At Tharsus, and by Cleon train’d 
In music, letters ; who hath gain’d 
Of education all the grace, 

Which makes her both the heart and place 


Of general wonder. 


But alack ! 


That monster envy, oft the wrack 
Of earned praise, Marina’s life 
Seeks to take off by treason’s knife. 
And in this kind hath our Cleon 


One daughter, and a wench full grown, 
Even ripe for marriage rite: this maid 


Hight Philoten ; and it is said 
For certain in our story, she 
Would ever with Marina be: 


Be’t when she weav'd the sleided silk? 
With fingers, long, small, white as milk ; 
Or when she would with sharp neeld wound 


The cambric, which she made more sound 
By hurting it ; or when to the lute 


She sung, and made the night-bird mute, 
That still records with moan ; or when 
She would with rich and constant pen 


Vail to her mistress Dian ; still 
This Philoten contends in skill 
With absolute Marina: so 


With the dove of Paphos might the crow 


Vie feathers white. 


Marina gets 


All praises, which are paid as debts, 


1 the SLEIDED silk] “ Sleided” silk (says Percy) is wutwisted 
silk, prepared to be used in the weaver’s sley or slay. 
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And not as given. This so darks 

In Philoten all graceful marks, 

That Cleon’s wife, with envy rare, 

A present murderer does prepare 

For good Marina, that her daughter 
Might stand peerless by this slaughter. 
The sooner her vile thoughts to stead, 
Lychorida, our nurse, is dead ; 

And cursed Dionyza hath 

The pregnant instrument of wrath 

Prest for this blow.2, The unborn event 

I do commend to your content : 

Only I carry winged time 

Post on the lame feet of my rhyme ; 
Which never could I so convey, 

Unless your thoughts went on my way.— 
Dionyza doth appear, 

With Leonine, a murderer. (Lau. 


SCENE I.—Tharsus. Ax open place near the Seashore. 


finter DIONYZA and LEONINE. 


Dion. Thy oath remember ; thou hast sworn to do’t: 
"Tis but a blow, which never shall be known. 
Thou canst not do a thing i’ the world so soon, 
To yield thee so much profit: let not conscience, 


* PREST for this blow.] “ Prest” is ready ; Dprét, Fr.: see Merchant 
of Venice, act i, sc. 1, p. 9, etc. It would be vain to point out the 
numberless small corrections of the old text. 


Seat .| Prince of Tyre. 
Which is but cold, inflaming love in thy bosom, 
Inform too nicely ; nor let pity, which 
Even women have cast off, melt thee, but be 
A soldier to thy purpose. 
Leon. 11 do’t ; but yet she is a goodly creature. 
Dion. The fitter, then, the gods should have her. Here 
She comes weeping for her old nurse’s death.? 
Thou art resolv’d ? 
Leon. I am resolv’d. 


Enter MARINA, wth a basket of flowers. 

Mar. No, I will rob Tellus of her weed, 

To strew thy grave with flowers: the yellows, blues, 
The purple violets, and marigolds, 

Shall, as a carpet, hang upon thy grave 

While summer days do last. Ah me, poor maid ! 
Born in a tempest, when my mother died, 

This world to me is like a lasting storm, 

Whirring me from my friends. 

Dion. How now, Marina! why do you weep alone? 
How chance my daughter is not with you? Do not 
Consume your blood with sorrowing : you have 
A nurse of me. Lord! how your favour’s chang’d 
With this unprofitable woe! Come, come ; 

Give me your flowers, ere the sea-air mar it. 

Walk with Leonine ; the air is quick there, 

And it pierces and sharpens the stomach. Come, 

Leonine, take her by the arm, walk with her. 
Mar. No, I pray you ; 


$ —_for her OLD NURSE'S death.] The 4tos. read “She comes weep- 
ing her onely mistresse death”, with other smaller changes. 
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I’ll not bereave you of your servant. 

Dion. Come, come ; 
I love the king your father, and yourself, 
With more than foreign heart. We every day 
Expect him here: when he shall come, and find 
Our paragon to all reports thus blasted, 
He will repent the breadth of his great voyage ; 
Blame both my lord and me, that we have taken 
No care to your best courses. Go, I pray you ; 
Walk, and be cheerful once again: reserve 
That excellent complexion, which did steal 
The eyes of young and old. Care not for me ; 
I can go home alone. 

Mar. Well, I will go; 
But yet I have no desire to it. 

Dion. Come, come; I know ’tis good for youu— 
Walk half an hour, Leonine, at the least :— 
Remember what I have said. 

Leon. I warrant you, madam. 

Dion. I'll leave you, my sweet lady, for a while. 
Pray you walk softly, do not heat your blood: 


What! I must have care of you. 
Mar. My thanks, sweet madam.— 
[Aazt DIONYZA. 


Is the wind westerly that blows ? 


Leon. South-west. 
Mar. When I was born, the wind was north. 
Leon. Was ’t so? 


Mar. My father, as nurse says, did never fear, 
But cried good seamen ! to the sailors, galling 
His kingly hands hauling ropes ; 

And, clasping to the mast, endur’d a sea 


Se 751: 


That almost burst the deck. 
Leon. When was this ? 
Mar. When I was born: 


Pricegofe lyre. 


Never were waves nor wind more violent ; 
And from the ladder-tackle washes off 


A canvass-climber. 


Ha! says one, wilt out ? 


And with a dropping industry they skip 
From stem to stern: the boatswain whistles, and 
The master calls, and trebles their confusion. 


Leon. Come ; say your prayers. 


Mar. What mean you? 


Leon. If you require a little space for prayer, 
I grant it. Pray; but be not tedious, 
For the gods are quick of ear, and I am sworn 


To do my work with haste. 


Mar. 


Leon. To satisfy my lady. 


Why will you kill me ? 


Mar. Why would she have me kill'd ? 
Now as I can remember, by my troth, 
I never did her hurt in all my life. 
I never spake bad word, nor did ill turn 
To any living creature: believe me, la ! 
I never kill’d a mouse, nor hurt a fly: 
I trod upon a worm once ’gainst my will, 


But I wept for it. 


How have I offended, 


Wherein my death might yield her profit, 
Or my life imply her any danger ? 


Leon. 


My commission 


Is not to reason of the deed, but do it. 


Mar. You will not do’t for all the world, I hope. 
You are well favour’d, and your looks foreshow 
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You have a gentle heart. I saw you lately, 

When you caught hurt in parting two that fought : 

Good sooth, it show’d well in you; do so now: 

Your lady seeks my life ; come you between, 

And save poor me, the weaker. 
Leon. I am sworn, 

And will dispatch. [Struggling with MARINA. 

Enter Pirates. 

first Pirate. Hold, villain ! 
Second Pirate. A prize! a prize! 
Third Pirate. Half-part, mates, half-part. Come, let’s 

have her aboard suddenly. [Hxeunt Pirates with MARINA. 


[LEONINE runs out. 


Re-enter LEONINE. 


Leon. These roguing thievesserve the great pirate Valdes; 
And they have seiz’d Marina. Let her go: 
There’s no hope she’ll return. Ill swear she’s dead, 
And thrown into the sea—But I’ll see farther ; 
Perhaps they will but please themselves upon her, 
Not carry her aboard. If she remain, 


-Whom they have ravish’d must by me be slain, [ Zxva. 


SCENE II.—Mytilene. A room in a Brothel. 


Linter Pander, Bawd, and BOULT. 
Pand. Boult. 
Loult. Sir. 
Pand. Search the market narrowly ; Mytilene is full of 


gallants : we lost too much money this mart, by being too 
wenchless. 
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Bawd. We were never so much out of creatures. We 
have but poor three, and they can do no more than they 
can do; and they with continual action are even as good 
as rotten. 

Pand. Vherefore, let’s have fresh ones, whate’er we pay 
for them. If there be not a conscience to be used in every 
trade, we shall never prosper. 

Bawd. Thou say’st true: ’tis not the bringing up of poor 
bastards, as I think I have brought up some eleven—— 

Boult. Ay, to eleven; and brought them down again. 
But shall I search the market ? 

Bawd. What else, man? The stuff we have, a strong 
wind will blow it to pieces, they are so pitifully sodden. 

Pand. Thou say’st true; they’re too unwholesome o’ 
conscience. The poor Transylvanian is dead, that lay with 
the little baggage. 

Boult. Ay, she quicky pooped him ; she made him roast- 
meat for worms. But-I’ll go search the market. 

E2272 Dour: 

Pand. Three or four thousand chequins were as pretty a 
proportion to live quietly, and so give over— 

Bawd. Why, to give over, I pray you? is it a shame to 
get when we are old ? 

Pand. O! our credit comes’not in like the commodity ; 
nor the commodity wages not with the danger: therefore, 
if in our youths we could pick up some pretty estate, 
’twere not amiss to keep our door hatched. Besides, the 
sore terms we stand upon with the gods will be strong with 
us for giving over. 

Lawd. Come; other sorts offend as well as we. 
Pand. As well as we? ay, and better too: we offend 
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worse. Neither is our profession any trade ; it’s no calling. 
But here comes Boult. 


Enter BOULT, and the Pirates wzth MARINA. 


Boult. Come your ways [to MARINA.]—My masters, you 
say she’s a virgin? 

First Pirate. O, sir! we doubt it not. 

Boult. Master, I have gone thorough for this piece, you 
see: if you like her, so; if not, I have lost my earnest. 

Bawa. Boult, has she any qualities ? 

Boult. She has a good face, speaks well, and has ex- 
cellent good clothes: there’s no farther necessity of 
qualities can make her be refused. 

Bawd. What’s her price, Boult ? 

Boult. 1 cannot be bated one doit of a thousand pieces. 

Pand. Well, follow me, my masters; you shall have your 
money presently.— Wife, take her in: instruct her what she 
has to do, that she may not be raw in her entertainment. 

[Exeunt Pander and Pirates. 

Bawd. Boult, take you the marks of her ; the colour of 
her hair, complexion, height, her age, with warrant of her 
virginity, and cry, He that will give most, shall have her 
first. Such a maidenhead were no cheap thing, if men 
were as they have been. Get this done as I command 
you. 

Boult. Performance shall follow. [Eazt BOULT. 

Mar. Alack, that Leonine was so slack, so slow ! 

He should have struck, not spoke ; or that these pirates, 
Not enough barbarous, had not o’erboard thrown me 

For to seek my mother ! 

Bawd. Why lament you, pretty one? 
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Mar. That I am pretty. 
Bawd. Come, the gods have done their part in you. 
Mar. 1 accuse them not. 

Bawd. You are lit into my hands, where you are like to 
live. 

Mar. The more my fault 
To ’scape his hands where I was like to die. 

Bawd. Ay, and you shall live in pleasure. 

Mar. No. 

Bawd. Yes, indeed, shall you, and taste gentlemen of all 
fashions. You shall fare well: you shall have the differ- 
ence of all complexions. What! do you stop your ears ? 

Mar. Are you a woman? 

Bawd, What would you have me be, an I be not a 
woman ? 

Mar. An honest woman, or not a woman. 

Bawd. Marry, whip thee, gosling: I think I shall have 
something to do with you. Come, you are a young foolish 
sapling, and must be bowed as I would have you. 

Mar. The gods defend me! 

Bawd. If it please the gods to defend you by men, then 
men must comfort you, men must feed you, men stir you 
up.—Boult ’s returned. 

Re-enter BOULT. 
Now, sir, hast thou cried hef through the market ? 

Boult..1 have cried her almost to the number of her 
hairs: I have drawn her picture with my voice. 

Bawd. And, I prithee tell me, how dost thou find the 
inclination of the people, especially of the younger sort ? 

Boult. Faith, they listened to me as they would have 
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66 Pericles, [ACT 1 


hearkened to their. father’s testament. There— wasiea 
Spaniard’s mouth so watered, that he went to bed to her 
very description. 

Bawd. We shall have him here to-morrow with his best 
ruff on. 

Boult. To-night, to-night. But, mistress, do you know 
the French knight, that cowers 1’ the hams? 

Bawd. Who, monsieur Veroles ? 

Boult. Ay: he offered to cut a caper at the proclama- 
tion; but he made a groan at it, and swore he would see 
her to-morrow. 

Bawd. Well, well; as for him, he- brought his disease 
hither : here he does but repair it. I know he will come 
in our shadow to scatter his crowns in the sun. 

Boult. Well, if we had of every nation a traveller, we 
should lodge them with this sign. [Ponting to MAR. 

Bawd: Pray you, come hither awhile. [Zo MAR.] You 
have fortunes coming upon you. Mark me: you must 
seem to do that fearfully, which you commit willingly ; 
despise profit, where you have most gain. To weep that 
you live as you do, makes pity in your lovers: seldom but 
that pity begets you a good opinion, and that opinion a 
mere prot. 

Mar. I understand you not. 

Boult. QO! take her home, mistress, take her home: these 
blushes of hers must be quenched with some present 
practice. 


4 A MERE profit.] Perhaps ‘‘a sore profit”, but there is no autho- 
rity for the change: ‘‘a mere profit” is a positive or an absolute 
profit. See The Merchant of Venice, act ili, sc. 2, p. 60: “ Engag’d 
my friend to his mere enemy”. 
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Bawd. Thou sayst true, i’ faith, so they must; for your 
bride goes to that with shame which is her way to go with | 
warrant. 

Boult. Faith, some do, and some do not. But, mistress, I) 
if I have bargained for the joint,— 

Bawd. Thou mayst cut a morsel off the spit. 

Boult. | may so? 

Bawd. Who should deny it? Come, young one, I like 
the manner of your garments well. 

Boult. Ay, by my faith, they shall not be changed yet. 

Bawd. Boult, spend thou that in the town: report what 
a sojourner we have; you'll lose nothing by custom. 
When nature framed this piece, she meant thee a good 
turn; therefore, say what a paragon she is, and thou hast 
the harvest out of thine own report. 

Boult. 1 warrant you, mistress ; thunder shall not so awake 
the beds of eels, as my giving out her beauty stir up the Wal 
lewdly inclined, I/’ll bring home some to-night. tit 4 

Bawd. Come your ways; follow me. [Zo MARINA. 

Mar. If fires be hot, knives sharp, or waters deep, 
Untied I still my virgin knot will keep. 

Diana, aid my purpose ! 

Bawd. What have we to do with Diana? Pray you, 

will you go with us ? | Lxeunt. 


2 
SCENE III].—Tharsus. A room in CLEON’S house. 


Enter CLEON azd DIONYZA. 


ay 


Nae ae 


Dion. Why, are you foolish? Can it be undone ? : 
Cle. O Dionyza! such a piece of slaughter | 
The sun and moon ne’er look’d upon. 
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68 Pericles, [ACT oy: 


Dion. I think 
You ‘ll turn a child again. 

Cle. Were I chief lord of all this spacious world, 
I’d give it to undo the deed. O lady! 
Much less in blood than virtue, yet a princess 
To equal any single crown o’ the earth, 
I’ the justice of compare! O villain Leonine ! 
Whom thou hast poison’d too. 
If thou hadst drunk to him, it had been a kindness 
Becoming well thy face: what canst thou say, 
When noble Pericles shall demand his child ? 

Dion. That she is dead. Nurses are not the Fates, 
To foster it, nor ever to preserve. 
She died at night; I’ll say so. Who can cross it? 
Unless you play the pious innocent,’ 
And for an honest attribute, cry out, 
She died by foul play. 

Cle. O! go to.- Well, well ; 
Of all the faults beneath the heavens, the gods 
Do like this worst. 

Dion. Be one of those that think 
The pretty wrens of Tharsus will fly hence, 
And open this to Pericles. I do shame 
To think of what a noble strain you are, 
And of how coward a spirit. 

Gia To such proceeding 
Who ever but his approbation added, 
Though not his pre-consent, he did not flow 


5 _the PIOUS INNOCENT,] A natural fool was then not unfrequently 
called an zznocent: the 4to. 1609 reads “zpzous innocent.” 
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From honourable courses. 
Dion. Be it so, then ; 
Vet none does know, but you, how she came dead, 
Nor none can know now, Leonine being gone. 
She did distain my child, and stood between 
Her and her fortunes : none would look on her, 
But cast their gazes on Marina’s face ; 
Whilst ours was blurted at, and held a malkin,° 
Not worth the time of day. It pierc’d me thorough ; 
And though you call my course unnatural, 
You not your child well loving, yet I find, 
It greets me as an enterprise of kindness 
Perform’d to your sole daughter. 
Cle. Heavens forgive it ! 
Dion. And as for Pericles, 
What should he say? We wept after her hearse, 
And yet we mourn: her monument 
Is almost finish’d, and her epitaphs, 
In glittering golden characters, express 
A general praise to her, and care in us 


At whose expense ’tis done. 
Cle. Thou art like the harpy 


Which, to betray, doth with thine angel’s face, 
Seize with thine eagle’s talons. 

Dion. You are like one that superstitiously 
Doth swear to the gods that winter kills the flies: 


But yet, I know, you'll do as I advise. — [Exeunt. 


¢ —and held a MALKIN,] A “malkin” is a low wench. We have 


had “kitchen malkin” in Coriolanus, act i, Sc. 1, p. 42. 
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Pericles, [ACT Iv. 


Enter GOWER, before the Monument of MARINA at 
Tharsus.” 


Gow. Thus time we waste, and longest leagues 
make short ; 

Sail seas in cockles, have, and wish but for fe 
Making (to take your imagination) 
From bourn to bourn, region to region. 
By you being pardon’d, we commit no crime 
‘To use one language, in each several clime, 
Where our scenes seem to live. I do beseech you 
To learn of me, who stand i’ the gaps to teach you 
The stages of our story. Pericles 
Is now again thwarting the wayward seas, 
Attended on by many a lord and knight, 
To see his daughter, all his life’s delight. 
Old Escanes, whom Helicanus late 
Advanc’d in time to great and high estate, 
Is left to govern. Bear you it in mind, 
Old Helicanus goes along behind. 
Well-sailing ships and bounteous winds have brought 
This king to Tharsus (think this pilot thought 
So with his steerage shall your thoughts grow on) 
To fetch his daughter home, who first is gone. 
Like motes and shadows see them move awhile : 
Your ears unto your eyes I'll reconcile. 


‘ At Tharsus.] Here, according to the folio 1664, in which the 
Acts are first marked, Act iv commences. 
—this pilot THOUGHT,] Possibly, wrought: there is no end of 
corruptions, and “ pilot” is misprinted P7/ade. 
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DUMB SHOW. 

Enter PERICLES with his train, at one door ; CLEON and i 
DIONYZA at the other. CLEON shows PERICLES the 
tomb of MARINA; whereat PERICLES makes lamenta- 
tion, puts on sackcloth, and in a mighty passion departs. 


Gow. See, how belief may suffer by foul show ! 

This borrow’d passion stands for true old woe ; 
And Pericles, in sorrow all devour’d, 
With sighs shot through, and biggest tears o’er-shower'd, 

Leaves Tharsus, and again embarks. He swears 

Never to wash his face, nor cut his hairs ; 

He puts on sackcloth, and to sea. He bears 144 
A tempest, which his mortal vessel tears, | 
And yet he rides it out. Now, please you, wit? 

The epitaph is for Marina, writ His 
By wicked Dionyza. [ Reading. 1 \) ae 
“ The fairest, sweet'st, and best, les here, ‘us 
Who wither'd in her spring of year: TO. 
She was of Tyrus the king’s daughter, TMEEEES 
On whom foul death had made this slaughter. Ath 
Marina was she call’d ; and at her birth, \ 
Thetis, being proud, swallowd some part of the carth : NY 
Therefore the earth, fearing to be oerflow a, 

Hath Thetis birth-child on the heavens bestow d : 
Wherefore she does (and swears she'll never stint) 
Make raging battery upon shores of flint.” 


No visor does become black villany, 


® Now, please you, WIT] z.¢., Now, be pleased to know. 
1 THETIS, being proud,} Every old copy, excepting the 4to. 1609, 
reads, “ That 7s being proud”. 
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Ye Pericles, [ACT IV. 


So well as soft and tender flattery. 

Let Pericles believe his daughter’s dead, 

And bear his courses to be ordered 

By lady Fortune; while our scene must play 

His daughter’s woe and heavy well-a-day, 

In her unholy service. Patience then, 

And think you now are all in Mytilen. [ Exit. 


SCENE IV.—Mytilene. A Street before the Brothel. 


Enter, as from the Brothel, two Gentlemen. 


First Gent. Did you ever hear the like ? 

Second Gent. No; nor never shall do in such a place as 
this, she being once gone. 

first Gent. But to have divinity preached there! did 
you ever dream of such a thing ? 

Second Gent. No, no. Come, I am for no more bawdy- 
houses. Shall’s go hear the vestals sing? 

first Gent. 1’l1 do anything now that is virtuous ; but 
I am out of the road of rutting for ever. [Axeunt. 


SCENE V.—The Same. A Room in the Brothel 


Enter Pander, Bawd, and BouLt, 


Pand. Well, I had rather than twice the worth of her, 
she had ne’er come here. 

Bawd, Fie, fie upon her! she is able to freeze the god 
Priapus, and undo a whole generation : we must either get 
her ravished, or be rid of her. When she should do for 
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(a2 


clients her fitment, and do me the kindness of our profes- 
sion, she has me her quirks, her reasons, her~ master 
reasons, her prayers, her knees ; that she would make a 
puritan of the devil, if he should cheapen a kiss of her. 

Boult. Faith, I must ravish her, or she’ll disfurnish us of 
all our cavaliers, and make all our swearers priests. 

Pand. Now, the pox upon her green-sickness for me ! 

Bawd. ’Faith, there’s no way to be rid on’t, but by 
the way to the pox. Here comes the lord Lysimachus, 
disguised. 

Boult. We should have both lord and lown, if the pee- 
vish baggage would but give way to customers, 


Enter LYSIMACHUS. 


Lys. How now! How a dozen of virginities ? 

Bawd. Now, the gods to-bless your honour ! 

Boult. 1 am glad to see your honour in good health. 

Lys. You may so; ’tis the better for you that your re- 
sorters stand upon,sound legs. How now, wholesome 
iniquity ! have you that a man may deal withal, and defy 
the surgeon ? [Throwing off his cloak. 

Bawd. We have here one, sir, if she would—but there 
never came her like in Mytilene. 

Lys. If she’d do the deed of darkness, thou wouldst say. 

Bawd. Your honour knows what ’tis to say, well enough. 

Lys. Well; call forth, call forth. Pie DOU lat: 

Bawd. For flesh and blood, sir, white and red, you shall 
see a rose ; and she were a rose indeed, if she had but— 
Lys. What, prithee ? 
Bawd. O, sir! I can be modest. 
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Lys. That dignifies the renown of a bawd, no less than 
it gives a good report to a number to be chaste. 


Re-enter BOULT with MARINA. 


Bawd. Here comes that which grows to the stalk ;— 
never plucked yet, I can assure you.—Is she not a fair 
creature ? 

Lys. Faith, she would serve after a long voyage at sea. 
Well, there ’s for you: leave us. 

Bawd. 1 beseech your honour, give me leave: a word, 
and I ll have done presently. 

Lys. 1 beseech you, do. 

Bawd. [To MARINA.] First, I would have you note, this 
is an honourable man. 

Mar. I desire to find him so, that I may worthily note 
him. 

Bawd. Next, he’s the governor of this country ; anda 
man whom I am bound to. 

Mar. If he govern the country, you are bound to him 
indeed ; but how honourable he is in that, I know not. 

Bawd. ’Pray you, without any more virginal fencing, will 
you use him kindly? He will line your apron with gold. 

Mar. What he will do graciously, I will receive thankfully. 

Lys. Have you done? 

Bawd. My lord she’s not paced yet: you must take 
some pains to work her to your manage——Come, we will 
leave his honour and her together.—Go thy ways. 

[Zxeunt Bawd, Pander, and BOULT. 

Lys. Now, pretty one, how long have you been at this 
trade? 

Mar, What trade, sir? 


Serv Prince of Tyre. 


Lys. What I cannot name but I shall offend. 
Mar. 1 cannot be offended with my trade. Please you v 
to Namie it. \ 
Lys. How long have you been of this profession ? 
Mar. Ever since I can remember. | 
Lys. Did you go to it so young? Were you a gamester 
at five, or at seven? 
Mar. Earlier too, sir, if now I be one. 
Lys. Why, the house you dwell in proclaims you to be a 
creature of sale. 
Mar. Do you know this house to be a place of such re- 
sort, and will come into it? I hear say you are of honour- i 
able parts, and are the governor of this place. | 
Lys. Why, hath your principal made known unto you 
who Iam? me 
Mar. Who is my principal ? ai . 
Lys. Why, your herb-woman ; she that sets seeds and 
roots of shame and iniquity. O! you have heard some- | 
thing of my power, and so stand aloof for more serious mi) 
wooing. But I protest to thee, pretty one, my authority 
shall not see thee, or else look friendly upon thee. Come, 
bring me to some private place : come, come. 
Mar. If you were born to honour, show it now ; 
If put upon you, make the judgment good 
That thought you worthy of it. 
Lys. How’s this? how’s this?—Some more ;—be sage. 
Mar. For me, 
That am a maid, though most ungentle fortune 
Hath plac’d me in this sty,’ where, since I came, 


2 Hath plac’d me in this sty,] Modern editors have re-written this 
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Diseases have been sold dearer than physic.— 
O, that the gods 
Would set me free from this unhallow’d place, 
Though they did change me to the meanest bird 
That flies i’ the purer air! 
Lys: I did not think 
Thou couldst have spoke so well; ne’er dream’d thou 
couldst. 
Had I brought hither a corrupted mind, 
Thy speech. had alter'd it, Hold, here’s gold tor thee: 
Persevere in that clear way thou goest, 
And the gods strengthen thee! 
iMar. The gods preserve you ! 
Lys. For me, be you thoughten 
That I came with no ill intent; for to me 
The very doors and windows savour vilely. 
Farewell. Thou art a piece of virtue, and 
I doubt not but thy training hath been noble. 
Hold, here ’s more gold for thee: 
A curse upon him, die he like a thief, 
That robs thee of thy goodness! If thou dost 
Hear from me, it shall be for thy good. [Going. 


Re-enter BOULT. 


Loult. I beseech-your honour, one piece for me. 

Lys. Avaunt, thou damned door-keeper! Your house, 
But for this virgin that doth prop it, would 
Sink, and overwhelm you. Away! [ad LYSIMACHUS. 


passage as follows :—‘Hath plac’d me here within this loathsome 
sty.” Lower down, they inserted good before “gods”, grossly mis- 
representing the ancient text. Still, if poetical patchwork could be 
excused anywhere, it might be pardoned in this mangled drama. 
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Boult, How’s this? We must take another course with 
you. If your peevish chastity, which is not worth a break- 
fast in the cheapest country under the cope,” shall undo a 
whole household, let me. be gelded like a spaniel. Come 
your ways. 

Mar. Whither would you have me? 

Boult. 1 must have your maidenhead taken off, or the 
common hangman shall execute it. Come your ways. 
We'll have no more gentlemen driven away. Come your 
ways, I say. 

Re-enter Bawd. 

Bawd. How now! what’s the matter ? 

Boult. Worse and worse, mistress: she has here spoken 
holy words to the lord Lysimachus. 

Bawd. O, abominable! 

Boult. She makes our profession as it were to stink afore 
the face of the gods. 

Bawd. Marry, hang her up forever! 

Boult. The nobleman would have dealt with her like a 
nobleman, and she sent him away as cold as a snowball ; 
saying his prayers, too. 

Bawd. Boult, take her away; use her at thy pleasure : 
crack the glass of her virginity, and make the rest malleable. 

Beult, An if she were a thornier piece of ground than 
she is, she shall be ploughed. 

Mar. Hark, hark, you gods! 

Bawd. She conjures: away with her! Would she had 
never come within my doors——Marry, hang you [= Sess 
born to undo us.— Will you not go the way of women-kind ? 


3 —under the COPE,] z.¢., under the cofe or covering of heaven. 
Milton has “cope of hell”, in B. 1 of Paradise Lost. 
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Marry come up, my dish of chastity with rosemary and 
bays ! [Zait Bawd. 

Loult. Come, mistress ; come your ways with me. 

Mar, Whither wilt thou have me? 

Boult. To take from you the jewel you hold so dear. 

Mar. Prithee, tell me one thing first. 

Boult. Come now, your one thing? 

Mar. What canst thou wish thine enemy to be? 

Boult. Why, I could wish him to be my master ; or 
rather, my mistress. 

Mar. Neither of these are so bad as thou art, 

Since they do better thee in their command. 
Thou hold’st a place, for which the pained’st fiend 
Of hell would not in reputation change : 

Thou ’rt the damn’d door-keeper to every coistrel! 
That hither comes inquiring for his Tib ; 

To the choleric fisting of each rogue thine ear 

Is liable; thy food is such 

As hath been belch’d on by infected lungs. 

Boult, What would you have me do? go to the wars, 
would you? where a man may serve seven years for the 
loss of a leg, and have not money enough in the end to buy 
him a wooden one ? 

Mar. Do any thing but this thou doest. Empty 
Old receptacles, or common sewers, of filth ; 

Serve by indenture to the common hangman : 
Any of these ways are yet better than this ; 
For what thou professest, a baboon, could he speak, 


* —to every COISTREL] “Coystrel”, corrupted from festrel, a 
bastard kind of hawk. See Twelfth-Night, act i, sc. 3, p. 9. 
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Would own a name too dear. O, that the gods 
Would safely deliver me from this place! 

Here, here’s gold for thee. 

If that thy master would gain by me,” 

Proclaim that I can sing, weave, sew, and dance, 
With other virtues, which I ‘Il keep from boast ; 
And I will undertake all these to teach. 

I doubt not but this populous city will 

Yield many scholars. — 

Boult. But can you teach all this you speak of ? 

Mar. Prove that I cannot, take me home again, 
And prostitute me to the basest groom 
That doth frequent your house. 

Boult. Well, I will see what I can do for thee: if I can 
place thee, I will. 

Mar. But, amongst honest women ? 

Boult. Faith, my acquaintance lies little amongst them. 
But since my master and mistress have bought you, there ’s 
no going but by their consent , therefore, I will make them 
acquainted with your purpose, and I doubt not but I shall 
Gnd them tractable enough. Come; I’ll do for thee what 
I can : come your ways. [| Exeunt. 


s If that thy master would gain by me,] This line, consisting only 
of nine syllables, may be considered defective, but it is so in every 
ancient edition, which we prefer to follow. Modern editors insert 
aught, “If that thy master would gain aught by me”, in order to 
make up the measure; but what assurance have we that aught was 
Shakespeare’s word, when other monosyllables would have answered 
the purpose as well? Just above, modern editors choose to invert a 
line, merely because to their ears it sounds more poetically : upon 
this principle we might amend hundreds of lines in this play, if not 


in some others. 
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Pericles ; 


CAEN 


LEinter GOWER. 


Gow. Marina thus the brothel scapes, and chances 
Into an honest house, our story says. 
She sings like one immortal, and she dances 
As goddess-like to her admired lays. 
Deep clerks she dumbs, and with her neeld composes 
Nature's own shape of bud, bird, branch, or berry, 
That even her art sisters the natural roses ; 
Her inkle,® silk, twin with the rubied cherry: 
That pupils lacks she none of noble race, 
Who pour their bounty on her; and her gain 
She gives the cursed bawd. Here we her place ; 
And to her father turn our thoughts again, 
Where we left him on the sea, tumbled and. tost ; 
And, driven before the winds, he is arriv’d 
Here where his daughter dwells : and on this coast 
Suppose him now at anchor. The city striv’d 
God Neptune’s annual feast to keep: from whence 
Lysimachus our Tyrian ship espies, 
His banners sable, trimm/’d with rich expense ; 
And to him in his barge with fervour hies: 
In your supposing once more put your sight ; 
Of heavy Pericles think this the bark : 
Where, what is done in action, more, if might, 
Shall be discover’d ; please you, sit, and hark. [Exd¢. 


° Her INKLE,] “Inkle” is a kind of tape; see Love’s Labour's 
Lost, act ili, sc. 1, p. 36; but here it should rather seem to mean a 
species of coloured thread or worsted used in working artificial fruit 
and flowers. 
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SCENE L—On board PERICLES ship off Mytilene. A , 
pavilion on deck, with a curtain before it; PERICLES | 
within it, reclining on a couch: a barge lying beside 
the Tyrian vessel. 


= 


Enter two Sailors, one belonging to the Tyrian vessel, the 
other to the barge; to them WELICANUS. 


Tyr. Sail. Where’s the lord Helicanus? he can resolve a 
you: [Zo the Sailor of Mytilene. J 

Opeiterenic to. ; 
Sir, there’s a barge put off from Mytilene, | 
And in it is Lysimachus, the governor, ! 
Who craves to come aboard. What is your will? 

Hel. That he have his. Call up some gentlemen. 

Tyr. Sail. Ho, gentlemen! my lord calls. 


A Shh lined bgt = 


Enter two or three Gentlemen. iby 


First Gent. Doth your lordship call ? | 
Hel. Gentlemen, \ 

There is some of worth would come aboard: I pray 
Greet them fairly. | [Gentlemen avd Sailors descend from Ie 
the ship, and go on board the barge. | y] 


Enter, from thence, LYSIMACHUS and Lords ; the Tyrian y 
Gentlemen, and the two Sailors. ie 


Tyr.Satl. Sit; 
This is the man that can in aught you would e 
Resolve you. eH): 

Lys. Hail, reverend sir! The gods preserve you ! 
Hel, And you, to outlive the age I am, 
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And die as I would do. 
Lys. You wish me well. 
Being on shore, honouring of Neptune’s triumphs, 
Seeing this goodly vessel ride before us, 
I made to it to know of whence you are. 
Ffel, First, what is your place ? 
Lys. 1 am the governor of this place you lie before. 
Vehqh ribo 
Our vessel is of Tyre, in it the king ; 
A man who for this three months hath not spoken 
To any one, nor taken sustenance, 
But to prorogue his grief. 
Lys.. Upon what ground is his distemperature ? 
flel. It would be too tedious to repeat ; 
But the main grief springs from the loss 
Of a beloved daughter and a wife. 
Lys. May we not see him, then ? 
FTel. You may, 
But bootless is your sight ; he will not speak 
To any. 
Lys. Yet, let me obtain my wish. 
ffel, Behold him. [PERICLES discovered behind a cur- 
tain.| This was a goodly person, 
Till the disaster that, one mortal night, 
Drove him to this. 
Lys. Sir king, all hail! the gods preserve you! 
Hail, royal sir ! [Zo PERICLES. 
flel. It is in vain ; he will not speak to you. 
first Lord, Sir, we have a maid in Mytilene, I durst 
wager, 
Would win some words of him. 
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ys: ’Tis well bethought. 
She, questionless, with her sweet harmony, y 
And other choice attractions, would allure, A 
And make a battery through his deafen’d parts,’ 
Which now are midway stopp’d : 
She is all happy as the fair’st of all, 
And with her fellow maids is now upon 
The leafy shelter that abuts against 
The island’s side. 
[He whispers one of the attendant Lords.—Eait Lord. 

Hel. Sure, all effectless ; yet nothing we’ll omit, 

That bears recovery’s name. i 
But, since your kindness we have stretch’d thus far, '] 
Let us beseech you, 

That for our gold we may provision have, 

Wherein we are not destitute for want, 

But weary for the staleness. 

Lys. O, sir! a courtesy, \ Ng 
Which, if we should deny, the most just gods aE ‘ 
For every graff would send a caterpillar, | 
And so afflict our province.—Yet once more i 
Let me entreat to know at large the cause IG 
Of your king’s sorrow. 

Hel. Sit, sir, I will recount it to you :— Pd 
But see, I am prevented. Me 


Enter, from the barge, the Lord, MARINA, and a young Lady. 


LYS. ©! heres 
The lady that I sent for—Welcome, fair one |— 


hey y Pl lf 


7 through his DEAFEN’D parts,] The old copies, excepting the 
4to, 1609, read “defended parts”. 
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Is 't not a goodly presence ? 

fTel. She’s a gallant lady. 

Lys. She’s such a one, that were I well assur’d she came 
Of gentle kind, and noble stock, I’d wish 
No better choice, and think me rarely wed.— 
Fair one, all goodness that consists in bounty® 
Expect even here, where is a kingly patient : 
If that thy prosperous and artificial feat 
Can draw him but to answer thee in aught, 
Thy sacred physic shall receive such pay 
As thy desires can wish. 

Mar. Sir, I will use 
My utmost skill in his recovery, 
Provided none but I and my companion maid 
Be suffer’d to come near him. 

LYS: Come, let-us leave her 
And the gods make her prosperous! [MARINA szzgs.° 

8 —all goodness that consists in BOUNTY] In the original copies, 
beauty is put for “bounty”, to which Steevens altered it. 

® MARINA szzgs.| No song is given in the play, but according to 
the novel by Wilkins, founded upon Pericles, the following is what 
is sung by Marina on the occasion ; and it agrees. very nearly with 
the version of the words in the old Gesta Romancrum, translated by 
Laurence Twine in 1576 :— 

Amongst the harlots foul I walk, 
Yet harlot none am I: 
The rose among the thorns it grows, 
And is not hurt thereby. 


The thief that stole me, sure I think, 
Is slain before this time : 

A bawd me bought, yet am I not 

Defil’d by fleshly crime. 


nl eS 
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Lys. Mark’d he your music? 
Mar. No, nor look’d on us. \ 
Lys. See, she will speak to him. 
Mar. Hail, sir! my lord, lend ear. | 
Per. Hum! ha! | 
Mar. 1 am a maid, 
My lord, that ne’er before invited eyes, 
But have been gaz’d on like a comet : she speaks, 
My lord, that maybe hath endur’d a erief 
Might equal yours, if both were justly weigh’d. 
Though wayward fortune did malign my state, 
My derivation was from ancestors i 
Who stood equivalent with mighty kings ; M 
But time hath rooted out my parentage, 
And to the world and awkward casualties MN ‘ 
Bound me in servitude —I will desist ; [A sede. a 
But there is something glows upon my cheek, 
And whispers in mine ear, Go not till he speak. iN 
Per. My fortunes—parentage—good parentage— Vig 


Were nothing pleasanter to me | a 
Than parents mine to know: \ iA} 
I am the issue of a king ; Ny 
My blood from kings doth flow. i ; 


I hope that God will mend my state, b 
And send a better day. et 

Leave off your tears, pluck up your heart, 
And banish care away. 


Show gladness in your countenance, 

Cast up your cheerful eyes : 
That God remains that once of nought | 
Created earth and skies. 
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To equal mine! was it not thus? what say you? 

Mar. I said, my lord, if you did know my parentage 
You would not do me violence. 

Per. I do think so. 

I pray you, turn your eyes upon me.— 
You are like something that—What countrywoman ? 
Here of these shores? 
Mar. No, nor of any shores ;! 
Yet I was mortally brought forth, and am 
No other than I appear. 

Per. 1 am great with woe, and shall deliver weeping. 
My dearest wife was like this maid, and such a one 
My daughter might have been: my queen’s square brows ; 
Her stature to an inch; as wand-like straight ; 

As silver-voic’d ; her eyes as jewel-like, 

And cas’d as richly ; in pace another Juno; 

Who starves the ears she feeds, and makes them hungry, 
The more she gives them speech.—Where do you live ? 

Mar, Where I am but a stranger: from the deck 
You may discern the place. 

Per. Where were you bred ? 

And how achiev’d you these endowments, which 
You make more rich to owe. 

Mar. Should I tell my history, 
’*Twould seem like lies, disdain’d in the reporting. 

Per. Prithee, speak: 

Falseness cannot come from thee, for thou look’st 
Modest as justice, and thou seem’st a palace 
For the crown’d truth to dwell in. Ill believe thee, 


d 


* No, nor of any SHORES ;] In the old copies “shores” is shewes 
in both places. 
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And make my senses credit thy relation 
To points that seem impossible ; for thou look’st ( 
Like one I lov’d indeed. What were thy friends ? t 
Didst thou not say, when I did push thee back, F 
(Which was when I perceiv’d thee) that thou cam’st | 
From good descending ? 

Mar. So indeed I did. 

Per. Report thy parentage. I think thou saidst 
Thou hadst been toss’d from wrong to injury, 
And that thou thought’st thy griefs might equal mine, 
If both were open’d. 

Mar. Some such thing fl, 
I said ; and said no more but what my thoughts 
Did warrant me was likely. 

IME, Tell thy story ; 
If thine consider’d prove the thousandth part 
Of my endurance, thou art a man, and I 
Have suffer’d like a girl: yet thou dost look iN 
Like Patience, gazing on kings’ graves, and smiling 1 ! 
Extremity out of act. What were thy friends ? 
How lost thou them ?? Thy name, my most kind virgin ? Te) 
Recount, I do beseech thee. Come, sit by me. 

Mar. My name is Marina. 

Per. O! Iam mock’d, 
And thou by some incensed god sent hither 
To make the world to laugh at me. 


ep a 


Ge aI 


Mar. Patience, good sir, 
Or here I'll cease. 
Per Nay, I'll be patient. 


2 How lost thou THEM ?] Malone added “them” to the text, and as 
it seems necessary to the sense we adopt it. 
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ni | | Thou little know’st how thou dost startle me, 
To call thyself Marina. 

Mar. The name 
h| Hi Was given me by one that had some power ; 

bi] My father, and a king. 
itt) | Per. How! a king’s daughter, 
And call’d Marina ? 

imi Mar. ~ You said you would believe me ; 

| mull | But, not to be a troubler of your peace, 
ea I will end here. 
Hi | | Per. But are you flesh and blood ? 
| Hl Have you a working pulse? and are no fairy 
Wael 3] 

| 
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Motion ?>—Well ; speak on. Where were you born, 
And wherefore call’d Marina ? 
Mar. Call’d Marina, 
For I was born at sea. 
Ee: At sea! what mother ?? 
Mar. My mother was the daughter of a king ; 
Who died the minute I was born, 
| As my good nurse, Lychorida, hath oft 
| Deliver’d weeping. 
| Per, O! stop there a little. 
| This is the rarest dream that e’er dull sleep 
en Did mock sad fools withal ; this cannot be. 
) My daughter’s buried.—Well :—where were you bred ? 
Ill hear you more, to the bottom of your story, 
And never interrupt you. 


3 At sea! what mother?] So the 4to. 1609, completing the line: 
later editions have “At sea! who was thy mother?” In the next 
| line but one, modern editors have foisted very into the verse, though 
not found in a single ancient edition ; and merely for the sake of 
EE Hl patching the measure, defective in hundreds of other places. 
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Mar. You scorn :* believe me, ’twere best I did give o’er. 
Per. I will believe you by the syllable 
Of what you shall deliver. Yet, give me leave: 4 
How came you in these parts? where were you bred ? 
Mar. The king, my father, did in Tharsus leave me, | 
Till cruel Cleon, with his wicked wife, 
Did seek to murder me ; and having woo’d 
A villain to attempt it, who having drawn to do’t, 
A crew of pirates came and rescued me, 
Brought me to Mytilene. But, good sir, 
Whither will you have me? Why do you weep? It may be 
You think me an impostor: no, good faith ; Aly 
I am the daughter to king Pericles, 
If good king Pericles be. & 
Per. Ho, Helicanus ! es 
Fel. Calls my gracious lord? ‘\\ ) eae 
Per. Thou art a grave and noble counsellor, ‘iN 
Most wise in general: tell me, if thou canst, } | S 
What this maid is, or what is like to be, his ‘ 
That thus hath made me weep? : 
Flel. I know not; but pe) 
Here is the regent, sir, of Mytilene, 
Speaks nobly of her. 
Lys: She would never tell 
Her parentage ; being demanded that, 
She would sit still and weep. 
Per. O Helicanus! strike me, honour’d sir ; 
Give me a gash, put me to present pain, 
Lest this great sea of joys rushing upon me 


* You SCORN:] So every old copy, and rightly, with reference ta 


what Pericles has just said. Modern editors print scarce for “scorn”. 
12 
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O’erbear the shores of my mortality, 
And drown me with their sweetness. O! come hither, 
Thou that begett’st him that did thee beget ; 
Thou that wast born at sea, buried at Tharsus, 
And found at sea again —O Helicanus! 
Down on thy knees, thank the holy gods as loud 
As thunder threatens us: this is Marina.— 
What was thy mother’s name ? tell me but that, 
For truth can never be confirm’d enough, 
Though doubts did ever sleep. 
Mar. First, sir, I pray, 
What is your title? 
Per. 1 am Pericles of Tyre: but tell me, now, 
My drown’d queen’s name (as in the rest you said 
Thou hast been godlike perfect), thou heir of kingdoms, 
And another life to Pericles thy father. 
Mar. Is it no more to be your daughter, than 
To say my mother’s name was Thaisa ? 
Thaisa was my mother, who did end 
The minute I began. 
Per. Now, blessing on thee! rise ; thou art my child. 
Give me fresh garments! Mine own, Helicanus ; 
She is not dead at Tharsus, as she should have been, 
By savage Cleon: she shall tell thee all ; 
When thou shalt kneel, and justify in knowledge 
She is thy very princess—Who is this ? 
ffel. Sir, tis the governor of Mytilene, 
Who, hearing of your melancholy state, 
Did come to see you. 
Ler I embrace you.— 
Give me my robes! I am wild in my beholding. 
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O heavens, bless my girl !—But hark! what music ?— 
Tell Helicanus, my Marina, tell him 
O’er, point by point, for yet he seems to doubt, 
How sure you are my daughter—But what music? 
Hel. My lord, I hear none. 
Per. None? 
The music of the spheres! list, my Marina. 
Lys. It is not good to cross him: give him way. 
Per. Rarest sounds! Do ye not hear? 
Lys. Music? My lord, I hear— 


IG Most heavenly music : 
It nips me unto list’ning,® and thick slumber 
Hangs upon mine eyes: let me rest. [Te sleeps. 


Lys. A pillow for his head. 
[Zhe curtain before the pavilion of PERICLES is closed. 
So leave him all—Well, my companion-friends, 
If this but answer to my just belief, 


Ill well remember you. 
[Exeunt LYSIMACHUS, HELICANUS, MARINA, 


and the rest. 


ScENE II. 


PERICLES zs seen on the deck asleep: DIANA appears to 
him in a vision. 
Dia. My temple stands in Ephesus : hie thee thither, 
And do upon mine altar sacrifice. 
There, when my maiden priests are met together, 
Before the people all, 


> It nips me unto list’ning,] Can hardly be the true text, but we 
know not what to suggest. 
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92 Pericles, [ACT Es 


Reveal how thou at sea didst lose thy wife: 

To mourn thy crosses, with thy daughter’s, call, 

And give them repetition to the life. 

Perform my bidding, or thou liv’st in woe: 

Do’t, and be happy,° by my silver bow.’ 

Awake, and tell thy dream. [DIANA disappears. 
Per. |Waking.] Celestial Dian, goddess argentine, 

I will obey thee !—Helicanus ! 


Linter LYSIMACHUS, HELICANUS, avd MARINA. 
fTel. Sit 
Per. My purpose was for Tharsus, there to strike 
The inhospitable Cleon ; but I am 
For other service first : toward Ephesus 
Turn our blown sails ; eftsoons I'll tell thee why.— 
Shall we refresh us, sir, upon your shore, [Zo LYSIM. 
And give you gold for such provision 
As our intents will need ? 
Lys. Sir, with all my heart, and when you come ashore, 
I have another suit.8 
IEP. You shall prevail, 
Were it to woo my daughter ; for it seems 
You have been noble towards her. 
ays Sir, lend your arm. 
Per. Come, my Marina. [A xeunt. 


* Do’t,and BE happy,] “Be”, necessary to the sense and measure, 
is omitted in all the old editions. 

7 —by my silver bow.] No doubt this speech was originally regu- 
lar measure and rhyme, but corrupted in the old impressions. It may 
be doubted whether it ought to be marked as a new scene. 

* I have another sult.] “Suit” is misprinted s/edgh¢ in the old 
editions. Malone made the correction. 
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Enter GOWER, before the temple of DIANA at Ephesus. 


Gow. Now our sands are almost run ; 
More a little, and then dumb.’ 
This, as my last boon, give me, 
For such kindness must relieve me, 
That you aptly will suppose 
What pageantry, what feats, what shows, 
What minstrelsy, and pretty din, 
The regent made in Mytilen, 
To greet the king. So he thriv’d, 
That he is promis’d to be wiv’d 
To fair Marina ; but in no wise 
Till he had done his sacrifice, 
As Dian bade: whereto being bound, 
The interim, pray you, all confound. 
In feather’d briefness sails are fill’d, 
And wishes fall out as they’re will’d. 
At Ephesus, the temple see, 
Our king, and all his company. 
That he can hither come so soon, 
Is by your fancy’s thankful doom. [Exie. 


9 _and then DUMB,] May be right, but possibly ove, or done, Was 
the true rhyme: Rowe preferred dome. So, in the last line of the 
speech we ought, probably, to read 4007 for “doom :” Joon was the 
obvious proposal of Steevens ; but old Gower was never nice in his 
rhymes. 
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SCENE ITI.—7he Temple of Diana at Ephesus; Thaisa 
standing near the altar as high priestess ; a number of 
virgins on each side; Cerimon and other inhabitants of 
Ephesus attending. 

L:nter PERICLES, with his train ; LYSIMACHUS, HELI- 
CANUS, MARINA, and a Lady. 
Per. Hail Dian! to perform thy just command, 

I here confess myself the king of Tyre ; 

Who, frighted from my country, did wed 

The fair Thaisa, at Pentapolis. 

At sea in childbed died she, but brought forth 

A maid-child call’d Marina ; who, O goddess! 

Wears yet thy silver livery. She at Tharsus 

Was nurs’d with Cleon ; whom at fourteen years 

He sought to murder, but her better stars 

Brought her to Mytilene; against whose shore 

Riding, her fortunes brought the maid aboard us, 

Where, by her own most clear remembrance, she 

Made known herself my daughter. 

That. Voice and favour !!— 

You are, you are—O royal Pericles !— [She faints. 

Per. What means the nun? she dies: help, gentlemen! 
Cer. Noble sir, 
If you have told Diana’s altar true, 
This is your wife. 
Per. Reverend appearer, no: 
I threw her overboard with these very arms. 
Cer. Upon this coast, I warrant you. 
Per. ’Tis most certain. 


" Voice and FAVOUR!] 7.é., voice and features, as before in this 
play, act iv, sc. 1, p. 59. 
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Cer. Look to the lady.—O ! she’s but o’erjoy’d.— 
Early one blust’ring morn this lady was 
Thrown on this shore. I op’d the coffin, 
Found there rich jewels ; recover’d her, and plac’d her 
Here, in Diana’s temple. 
YER May we see them ? 
Cer. Great sir, they shall be brought you to my house, 
Whither I invite you. Look! Thaisa is recover’d. 
That. O, let me look! 
If he be none of mine, my sanctity 
Will to my sense bend no licentious ear, 
But curb it, spite of seeing. —O, my lord ! 
Are you not Pericles? Like him you speak, 
Like him you are. Did you not name a tempest, > 
A birth, and death ? iy Re 
Per. The voice of dead Thaisa ! ; 
That. That Thaisa am I, supposed dead and drown’d. 
Per. Immortal Dian ! HN 
That. Now I know you better.— i 
When we with tears parted Pentapolis, | 
The king, my father, gave you such a ring. 
[Showing a ring. 
Per. This, this: no more, you gods! your present kind- 
ness 
Makes my past miseries sports: you shall do well, 
That on the touching of her lips I may 
Melt, and no more be seen. O! come, be buried 
A second time within these arms. 
Mar. My heart 
Leaps to be gone into my mother’s bosom. | 
[Kneeling to THAISA. 
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96 [ACT Ave 


Per. Look, who kneels here! Flesh of thy flesh, Thaisa ; 
Thy burden at the sea, and call’d Marina, 
For she was yielded there. 


That. Bless’d, and mine own! 
ffel, Hail, madam, and my queen ! 
Lhatz. I know you not. 


Per. You have heard me say, when I did fly from Tyre, 
I left behind an ancient substitute : 
Can you remember what I call’d the man? 
I have nam’d him oft. 
That. *Twas Helicanus, then. 
Per. Still confirmation ! 
Embrace him, dear Thaisa ; this is he. 
Now do I long to hear how you were found, 
How possibly preserv’d, and whom to thank, 
Besides the gods, for this great miracle. 

That. Lord Cerimon, my lord ; this is the man 
Through whom the gods have shown their power ; that can 
From first to last resolve you. 

Per. Reverend sir, 

The gods can have no mortal officer 
More like a god than you. Will you deliver 
How this dead queen re-lives ? 

Cer. I will, my lord: 
Beseech you, first go with me to my house, 

Where shall be shown you all was found with her ; 
How she came placed here in the temple, 
No needful thing omitted. 

Per. Pure Dian! bless thee for thy vision, 

I will offer night-oblations to thee. Thaisa, 
This prince, the fair-betrothed of your daughter, 
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Shall marry her at Pentapolis. And now, 
This ornament, 
Makes me look dismal, will I clip to form ; 
And what this fourteen years no razor touch’d, 
To grace thy marriage-day, I'll beautify. 
Thai. Lord Cerimon hath letters of good credit, 
Sir, my father’s dead. 
Per. Heavens make a star of him! Yet there, my 
queen, 
We'll celebrate their nuptials, and ourselves 
Will in that kingdom spend our following days: 
Our son and daughter shall in Tyrus reign.— 
Lord Cerimon, we do our longing stay 
To hear the rest untold.—Sir, lead ’s the way. | hxeunt. 
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Enter GOWER. 1 |e 


Gow. In Antiochus, and his daughter, you have heard 
Of monstrous lust the due and just reward: HIN 
In Pericles, his queen and daughter, seen, H 
Although assail’d with fortune fierce and keen, | 
Virtue preserv’d? from fell destruction’s blast, yy 
Led on by heaven, and crown’d with joy at last. — 
In Helicanus may you well descry 
A figure of truth, of faith, and loyalty. 

In reverend Cerimon there well appears 

The worth that learned charity aye wears. 

For wicked Cleon and his wife, when fame 

Had spread their cursed deed, the honour'd name 


2 Virtue PRESERVED—] All the old copies of this truly noble, but 
lamentably disfigured Drama, read “ Virtue preferr'd.” 


fox 


Pericles. 


Of Pericles, to rage the city turn ; 

That him and his they in his palace burn. 

The gods for murder seemed so content? 

To punish them, although not done, but meant. 
So on your patience evermore attending, 


New joy wait on you! Here our play has ending. 
[ Haat. 


PI EL at 


’ The gods for murder seemed SO CONTENT] So all the editions 
after the first, which reads ¢o contend for “‘so content”. In the next 
line, ‘‘them” is wanting in the old copies, 4to. and folio ; so that the 
grossest blunders pursue us to the very conclusion. 
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DRAMATIS TPERSONZ 


THESEUS, Duke of Athens. 
PIRITHOUS, az Athenian General. 
ARTESIUS, az Athenian Captain. 
aOR Cousins and Nephews to Creon King of Thebes. 
ARCITE, -} az 
VALERIUS, @ Theban JVodleman. 

Six Knights. 

A Herald. 

A Gaoler. 

A Wooer to the Gaoler’s Daughter. 

A Doctor. 

Brother Zo the Gaoler, and his Friends. 

Gerrold, a Schoolmaster. 

A Gentleman. 


HIPPOLYTA, ax Amazon, and bride to Theseus. 
EMILIA, her Sister. 

Three Queens, 

The Gaoler’s Daughter. 

Attendant on Emilia. 


Countrymen, Messengers, Hymen, Boy, Executioner, Guard, 
Attendants, Nymphs, and Country wenches. 


SCENE: Athens and its neighbourhood, except in part of the first 
act, where it is Thebes and its neighbourhood. 


‘ This play was not printed until 1634, 4to., when it bore the 
names of Fletcher and Shakespeare on the title-page, and nearly all 
critics have admitted that our great dramatist had a hand in it 
though they differ as to the portions he contributed. It is not in- 
serted in any of the folios, although the Rev. A, Dyce incautiously 
states that it is found in those of 1664 and 1685. 


ie cles 


Two NOBLE KINSMEN. 


eR Os @:G Urs 


NEw plays and maidenheads are near akin ; 
Much follow’d both, for both much money win, 
If they stand sound and well: and a good play, 
Whose modest scenes blush on his marriage-day, 
| And shake to lose his honour, is like her 

That, after holy tie and first night’s stir, 

Yet still is modesty, and still retains 

More of the maid to sight than husband’s pains, 

We pray our play may be so; for I’m sure 

It has.a noble breeder and a pure, 

A learned ; and a poet never went 

More famous yet ’twixt Po and silver Trent: ) 

Chaucer, of all admir’d, the story gives ; 

There constant to eternity it lives. A 

If we let fall the nobleness of this, pi 

And the first sound this child hear be a hiss, 

How will it shake the bones of that good man, 

And make him cry from under ground, O, fax 

From me the witless chaff of such a writer, 

That blasts my bays, and my fan’d works makes lighter 
| Than Robin Hood! This is the fear we bring ; 

For, to say truth, it were an endless thing, 


2 —for both much money WIN For “win” the old copies read 

ee y } ple 
gt’en, and the misprint has been perpetuated in modern. copies ; so 
blind and blunt are recent editors. 


EARLOBE Tig BB GLE IEE EERE GLE 
We EC EE A abit Has a sh dt AN eit 


oA 


“SRS ar 
—— it i : 


Sig S37 he eee ee 
RD AOR OE : 


ae 
& 


ae 
fo 


slienseentiedtiaestiinicetanionentadacemee 
7 . DAS ea 


ait, a 


2 


ae 
ws 


pe st ap nae one 
- oe eee - mom 
* Fa se a as oe ge i 


EEO RI ni AAS Cy 


4 The Two Noble Kinsmen. [ACT I. 


And too ambitious, to aspire to him. 

Weak as we are, and almost breathless swim 

In this deep water, do but you hold out 

Your helping hands, and we shall tack about, 

And something do to save us: you shall hear 

Scenes, though below his art, may yet appear 

Worth two hours’ travail. To his bones sweet sleep ! 
Content to you!—If this play do not keep 

A little dull time from us, we perceive 

Our losses fall so thick, we must needs leave. | [Plourish. 


JMC AP Ale 
SCENE I—Athens. Lefore a Temple. 


Linter Hymen with a burning torch: a, Boy, im a white 
robe, before, singing and strewing flowers ; after Hymen, 
a Nymph, excompassed in her tresses, bearing a wheaten 
garland ; then THESEUS, between two other Nymphs 
wth wheaten chaplets on their heads ; then HiPPOLYTA, 
the bride, led by PIRITHOUS, and another holding a gar- 
land over her head, her tresses likewise hanging ; after 
her, EMILIA, holding up her train ; ARTESIUS and 
Attendants. 

SONG, Oy the Boy. 
Roses, their sharp spines being gone, 
Not royal in their smells alone, 

But in their hue ; 
Maiden pinks, of odour faint, 
Daisies smell-less, yet most quaint, 
And sweet thyme true ; 
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Primrose, first-born child of Ver, 
Merry spring-time’s harbinger, 

With her bells dim ; 
Oxlips in their cradles srowing, 
Marigolds on deathbeds blowing, 

Larks’-heels trim ; 


All dear Nature’s children sweet, 
| Lie fore bride and bridegroom’s feet, 
| Blessing their sense ! [ Strewing flowers. 
Not an angel of the air, 
Bird melodious or bird fair, 
Is absent hence ! 


The crow, the slanderous cuckoo, nor 
The boding raven, nor chough hoar, 
Nor chattering pie, 
May on our bride-house perch or sing, x 
Or with them any discord bring, re 
* But from it fly ! 


Enter three Queens, in black, with veils stained, and wear- i Ny 
ing imperial crowns. TL. he first Queen falls down at the : i 
foot of THESEUS ; the second falls down at the foot of \ i 
Hippotyta ; the third before EMILIA. Ny 

First Queen. For pity’s sake and true gentility’s, a 

Hear, and respect me ! : : 
Second Queen. For your mother’s sake, re 

And as you wish your womb may thrive with fair ones, 


Hear, and respect me ! 
Third Queen. Now, for the love of him whom Jove hath 


mark’d 
The honour of your bed, and for the sake 
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Of clear virginity, be advocate 
For us and our distresses! This good deed 
Shall raze you out o’ the book of trespasses 
All you are set down there. 

thes. Sad lady, rise. 

Lip. Stand up. 


Limt, No knees to me: 
What woman I may stead that is distress’d 
Does bind me to her, 
Lhes. What’s your request ? deliver you for all. 
first Queen, We are three queens, whose sovereigns fell 
before 
The wrath of. cruel Creon : who endure 
The beaks of ravens, talons of the kites, 
And pecks of crows, in the foul field of Thebes : 
He will not suffer us to burn their bones, 
To urn their ashes, nor to take th’ offence 
Of mortal loathsomeness from the blest eye 
Of holy Phcebus ; but infects the winds 
With stench of our slain lords. O, pity, duke! 
Thou purger of the earth, draw thy fear’d sword, 
That does good turns to the world : give us the bones 
Of our dead kings, that we may chapel them ; 
And, of thy boundless goodness, take some note 
That for our crowned heads we have no roof 
Save this, which is the lion’s and the bear’s, 
And vault to every thing ! 
Lhes. Pray you, kneel not : 
I was transported with your speech, and suffer’d 
Your knees to wrong themselves. I’ve heard the fortunes 
Of your dead lords, which gives me such lamenting 


Serer. | The Two Noble Kinsmen. i! 


As wakes my vengeance and revenge for them. 
King Capanéus was your lord: the day [Razsing them. y 
That he should marry you, at such a season } 
As now it is with me, I met your groom 
By Mars’s altar: you were that time fair, 
Not Juno’s mantle fairer than your tresses, 
Nor in more bounty spread ; your wheaten wreath 
Was then nor thrash’d nor blasted; Fortune at you 
Dimpled her cheek with smiles ; Hercules our kinsman— 
Then weaker than your eyes—laid by his club ; 
He tumbled down upon his Nemean hide 
And swore his sinews thaw’d. O, grief and time, 
Fearful consumers, you will all devour ! 

First Queen. O, I hope some god, 
Some god hath put his mercy in your manhood, 
Whereto he ’ll infuse power, and press you forth : Mil mo 
Our undertaker ! | 

Thes. O, no knees, none, widow ! 
Unto the helmeted Bellona use them, | 
And pray for me, your soldier.— i} 


Troubled I am. [Turning away. 

Second Queen. Honour’d Hippolyta, os 
Most dreaded Amazonian, that hast slain 7, 
The scythe-tusk’d boar ; that with thy arm, as strong 
As it is white, wast near to make the male Le 


To thy sex captive, but that this thy lord— 

Born to uphold creation in that honour 

First Nature styl’d it in—shrunk thee into 

The bound thou wast o’erflowing, at once subduing 
Thy force and thy affection ; soldieress, 
That equally can poise sternness with pity ; 
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Who now, I know, hast much more power on him 
Than e’er he had on thee; who ow’st his strength 
And his love too, who is a servant for 
The tenor of thy speech ; dear glass of ladies, 
Bid him that we, whom flaming War doth scorch, 
Under the shadow of his sword may cool us ; 
Require him he advance it o’er our heads ; 
Speak ’t in a woman’s key, like such a woman 
As any of us three; weep ere you fail ; 
Lend us a knee; 
But touch the ground for us no longer time 
Than a dove’s motion, when the head ’s pluck’d off ; 
Tell him, if he i’ the blood-siz’d field lay swoln, 
Showing the sun his teeth, grinning at the moon, 
What you would do! 

Lap: Poor lady, say no more: 
I had as lief trace this good action with you 
As that whereto'I’m going, and ne’er yet 
Went I so willing way. My lord is taken 
Heart-deep with your distress: let him consider ; 
Ill speak anon. 

Third Queen. [To Emilia.] O, my petition was 
Set down in ice, which, by hot grief uncandied, 
Melts into drops ; so sorrow, wanting form, 

Is press’d with deeper matter. 


Limi. Pray, stand up: 
Your grief is written in your cheek. 
Third Queen. O, woe! 


You cannot read it there ; there, through my tears, 
Like wrinkled pebbles in a glassy stream, 
You may behold it. Lady, lady, alack ! 
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He that will all the treasure know o’ th’ earth 
Must know the centre too ; he that will fish 
For my least minnow, let him lead his line 
To catch one at my heart. O, pardon me! 
Extremity, that sharpens sundry wits, 
Makes me a fool. 
Em. Pray you, say nothing ; pray you: 
Who cannot feel nor see the rain, being in ’t, 
Knows neither wet nor dry. If that you were 
The ground-piece of some painter, I would buy you, 
T’ instruct me ’gainst a capital grief indeed ;— 
Such heart-pierc’d demonstration !—but, alas ! 
Being a natural sister of our sex, 
Your sorrow beats so ardently upon me, 
That it shall make a counter-reflect ’gainst 
My brother’s heart, and warm it to some pity, 
Though it were made of stone: pray have good comfort. 
Thes. Forward to the temple! leave not out a jot 
O’ the sacred ceremony. 
First Queen. O, this celebration 
Will longer last, and be more costly, than 
Your suppliants’ war! Remember that your fame 
Knolls in th’ ear o’ the world : what you do quickly 
Is not done rashly ; your first thought is more 
Than others’ labour’d meditance ; your premeditating 
More than their actions ; but—O Jove !—your actions, 
Soon as they move, as ospreys do the fish, 
Subdue before they touch: think, dear duke, think 
What beds our slain kings have! 
Second Queen. What griefs our beds, 
That our dear lords have none! 
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Third Queen. None fit for the dead! 
Those that with cords, knives, drams, precipitance, 
Weary of this world’s light, have to themselves 
Been death’s most horrid agents, human grace 
Affords them dust and shadow. 

First Queen. But our lords 
Lie blistering ’fore the visitating sun, 

And were good kings when living. 

Thes. Itistruey 

And I will give you comfort, 

To give your dead lords graves: the which to do 

Must make some work with Creon. 
First Queen. 

Presents itself to the doing : 

Now ’twill take form ; the heats are gone to-morrow ; 

Then bootless toil must recompense itself 

With its own sweat ; now he is secure, 

Not dreams we stand before your puissance, 

Rinsing our holy begging in our eyes, 

To make petition clear. 

Second Queen. 
Drunk with his victory. 

Third Queen. 

Of bread and sloth. 

Thes. Artesius, that best know’st 
How to draw out, fit to this enterprise, 

The prim’st for this proceeding, and the number 
To carry such a business, forth, and levy 

Our worthiest instruments ; whilst we dispatch 
This grand act of our life, this daring deed 

Of fate in wedlock. 


And that work 


Now you may take him 


And his army full 


[ACTS 1. 
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First Queen. Dowagers, take hands ; 
Let us be widows to our woes; delay ( 
Commends us to a famishing hope. | 


All the Queens. Farewell ! 
Second Queen. We come unseasonably ; but when could 
erief 


Cull forth, as unpang’d judgment can, fitt’st time 
For best solicitation ? 

Thes. Why, good ladies, 
This is a service, whereto I am going, 
Greater than any wars ;? it more imports me 
Than all the actions that I have foregone, 
Or futurely can cope. 

First Queen. The more proclaiming 
Our suit shall be neglected : when her arms, 
Able to lock Jove from a synod, shall, non 
By warranting moonlight, corslet thee; O, when wT 
Her twinning cherries shall their sweetness fall 10] 
Upon thy tasteful lips, what wilt thou think Why 
Of rotten kings or blubber’d queens? what care 
For what thou feel’st not, what thou feel’st being able 
To make Mars spurn his drum? OO, if thou couch 
But one night with her, every hour in’t will 
Take hostage of thee for a hundred, and 
Thou shalt remember nothing more than what a 
That banquet bids thee to! Dias 

FTip. Though much unlike [ Kneeling. 
You should be so transported, as much sorry 
I should be such a suitor; yet I think, 


3 Greater than any WARS;] Theobald amended was of the old copy 
to “war”, though was affords 4 meaning : we prefer wars. 
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Did I not by th’ abstaining of my joy, 

Which breeds a deeper longing, cure their surfeit 
That craves a present medicine, I should pluck 
All ladies’ scandal on me: therefore, sir, 

As I shall here make trial of my prayers, 

Either presuming them to have some force, 

Or sentencing for aye their vigour dumb, 
Prorogue this business we are going about, and hang 
Your shield afore your heart, about that’ neck 
Which is my fee, and which I freely lend 

To do these poor queens service. 


All the Queens. O, help now! [Zo EMILIA. 
Our cause cries for your knee. 
Lem. If you grant not, [ Kneeling. 


My sister her petition, in that force, 
With that celerity and nature, which 
She makes it in, from henceforth I’ll not dare 
To ask you anything, nor be so hardy 
Ever to take a husband. 
Thes. Pray, stand up: [Hrp. avd EMIL. rise. 
I am entreating of myself to do 
That which you kneel to have me.—Pirithous, 
Lead on the bride: get you and pray the gods 
For success and return ; omit not anything 
In the pretended celebration.*—Queens, 
Follow your soldier—[To ARTE.] As before, hence you, 
And at the banks of Aulis meet us with 
The forces you can raise, where we shall find 


* In the PRETENDED celebration.] 7. ¢., tended celebration : it is 
strange that a modern critic on this play should not have known that 
“pretended” meant z¢ended in the time of Shakespeare. 
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The moiety of a number, for a business 
More bigger-look’d.—Since that our theme is haste, 


I stamp this kiss upon thy currant lip ; [Kissing HIP. 
Sweet, keep it as my token.—Set you forward ; 
For I will see you gone.— [Aact ARTESIUS. 


Farewell, my beauteous sister.—Pirithous, 
Keep the feast full; bate not an hour on+t. 
LR Sie 
I'll follow you at heels: the feast’s solemnity 
Shall want till your return. 
Thes. Cousin, I charge you 
Budge not from Athens ; we shall be returning 
Ere you can end this feast, of which, I pray you, 
Make no abatement.—Once more, farewell all. 
[HippoLyTaA, EMILIA, PIRITHOUS, Hymen, Boy, 
Nymphs, avd Attendants enter the temple. 
First Queen. Thus dost thou still make good 
The tongue o’ the world. 


Second Queen. And earn’st a deity 
Equal with Mars. 
Third Queen. If not above him ; for 


Thou, being but mortal, mak’st affections bend 
To godlike honours ; they themselves, some say, 
Groan under such a mastery. 
Thes. As we are men, 
Thus should we do; being sensually subdu’d, 
We lose our human title. Good cheer, ladies ! 
Now turn we towards your comforts.® [//ourzsh. Eixeunt. 


s —towards your COMFORTS.] Perhaps, consorts, their dead hus- 
bands—an easy misprint, though com/orts, in one point of view, may 
be right. We therefore make no change. 


GT St A GO OLESEN LY II te ET cy 


any 


14 The Two Noble Kinsmen. [ACIIE 


SCENE II.—Thebes. The Court of the Palace. 


Einter PALAMON and ARCITE. 


Arc. Dear Palamon, dearer in love than blood, 
And our prime cousin, yet unharden’d in 
The crimes of nature ; let us leave the city 
Thebes, and the temptings in ’t, before we further 
Sully our gloss of youth: 
And here to keep in abstinence we shame 
As in incontinence; for not to swim 
I’ th’ aid o’ the current, were almost to sink, 
At least to frustrate striving ; and to follow 
The common stream, ’twould bring us to an eddy 
Where we should turn or drown; if labour through, 
Our gain but life and weakness. 

JG, Your advice 
Is cried up with example: what strange ruins, 
Since first we went to school, may we perceive 
Walking in Thebes! scars and bare weeds, 
The gain o’ the martialist, who did propound 
To his bold ends honour and golden ingots, 
Which, though he won, he had not ; and now flurted 
By peace, for whom he fought! Who, then, shall offer 
To Mars’s so-scorn’d altar? I do bleed 
When such I meet, and wish great Juno would 
Resume her ancient fit of jealousy, 
To get the soldier work, that peace might purge 
For her repletion, and retain anew® 


° and RETAIN anew] Possibly, we ought to read “regain anew”: 
reclaim has been suggested, but no change is absolutely required. 
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Her charitable heart, now hard, and harsher 
Than strife or war could be. 
Are. Are you not out? 
Meet you no ruin but the soldier in 
The cranks and turns of Thebes? You did begin 
As if you met decays of many kinds : 
Perceive you none that do arouse your pity, 
But th’ unconsider’d soldier ? 
J EGHE Yess) lepity 
Decays where’er I find them ; but such most 
That, sweating in an honourable toil, 
Are paid with ice to cool ’em. 
Are. Tis not this 
I did begin to speak of ; this is virtue 
Of no respect in Thebes: I spake of Thebes, 
How dangerous, if we will keep our honours, 
It is for our residing ; where every evil 
Hath a good colour; where every seeming good ’s 
A certain evil; where not to be even jump 
As they are here, were to be strangers, and 
Such things to be mere monsters. 
Ea, Tis in our power 
(Unless we fear that apes can tutor’s) to 
Be masters of our manners: what need I 
Affect another’s gait, which is not catching 
Where there is faith ? or to be fond upon 
Another’s way of speech, when by mine own 
I may be reasonably conceivd, sav d too, 
Speaking it truly ? why am I bound 
By any generous bond to follow him 
Follows his tailor, haply so long, until 
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The follow’d make pursuit? or let me know 

Why mine own barber is unblest, with him 

My poor chin too, for ’tis not scissor’d just 

To such a favourite’s glass ? what canon is there 

That does command my rapier from my hip, 

To dangle ’t in my hand, or to go tip-toe 

Before the street be foul? Either I am 

The fore-horse in the team, or I am none 

That draw i’ the sequent trace. These poor slight sores 
Need not a plantain; that which rips my bosom, 
Almost to th’ heart, ’s— 

VAM aes Our uncle Creon. 

a, He 
A most unbounded tyrant, whose successes 
Make heaven unfear’d, and villany assur’d 
Beyond its power there’s nothing ; almost puts 


d 


oO) 
Faith in a fever, and deifies alone 


Voluble chance ; who only attributes 
The faculties of other instruments 
To his own nerves and act ; commands men’s service, 
And what they win in’t, boot andeglory too ; 
That fears not to do harm ; good dares not : let 
The blood of mine that’s sib to him be suck’d 
From me with leeches ; let them break and fall 
Off me with that corruption! 
Are. Clear-spirited cousin, 
Let’s leave his court, that we may nothing share 
Of his loud infamy ; for our milk 
Will relish of the pasture, and we must 
Be vile or disobedient ; not his kinsmen 
In blood, unless in quality. 


a 
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Oh Nothing truer : 
I think the echoes of his shames have deaf’d 
The ears of heavenly justice : widows’ cries 
Descend again into their throats, and have not 
Due audience of the gods.—Valerius ! 


Enter VALERIUS. 


Val. The king calls for you; yet be leaden-footed, 
Till his great rage be off him: Phcebus, when 
He broke his whipstock, and exclaim’d against 
The horses of the sun, but whisper’d, to 
The loudness of his fury. ij 

a, Small winds shake him : : 
But what’s the matter ? 

Val. Theseus—who where he threats appals—hath sent 
Deadly defiance to him, and pronounces | \\ 
Ruin to Thebes ; who is at hand to seal al 
The promise of his wrath. iN 

AVC: Let him approach : 
But that we fear the gods in him, he brings not 
A jot of terror to us: yet*what man 
Thirds his own worth (the case is each of ours) | 
When that his action ’s dregg’d with mind assur’d 
’Tis bad he goes about ? 

Pal. Leave that unreason’d ; | 
Our services stand now for Thebes, not Creon : 
Yet, to be neutral to him were dishonour, 
Rebellious to oppose ; therefore we must 
With him stand to the mercy of our fate, 


Who hath bounded our last minute. 
Are. So we must.— | 
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Is’t said this war’s afoot? or it shall be 
On fail of some condition ? 

Val. *Tis in motion ; 
Th’ intelligence of state came in the instant 
With the defier. 

Pal. Let’s to the king ; who, were he 
A quarter carrier of that honour which 
His enemy comes-in, the blood we venture 
Should be as for our health ; which were not spent, 
Rather laid out for purchase: but, alas! 
Our hands advanc’d before our hearts, what will 
The fall 0’ the stroke do damage? 

Are, Let th evenr 
That never-erring arbitrator, tell us, 
When -we know all ourselves ; and let us follow 


The becking of our chance. [| Exeunt. 


SCENE III.—Before the Gates of Athens. 


finteyr PIRITHOUS, HIPPOLYTA, and EMILIA. 


Pays Novarther! 
fTip. Sir, farewell: repeat my wishes 
To our great lord, of whose success I dare not 
Make any timorous question; yet I wish him 
Excess and overflow of power, an’t might be, 
To dure ill-dealing fortune.2 Speed to him ; 
Store never hurts good governors, 


° To DURE ill-dealing fortune.] 22, “to exdure ill-dealing for- 
tune”. Most editors have altered “dure” to dare, forgetting that dare 
occurs just above. Why make worse than needless changes ? 
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LU, Though I know 
His ocean needs not my poor drops, yet they 
Must yield their tribute there. My precious maid, ‘ 
Those best affections that the heavens infuse { 
In their best-temper’d pieces, keep enthron’d 
In your dear heart ! 
Emt. Thanks, sir. Remember me 
To our all-royal brother ; for whose speed 
The great Bellona I'll solicit ; and 
Since, in our terrene state, petitions are not 
Without gifts understood, Ill offer to her =< 
What I shall be advis’d she likes. Our hearts ie 
Are in his army, in his tent. 
FTip. In’s bosom. 
We have been soldiers, and we cannot weep s 
When our friends don their helms, or put to sea, i R 
Or tell of babes broach’d on the lance, or women 
That have sod their infants in—and after eat them— 
The brine they wept at killing ’em: then, if 
You stay to see of us such spinsters, we el 


Should hold you here for ever. ; \; 

Lee Peace be to you, | 

As I pursue this war! which shall be then 
Beyond farther requiring. [Axa 4 

Emt. How his longing b) 


{ Follows his friend! since his depart, his sports, 
Though craving seriousness and skill, pass’d slightly 

His careless execution, where nor gain 
Made him regard, nor loss consider ; but 
Playing one business in his hand, another 

Directing in his head, his mind nurse equal 
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To these so differing twins. Have you observ’d him 
Since our great lord departed ? 

FTip. With much labour ; 
And I did love him for’t. They two have cabin’d 
In many as dangerous as poor a corner, 

Peril and want contending ; they have skiff’d 
Torrents, whose roaring tyranny and power 

I’ the least of these was dreadful ; and they have 
Fought out together, where death’s self was lodg’d ; 
Yet fate hath brought them off. Their knot of love 
Tied, weav’d, entangled, with so true, so long, 

And with a finger of so deep a cunning, 

May be out-worn, never undone. I think 

Theseus cannot be umpire to himself, 

Cleaving his conscience into twain, and doing 

Each side like justice, which he loves. best. 

Lm, Doubtless 
There is a best, and reason has no manners 
To say it is not you. I was acquainted 
Once with a time, when I enjoy’d a playfellow ; 
You were at wars when she the grave enrich’d, 
Who made too proud the bed, took leave o’ the moon— 
Which then look’d pale at parting—when our count 
Was each eleven. 

LTip. "Twas Flavina. 

Limit. Yes. 
You talk of Pirithous’ and Theseus’ love: 
Theirs has more ground, is more maturely season’d, 
More buckled with strong judgment, and their needs 
The one of th’ other® may be said to water 


* The one of th’ other] Here, in the margin of the old copies we 
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Their intertangled roots of love ; but I, 
And she I sigh and spoke of, were things innocent, 
Lov’d for we did, and like the elements 

That know not what nor why, yet do effect 

Rare issues by their operance, our souls 

Did so to one another: what she lik’d 

Was then of me approv’d ; what not, condemn’d, 
No more arraignment ; the flower that I would pluck 
And put between my breasts—then but beginning 
To swell about the blossom—she would long 

Till she had such another, and commit it 

To the like innocent cradle, where, phoenix-like, 
They died in perfume ; on my head no toy 

But was her pattern ; her affections—pretty, 
Though happily her careless wear—I follow’d 

For my most serious decking ; had mine ear 
Stol’n some new air, or at adventure humm’d one 
From musical coinage, why, it was a note 
Whereon her spirits would sojourn,—rather dwell on,— 
And sing it in her slumbers : this rehearsal— 
Which, every innocent wots well, comes in 

Like old importment’s bastard—has this end, 
That the true love tween maid and maid may be 


More than in sex dividual.’ 
Ftp. You’re out of breath ; 


have a singular hint at early stage-management, for a direction is 
inserted that ‘the hearses are to be ready as well as the three Queens, 


Theseus and his lords.” 


7 More than in sex DIVIDUAL.] It is individual in the old copies, 
thus 


with some other changes hardly requiring separate notice : 
“every”, three lines above, is absurdly misprinted fury. 
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And this high-speeded pace is but to say 
That you shall never, like the maid Flavina, 
Love any that’s call’d-man. 
Emi, I’m sure I shall not. 
flip. Now, alack! weak sister, 
I must no more believe thee in this point— 
Though in 't I know thou dost believe thyself— 
Than I will trust a sickly appetite, 
That loathes even as it longs. But, sure, my sister, 
If I were ripe for your persuasion, you 
Have said enough to shake me from the arm 
Of the all-noble Theseus ; for whose fortunes 
I will now in and kneel, with great assurance 
That we, more than his Pirithous, possess 
The high throne in his heart. 
Emit. I am not 
Against your faith ; yet I continue mine. [Axeunt. 


SCENE IV.—A field before Thebes. Dead bodies lying on 
the ground ; among them PALAMON and ARCITE. 


A battle struck within; then a retreat; then a flourish. 
Linter THESEUS (victor), a Herald, and Attendants. 
Lhe three Queens meet THESEUS, and fall on their faces 
before him. 


first Queen. To thee no star be dark! 


Second Queen. Both heaven and earth 
Friend thee for ever! 
Third Queen. All the good that may 


Be wish’d upon thy head, I cry Amen to! 
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Thes. Th’ impartial gods, who from the mounted heavens 
View us their mortal herd, behold who err, 
And in their time chastise. Go and find out 
The bones of your dead lords, and honour them 
With treble ceremony: rather than a gap 
Should be in their dear rites, we would supply ’t. 
But those we will depute which shall invest 
You in your dignities, and even each thing 
Our haste does leave imperfect. So, adieu, 
And heaven’s good eyes look on you! [Exeunt Queens. 
What are those ? 
Herald. Men of great quality, as may be judg’d 
By their appointment ; some of Thebes have told us 
They’re sisters’ children, nephews to the king. 
Thes. By th’ helm of Mars, I saw them in the war— 
Like to a pair of lions smear’d with prey— 
Make lanes in troops aghast: I fix’d my note 
Constantly on them ; for they were a mark 
Worth a god’s view. What was ’t that prisoner told me 
When I inquir’d their names ? 


Flerald. We heard they ’re call’d 
Arcite and Palamon. 

Thes. "Tis right ; those, those. 
They are not dead ? [Looking at them. 


Herald. Nor in a state of life had they been taken 
When their last hurts were given, ‘twas possible 
They might have been recover'd ; yet they breathe, 
And have the name of men. 


8 Nor ina state of life:] Here again, to make sure, the words 
‘“hearses ready” are in the margin of the old copies. 
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Thes. Then like men use’em: 

The very lees of such, millions of rates 

Exceed the wine of others : all our surgeons 

Convent in their behoof ; our richest balms, 

Rather than niggard, waste: their lives concern us 

Much more than Thebes is worth: rather than have ’em 

Freed of this plight, and in their morning state, 

Sound and at liberty, I would ’em dead ; 

But, forty thousand fold, we had rather have ’em 

Prisoners to us than death. Bear ’em speedily 

From our kind air,—to them unkind,—and minister 

What man to man may do; for our sake, more. 

Since I have known fight’s fury, friends’ behests, 

Love’s provocations, zeal in a mistress’ task, 

Desire of liberty, a fever, madness, 

’T hath set a mark which nature could not reach to 

Without some imposition, sickness in will, 

Or wrestling strength in reason. For our love, 

And great Apollo’s mercy, all our best 

Their best skill tender !—Lead into the city ; 

Where, having bound things scatter’d, we will post 

To Athens fore our army. 

[Alourish. Exeunt ; Attendants bearing the bodies 

of PALAMON and ARCITE. 


SCENE V.—Another part of the same, remote from Thebes. 


Enter the three Queens, with the hearses of their husbands 
wn a funeral solemnity, etc. 

SONG. 
Urns and odours bring away ! 
Vapours, sighs, darken the day ! 


The Two Noble Kinsmen. 
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Our dole more deadly looks than dying ; 

Balms, and gums, and heavy cheers, 

Sacred vials fill’d with tears, | 
And clamours through the wild air flying !° 


Come, all sad and solemn shows, 

‘That are quick-ey’d pleasure’s foes ! 

We convent naught else but woes :, 
We convent, etc. 


Third Queen. This funeral path brings to your house- 
hold’s grave : 
Joy seize on you again! Peace sleep with him ! 
Second Queen. And this to yours. 
First Queen. Yours this way. Heavens lend 
A thousand differing ways to one sure end. Bes 
Third Queen. This world’s a city full of straying streets, ie 
And death’s the market place, where each one meets. yin . 
[Exeunt severally. | 


Gt lang Ll 


ScENE I.—Athens. A garden, with a tower in the 
background. 


Enter Gaoler and Wooer. 


Gaoler. | may depart with little, while I live ; something 


® _through the wild air flying!] Here some commentators would 
read wzde for “wild”; and in The Two Gentlemen of Verona, act i, 
sc. 7, p. 39, we have seen “wide” misprinted we/d. ’ | 
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I may. cast to you, not much., Alas, the prison wiekees 
though it be for great ones, yet they seldom come: before 
one salmon, you shall take a number of minnows. I am 
given out to be better lined, than it can appear to me report 
is a true speaker: I would I were really that I am delivered 
to be. Marry, what I have—be it what it will—I will 
assure upon my daughter at the day of my death. 

Wooer. Sir, 1 demand no more than your own offer; and 
I will estate your daughter in what I have promised. 

Gaoler. Well, we will talk more of this when the so- 
lemnity is past. But have you a full promise of her? when 
that shall be seen, I tender my consent. 

Wooer. I have, sir. Here she comes. 


Finter Gaoler’s Daughter wth strewings. 

Gaoler. Your friend and I have chanced to name you 
here, upon the old business ; but no more of that now: so 
soon as the court-hurry is over, we will have an end of it: 
i’ the mean time look tenderly to the two prisoners ; I can 
tell you they are princes. 

Daugh. These strewings are for their chamber.’ ’Tis 
pity they are in prison—and ’twere pity they should be out. 
I do think they have patience to make any adversity 
ashamed : the prison itself is proud of ’em ; and they have 
all the world in their chamber. 

Gaoler. They are famed to be a pair of absolute men. 

Daugh. By my troth, I think fame but stammers ’em : 
they stand a grise above? the reach of report. 


1 —strewings are for their chamber.] Either of rushes or flowers 
—perhaps of both on this occasion. 

2 they stand a GRISE above] Z.2.,’a s¢ep above : see Twelfth Night, 
ACTA, Sauls Wes hs 
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Gaoler. 1 heard them reported in the battle to be the 
only doers. 

Daugh. Nay, most likely ; for they are noble sufferers. I 
marvel how they would have looked, had they been victors, 
that with such a constant nobility enforce a freedom out of 
bondage, making misery their mirth, and affliction a toy to 
jest at. 

Gaoler. Do they so? 

Daugh. It seems to me they have no more sense of their 
captivity than I of ruling Athens: they eat well, look 
merrily, discourse of many things, but nothing of their own 
restraint and disasters. Yet, sometime a divided sigh, 
martyred as ’twere i’ the deliverance, will break from one 
of them; when the other presently gives it so sweet a 
rebuke, that I could wish myself a sigh to be so chid, or at 
least a sigher to be so comforted. nie) 

Wooer. | never saw ’em. ; | 

Gaoler. The duke himself came privately in the night, ii : 

and so did they: what the reason of it is, I know not. | 


Enter PALAMON and ARCITE at a window of the tower. Ss 


Look, yonder they are! that’s Arcite looks out. (2a 
Daugh. No, sir,no; that’s Palamon: Arcite is the lower 
of the twain ; you may perceive a part of him. 
Gaoler. Go to! leave your pointing: they would not 1 e 
| make us their object: out of their sight! Pas: 
Daugh. It is a holiday to look on them.—Lord, the 


difference of men ! [Exit with Gaoler and Wooer. 
Pal. How do you, noble cousin ¢ 
Are. How do you, sir ? 


VV te : ae 
Pal. Why, strong enough to laugh at misery, 
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And bear the chance of war yet. We are prisoners 
I fear for ever, cousin. 

Are. Dbelieveits 
And to that destiny have patiently 
Laid up my hour to come. 

Pat. O, cousin Arcite ! 
Where is Thebes now? where is our noble country ? 
Where are our friends and kindreds? Never more 
Must we behold those comforts ; never see 
The hardy youths strive for the games of honour, 
Hung with the painted favours of their ladies, 

Like tall ships under sail ; then start amongst ’em, 
And, as an east wind, leave ’em all behind us 

Like lazy clouds, whilst Palamon and Arcite, 

Even in the wagging of a wanton leg, 

Outstripp’d the people’s praises, won the garlands, 
Ere they had time to wish ’em ours. O, never 

Shall we two exercise, like twins of honour, 

Our arms again, and feel our fiery horses 

Like proud seas under us! Our good swords now,— 
Better the red-ey’d god of war ne’er ware,— 

Ravish’d our sides, like age, must run to rust, 

And deck the temples of those gods that hate us; 
These hands shall never draw them out, like lightning 
To blast whole armies more ! 

Are. No, Palamon, 
Those hopes are prisoners with us: here we are, 
And here the graces of our youths must wither, 
Like a too-timely spring ; here age must find us, 
And, which is heaviest, Palamon, unmarried : 

The sweet embraces of a loving wife, 
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Loaden with kisses, arm’d with thousand Cupids, 
Shall never clasp our necks ; no issue know us, 
No figures of ourselves shall we e’er see, 
To glad our age, and like young eagles teach ‘em 
Boldly to gaze against bright arms, and say 
Remember what your fathers were, and conquer ! 
The fair-ey’d maids shall weep our banishments, 
And in their songs curse ever-blinded Fortune, 
Till she, for shame, see what a wrong she has done 
To youth and nature. This is all our world ; 
We shall know nothing here but one another ; 
Hear nothing but the clock that tells our woes : 
The vine shall grow, but we shall never see it ; 
Summer shall come, and with her all delights, 
But dead-cold winter must inhabit here still. 

Pal. ’Tis too true, Arcite. To our Theban hounds, 
That shook the aged forest with their echoes, 
No more now must we halloo ; no more shake 
Our pointed javelins, whilst the angry swine 
Flies like a Parthian quiver from our rages, 
Stuck with our well-steel’d darts: all valiant uses— 
The food and nourishment of noble minds— 
In us two here shall perish ; we shall die— 
Which is the curse of honour—lastly,’ 


Children of grief and ignorance. 
Ate. Yet, cousin, 


8 Which is the curse of honour—lastly,] This line, though only of 
nine syllables, by the pause occupies the time of ¢ez. It is merely 
absurd for some modern editors and commentators to argue that 
“lastly” was to be pronounced as a trisyllable—/astily. Possibly, for 


“lastly” we ought to read dasely. 
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Even from the bottom of these miseries, 
From all that fortune can inflict upon us, 
I see two comforts rising, two mere blessings, 
If the gods please to hold here,—a brave patience, 
And the enjoying of our griefs together. 
Whilst Palamon is with me, let me perish 
If I think this our prison ! 
Pad. Certainly 
*Tis a main goodness, cousin, that our fortunes 
Were twin’d together: ’tis most true, two souls 
Put in two noble bodies, let ’em suffer 
The gall of hazard, so they grow together, 
Will never sink; they must not ; say they could, 
A willing man dies sleeping, and all’s done. 
Are. Shall we make worthy uses of this place, 
That all men hate so much ? 
IZ How, gentle cousin? 
Arc. Let’s think this prison holy sanctuary, 
To keep us from corruption of worse men : 
We’re young, and yet desire the ways of honour ; 
That, liberty and common conversation, 
The poison of pure spirits, might, like women, 
Woo us to wander from. What worthy blessing 
Can be, but our imaginations 
May make it ours? and here, being thus together, 
We are an endless mine to one another ; 


_ 


We’re one another’s wife, ever begetting 

New births of love ; we’re father, friends, acquaintance ; 
We are, in one another, families ; 

I am your heir, and you are mine; this place 

Is our inheritance: no hard oppressor 
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Dare take this from us: here, with a little patience, e 
We shall live long, and loving ; no surfeits seek us ; 4 
The hand of war hurts none here, nor the seas 
Swallow their youth. Were we at liberty, 
A wife might part us lawfully, or business ; 
Quarrels consume us ; envy of ill men 
Carve our acquaintance :* I might sicken, cousin, 
Where you should never know it, and so perish 
Without your noble hand to close mine eyes, 
Or prayers to the gods: a thousand chances, 
Were we from hence, would sever us. 
LEO) You ’ve made me— 
I thank you, cousin Arcite—almost wanton 
With my captivity : what a misery 
It is to live abroad, and every where! 
Tis like a beast, methinks: I find the court here ; It b 
I’m sure, a more content; and all those pleasures | 
That woo the wills of men to vanity Ling 
I see through now ; and am sufficient at 
To tell the world ’tis but a gaudy shadow, | 
That old Time, as he passes by, takes with him. NS 
What had we been, old in the court of Creon, |e 
Where sin is justice, lust and ignorance WD 
The virtues of the great ones? Cousin Arcite, . | 
Had not the loving gods found this place for us, 
We had died as they do, ill old men, unwept, 
And had their epitaphs, the people’s curses. 
Shatlil say; morer 
AGG: I’d hear you still. 


‘ CARVE our acquaintance :] z.¢., cut or sever it : the old copies 
absurdly read Crave for “Carve”; and this transposition has puzzled 
all editors for the last century : “sever us” occurs just below. 
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Pal. Ye shall. 
Is there record of any two that lov’d 
Better than we do, Arcite ? 

Ave. Sure, there cannot. 

Pal. 1 do not think it possible our friendship 
Should ever leave us. 

Are. Till our déathsne cannom: 
And after death our spirits shall be led 
To those that love eternally. Speak on, sir.® 


Einter EMILIA and Waiting-woman zx the garden below. 
Lim, This garden has a world of pleasures in ’t. 
What flower is this? 
Waitt.-w. "Tis call’d narcissus, madam. 
fmt. That was a fair boy certain, but a fool 
To love himself: were there not maids enough ? 
Arce. Pray, forward. 


Pal. Yes. 

Lomi. Or were they all hard-hearted ? 

Wait.-w. They could not be to one so fair. 

Emi. Thou wouldst not. 

Wazt.-w. I think I should not, madam. 

Emi. That’s a good wench! 
But take heed to your kindness though. 

Watt.-w. Why, madam ? 

Limi. Men are mad things. 

Arc. [Ln the tower.| Will ye go forward, cousin? 

Em. Canst not thou work such flowers in silk, wench ? 

Wazt.-w. Yes. 


Em. 1’ll have a gown full of ’em ; and of these ; 


* Speak on, sir.] He is interrupted by the entrance of Emilia and 
her Waiting-maid near the tower; and in the old copies the first line 
by Emilia is by a blunder given to Arcite. 
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This is a pretty colour: will’t not do 
Rarely upon a skirt, wench ? 
Waitt.-w. Dainty, madam. 
Arc. Cousin, cousin! how do you, sir? why, Palamon! 
Pal. Never till now I was in prison, Arcite. 
Arc. Why, what’s the matter, man? 


Pal. Behold, and wonder ! 
By heaven, she is a goddess ! 
Are. ew 
alas Do reverence ; 
She is a goddess, Arcite! 
Emt. Of all flowers, 
Methinks, a rose is best. VE gi 
Wait.-w. Why, gentle madam ? i 


Emi. It is the very emblem of a maid: 
For when the west wind courts her gently, 
How modestly she blows, and paints the sun | 
With her chaste blushes! when the north comes near her, VEU 
Rude and impatient, then, like chastity, 
She locks her beauties in her bud again, 
And leaves him to base briars. ws 

Wait.-w. Yet, good madam, 14 
Sometimes her modesty will blow so far 2 
She falls for it : a maid, he 
If she have any honour, would be loath 
To take example by her. 


Emi. Thou art wanton. 

Arc. She’s wondrous fair ! 

ead She’s all the beauty extant! 

Emi. The sun grows high; let’s walk in. Keep these 


flowers ; 


—_. 
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We'll see how near art can come near their colours. 
I’m wondrous merry-hearted ; I could laugh now. 
Wazt.-w. I could lie down, I’m sure. 


Emi, And take one with you ? 
Wazt.-w. That’s as we bargain, madam. 
Lit, We'll agree, then. 


[Aait EMILIA wth Waiting-woman. 
Pal. What think you of this beauty ? 


Are. ’Tis a rare one. 
Pal, Ist but a rare one? 
ve Yes, a matchless. beauty. 


Pal. Might not a man well lose himself, and love her ? 

Arc. I cannot tell what you have done; I have,— 
Beshrew mine eyes for’t! Now I feel my shackles. 

Pal. You love her, then ? 

ATE. Who would not ? 

al And desire her ? 

Arc. Before my liberty. 

Pal. I saw her first. 


Pal ae That ’s nothing, 

acl But it shall be. 
Arc. I saw her too. 

Pal. Yes ; but you must not love her. 


Arc. I will not, as you do, to worship her, 
As she is heavenly and a blessed goddess ; 
I love her as a woman, to enjoy her: 
So both may love. 
Pal. You shall not love at all. 
Arc. Not love at all! who shall deny me? 
Pal. I, that first saw her ; I, that took possession 
First with mine eye of all those beauties in her 
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Reveal’d to mankind. If thou lovest her, 
Or entertain’st a hope to blast my wishes, 
Thou art a traitor, Arcite, and a fellow 
False as thy title to her: friendship, blood, 
And all the ties between us, I disclaim, 
If thou once think upon her! 
Are. Yes, I love her ; 
And if the lives of all my name lay on it, 
I must do so; I love her with my soul. 
If that will lose ye, farewell, Palamon ! 
I say again, I love; and, in loving her, maintain 
I am as worthy and as free a lover, 
And have as just a title to her beauty, 
As any Palamon, or any living 
That is a man’s son. 
JAGR Have I call’d thee friend ? 
Arc. Yes, and have found me so. Why are you mov’d 
thus ? 
Let me deal coldly with you: am not I 
Part of your blood, part of your soul ? you’ve told me 
That I was Palamon, and you were Arcite. 
Gla Nes. 
Arc. Am not I liable to those affections, 
Those joys, griefs, angers, fears, my friend shall suffer ? 
Pal. Ye may be. 
Arc. Why, then, would you deal so cunningly, 
So strangely, so unlike a noble kinsman, 
To love alone? Speak truly ; do you think me 
Unworthy of her sight ? 
Pal. No; but unjust, 
If thou pursue that sight. 
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Are. Because another 
First sees the enemy, shall I stand still, 
And let mine honour down, and never charge ? 
Pal. Yes, if he be but one. 


Ages But say that one 
Had rather combat me ? 
IPO. Let that one say so, 


And use thy freedom: else, if thou pursu’st her, 
Be as that cursed man that hates his country, 
A branded villain! 
ALC You are mad. 
EPH, I must be, 
Till thou art worthy, Arcite; it concerns me ; 
And, in this madness, if I hazard thee 
And take thy life, I deal but truly. 
Are. Fie, sir ! 
You play the child extremely: I will love her, 
I must, I ought to do so, and I dare; 
And all this justly. 
Pat. O, that now, that now, 
Thy false self and thy friend had but this fortune, 
To be one hour at liberty, and grasp 
Our good swords in our hands! I’d quickly teach thee 
What ’twere to filch affection from another. 
Thou art baser in it than a cutpurse: 
Put but thy head out of this window more, 
And, as I have a soul, I'll nail thy life to’t. 
Arc. Thou dar’st not, fool; thou canst not; thou art 
feeble : 
Put my head out! I’ throw my body out, 
And leap the garden, when IJ see her next, 
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And pitch between her arms, to anger thee. 
Pal. No more! the keeper’s coming: I shall live 
To knock thy brains out with my shackles. 
ATE, Do! 
Re-enter Gaoler.! 


Gaoler. By your leave, gentlemen. 

Pal. Now, honest keeper ? 

Gaoler. Lord Arcite, you must presently to the duke: 
The cause I know not yet. 

Are. I’m ready, keeper. 

Gaoler. Prince Palamon, I must awhile bereave you 
Of your fair cousin’s company. 

Pal. And me too, 
Even when you please, of life. 

[Exeunt Gaoler and ARCITE. 
Why is he sent for ? 

It may be, he shall marry her ; he’s goodly, 
And, like enough, the duke hath taken notice it 
Both of his blood and body. But his falsehood ! 
Why should a friend be treacherous ? if that 
Get him a wife so noble and so fair, | 
Let honest men ne’er love again. Once more ' 
I would but see this fair one.—Blessed garden ! 
And fruit and flowers more blessed, that still blossom 
As her bright eyes shine on ye! Would I were, 
For all the fortune of my life hereafter, 
Yon little tree, yon blooming apricock ! 


1 Re-enter Gaoler.] It is not easy to understand how this scene was 
of old arranged, so as to represent at once a prison and a garden : 
possibly, half the stage was garden, and the other half prison. 
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The Two Noble Kinsmen. 


38 [ACT SIE 
How I would spread, and fling my wanton arms 

In at her window! I would bring her fruit 

Fit for the gods to feed on ; youth and pleasure, 

Still as she tasted, should be doubled on her ; 

And if she be not heavenly, I would make her 

So near the gods in nature, they should fear her ; 

And then I’m sure she would love me. 


Re-enter Gaoler. 


How now, keeper ! 

Where’s Arcite ? 

Gaoler. Banish’d. Prince Pirithous 
Obtain’d his liberty ; but never more, 
Upon his oath and life, must he set foot 
Upon this kingdom. 

Pal. [Aside.| He’s a blessed man ! 
He shall see Thebes again, and call to arms 
The bold young men that, when he bids them charge, 
Fall on like fire: Arcite shall have a fortune, 
If he dare make himself a worthy lover, 
Yet in the field to strike a battle for her ; 
And if he lose her then, he’s a cold coward: 
How bravely may he bear himself to win her, 
If he be noble Arcite, thousand ways ! 
Were I at liberty, I would do things 
Of such a virtuous greatness, that this lady, 
This blushing virgin, should take manhood to her, 
And seek to ravish me. 

Gaoler. My lord, for you 
I have this charge too— 

Pal. To discharge my life ? 
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Gaoler. No; but from this place to remove your lord- 
ship : 
The windows are too open. 
[egy Devils take them 
That are so envious to me! Prithee, kill me. 
Gaoler. And hang for’t afterward ? 


TEE, By this good light, 
Had I a sword, I’ll kill thee. 
Gaoler. Why, my lord? 


Pal. Thou bring’st such pelting scurvy news continually, 
Thou art not worthy life. I will not go. 
Gaoler. Indeed, you must, my lord. 


Pal. May I see the garden ? 
Gaoler. No. 

Pal. Then I’m resolv’d I will not go. 

Gaoler. I must 


Constrain you, then ; and, for you ’re dangerous, 
Ill clap more irons on you. 
IME Do, good keeper : 
I'll shake ’em so, ye shall not sleep ; 
I’ll make ye a new morris.2, Must I go? 
Gaoler. There is no remedy. 
Pal. [Aside.] Farewell, kind window ; 
May rude wind never hurt thee !—O my lady, 
If ever thou hast felt what sorrow was, 
Dream how I suffer !—Come, now bury me. [| Exeunt. 


2 J’ll make ye a new MORRIS.] ¢.¢., music for a “morris” or moorish 
dance. In The Comedy of Errors, act iv, sc. 3, p. 47, the “pike”, 
which the morris-dancers sometimes carried, is mentioned. 
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[ACT II. 


SCENE II.—TZzhe Country near Athens. 
Enter ARCITE. 


Arc. Banish’d the kingdom ? ’tis a benefit, 
A mercy, I must thank ’em for; but banish’d 
The free enjoying of that face I die for, 
O, ’twas a studied punishment, a death 
Beyond imagination ! such a vengeance, 
That, were I old and wicked, all my sins 
Could never pluck upon me. Palamon, 
Thou hast the start now ; thou shalt stay, and see 
Her bright eyes break each morning ’gainst thy window, 
And let in life into thee ; thou shalt feed 
Upon the sweetness of a noble beauty, 
That nature ne’er exceeded, nor e’er shall: 
Good gods, what happiness has Palamon ! 
Twenty to one, he’ll come to speak to her ; 
And, if she be as gentle as she’s fair, 
I know she’s his; he has a tongue will tame 
Tempests, and make the wild rocks wanton.2 Come what 
can come, 
The worst is death ; I will not leave the kingdom : 
I know mine own is but a heap of ruins, 
And no redress-there : if I go, he has her. 
I am resolv’d: another shape shall make me, 
Or end my fortunes; either way, I’m happy: 
Tvl sceshereands bemcarner sonmomnon 


Enter four Countrymen ; and one with a garland. 
First Coun. My masters, I'll be there, that's certain. 


* the WILD rocks] Perhaps “ co/d rocks”, misprinted. 
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Second Coun. And I’ll be there. 
Third Coun, And I. 
Fourth Coun. Why, then, have with ye, boys! ’tis but a 
chiding : 
Let the plough play to-day; Ill tickle’t out 
Of the jades’ tails to-morrow. 
Furst Coun. I am sure 
To have my wife as jealous as a turkey : 
But that’s all one: I’ll go through, let her mumble. 
Second Coun. Clap her aboard to-morrow night, and 
stow her, 
And all’s made up again, 
Third Coun. Ay, do but put 
A fescue in her fist, and you shall see her 
Take a new lesson on’t, and be a good wench.— 
Do we all hold against the Maying ? 
Fourth Coun. Hold! 
What should ail us? 
Third Coun. Arcas will be there. 
Second Coun. And Sennois, 
And Rycas ; and three better lads ne’er danc’d 
Under green tree ; and ye know what wenches, ha! 
But will the dainty domine, the schoolmaster, 
Keep touch, do you think ? for he does all, ye know. 
Third Coun. We'll eat a hornbook, ere he fail: go to! 
The matter is too far driven between 
Him and the tanner’s daughter, to let slip now: 
And she must see the duke, and she must dance too. 
Fourth Coun. Shall we be lusty? 
Second Coun. All the boys in Athens 


Blow wind i?’ the breech on us: and here I'll be, 
6 


ae SSS 
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WW ih And there I Il be, for our town; and here again, 


TRON ee rn 


; | WN And there again: ha, boys, heigh for the weavers! 

Lf Wy, | First Coun. This must be done i’ the woods. 

ie | Ta Fourth Coun. O, pardon me! 

| ) | | Second Coun. By any means; our thing of learning says ~ 
f SO ; 

mt | i Where he himself will edify the duke 

hy Dy Most parlously in our behalfs : he’s excellent i’ the woods; 

i | i Bring him to the plains, his learning makes no cry. 


rea a Third Coun. We'll see the sports ; then every man to’s 
eal tackle ! 

And, sweet companions, let’s rehearse by any means 
Before the ladies see us, and do sweetly, 

And God knows what may come on’t. 

< | Fourth Coun. Content: the sports 

f AS AR Once ended, we’ll perform. Away, boys, and hold ! 


: ) Arc. By your leaves, honest friends ; pray you, whither 
| | go you? 
| Fourth Coun. Whither? why, what a question’s that ! 
| Are. Yes, 'tis a question 
nN P| To me that know not. 
{| Third Coun. To the games, my friend. 
TENT ! Second Coun. Where were you bred, you know it not? 
) hae Are. Not far, sin 
| Are there such games to-day ? 
| First Coun. Yes, marry, are there ; 


na 


And such as you never saw: the duke himself 

Will be in person there. 

Are, What pastimes are they? 
ME ea Second Coun. Wrestling and running. —’Tis a pretty 
fellow. 
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Third Coun. Thou wilt not go along? 


Are. Not yet, sir. 

Fourth Coun. Well, sir, 
Take your own time.—Come, boys. 

First Coun. My mind misgives me 


This fellow has a vengeance-trick o’ the hip ; 
Mark how his body’s made for’t. 
Second Coun. I’ll be hang’d though, 
If he dare venture ; hang him, plum-porridge ! 
He wrestle? he roast eggs! Come, let’s be gone, lads. 


[Lxeunt Countrymen. 
Arc. This is an offer’'d opportunity 


I durst not wish for. Well I could have wrestled, | 

The best men call’d it excellent ; and run 

Swifter than wind upon a field of corn, 

Curling the wealthy ears, e’er flew. I’ll venture, i 

And in some poor disguise be there : who knows 

*Vhether my brows may not be girt with garlands, 

.d happiness prefer me to a place 1 NS 

‘here I may ever dwell in sight of her. [gags y) 


ScENE IIJ.—Athens. A Room in the Prison. 


Enter Gaoler’s Daughter. 


Daugh. Why should I love this gentleman? ’tis odds 
He never will affect me: I am base, 
My father the mean keeper of his prison ; 
And he a prince: to marry him is hopeless, 
To be his whore is witless. Out upon ’t! 
What pushes are we wenches driven to, 
When fifteen once has found us! First, I saw him ,; 
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And, seeing,* thought he was a goodly man; 

He has as much to please a woman in him— 

If he please to bestow it so—as ever 

These eyes yet look’d on next I>pitied thim: 
And so would any young wench, o’ my conscience, 
That ever dream’d, or vow’'d her maidenhead 

To a young handsome man: then I lov’d him, 
Extremely lov’d him, infinitely lov’d him ; 

And yet he had a cousin, fair as he too ; 

But in my heart was Palamon, and there, 

Lord, what a coil he keeps!® To hear him 

Sing in an evening, what a heaven it is! 

And yet his songs are sad ones. Fairer spoken 
Was never gentleman : when I come in 

To bring him water in a morning, first 

He bows his noble body, then salutes me thus, 
fair, gentle maid, good morrow: may thy goodness 
Get thee a happy husband! Once he kiss’d me; 

T lov’d my lips the better ten days after : 

Would he would do so every day! He grieves much, 
And me as much to see his misery : 

What should I do, to make him know-I love him? 
For I would fain enjoy him: say I ventur’d 

To set him free ? what says the law, then ? 

Thus much for law, or kindred! I will do it ; 

And this night or to-morrow he shall love me. [ Exit. 


* AND, seeing,] The old compositor mistook the contraction of 
“And” for the letter 7, and so printed it—a clear error and very easily 
accounted for by those accustomed to manuscript of the time. 

5 Lord, what a COIL he keeps !] What a stv, turmoil, as often 
before. See Zhe Two Gentlemen of Verona, act i, sc. 2, p. 12, ete. 
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ScENE IV.—Ax open place in Athens. A flourish of 


cornets, and shouts within. 


Enter THESEUS, HIPPOLYTA, PIRITHOUS, EMILIA ; AR- 
CITE disguised, wearing a garland ; and Countrymen. 


Thes. You have done worthily ; I have not seen, 
Since Hercules, a man of tougher sinews : 
Whate’er you are, you run the best, and wrestle, 
That these times can allow. 


ATC. I’m proud to please you. 


Thes. What country bred you ? 


Ve: This ; but far off, prince. 


Thes. Are you a gentleman ? 

Are. My father said so ; 
And to those gentle uses gave my life. 

Thes. Are you his heir? 

Are. His youngest, sir. 

Thes. Your father, 
Sure, is a happy sire, then. What profess you ?° 

Arc. A little of all noble qualities : 
I could have kept a hawk, and well have halloo’d 
To a deep cry of dogs; I dare not praise 
My feat in horsemanship, yet they that knew me 
Would say it was my best piece ; last and greatest, 
I would be thought a soldier. 


Thes. Yousare periect. 
Pir. Upon my soul, a proper man ! 
Emt. LEIGTS Soy 


6 What PROFESS you?] Old copy “What proves you”; and so all 


modern editors, to the ruin of the verse and sense, 
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Pir. How do you like him, lady? 

FTTp. I admire him: 
I have not seen so young a man so noble, 
If he say true, of his sort. 

Limi, Believe 
His mother was a wondrous handsome woman : 
Fis face methinks goes that way. 

L[Ttp. But his body 
And fiery mind illustrate a brave father. 

Pir. Mark how his virtue, like a hidden sun, 
Breaks through his baser garments! 


71 tp: . He’s well got, sure. 
Thes. What made you seek this place, sir ? 
Are. Noble Theseus, 


To purchase name, and do my ablest service 
To such a well-found wonder as thy worth ; 
For only in thy court, of all the world, 
Dwells fair-ey’d Honour. 
Tatye All his words are worthy. 
Lhes. Sir, we are much indebted to your travail, 
Nor shall you lose your wish.—Pirithous, 
Dispose of this fair gentleman. 
Pry. Thanks, Theseus.— 
Whate’er you are, you’re mine; and I shall give you 
To a most noble service,—to this lady, 
This bright young virgin : pray observe her goodness : 
You ’ve honour’d her fair birthday with your virtues, 
And, as your due, you’re hers ; kiss her fair hand, sir. 
Arc. Sir, you’re a noble giver—[Zo EMILIA] Dearest 
beauty, 
Thus let me seal my vow’d faith [Késsing her hand]: when 
your servant— 
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Your most unworthy creature—but offends you, 
Command him die, he shall. 

Emi. That were too cruel. 
If you deserve well, sir, I shall soon see ’t : 

You’re mine; and somewhat better than your rank 
I?ll use you. 

Pir. I’ll see you furnish’d: and, because you say 
You are a horseman, I must needs entreat you 
This afternoon to ride; but ’tis a rough one. 

Arc. I like him better, prince ; I shall not, then, 
Freeze in my saddle. 

Thes. Sweet, you must be ready,— 
And you, Emilia,—and you, friend,—and all,— 
To-morrow, by the sun, to do observance 
To flowery May, in Dian’s wood.—Wait well, sir, 
Upon your mistress.—Emily, I hope 
He shall not go a-foot. 

Emi. That were a shame, sir, 
While I have horses—[7o Arc.] Take your choice ; and 

what 
You want at any time, let me but know it: 
If you serve faithfully, I dare assure you 
Youll find a loving mistress. 

Are. If I do not, 
Let me find that my father ever hated, 
Disgrace and blows. 

Thes. Go, lead the way ; you’ve won it ; 
It shall be so: you shall receive all dues 
Fit for the honour you have won; ’twere wrong else.— 
Sister, beshrew my heart, you have a servant, 

That, if I were a woman, would be master ; 
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| But you are wise. 
NHI 


aii Emi. I hope too wise for that, sir. 
| [Plourish. LFExeunt. 


SCENE V.—Athens. Before the Tower. 


| Enter Gaoler’s Daughter. 


TT TRI eT 


H | Daugh. Let all the dukes and all the devils roar, 
| il He is at liberty: 1 vetventurd forthime 
| And out I’ve brought him to a little wood 
Wh A mile hence: I have sent him where a cedar, 
wi Higher than all the rest, spreads like a plain, 
as tn) | Fast by a brook; and there he shall keep close, 
Ha Till I provide him files and food ; for yet 

His iron bracelets are not off. O Love, 

(h | What a stout-hearted child thou art! My father 

| / Durst better have endur’d cold iron than done it. 

| I love him beyond love, and beyond reason, 
| | Or wit, or safety ; I have made him know it: 
Th | I care not; I am desperate: if the law 
| | Find me, and then condemn me for’t, some wenches, 
| | Some honest-hearted maids, will sing my dirge, 
i And tell to memory my death was noble, 
Dying almost a martyr. That way he takes, 
I purpose is my way too: sure he cannot 
Be so unmanly as to leave me here. 
| If he do, maids will not so easily 
| Trust men again: and yet he has not thank’d me 
| For what I’ve done; no, not so much as kiss’d me; 
| Ha And that, methinks, is not so well ; nor scarcely 

Could I persuade him to become a freeman, 
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He made such scruples of the wrong he did 

To me and to my father. Yet, I hope, 

When he considers more, this love of mine 

Will take more root within him: let him do 
What he will with me, so he use me kindly ; 

For use me so he shall, or I’ll proclaim him, 
And to his face, no man. I’ll presently 

Provide him necessaries, and pack my clothes up, 
And where there is a path of ground Ill venture, 
So he be with me: by him, like a shadow, j 
I’ll ever dwell. Within this hour the whoobub | 
Will be all o’er the prison: I am then 

Kissing the man they look for. Farewell, father! 

Get many more such prisoners and such daughters, 

And shortly you may keep yourself. Now to him! [£7¢. 


ee eel: 


SCENE I—A forest near Athens. Cornets in sundry places : 
noise and hallooing, as of people a-Maying. 


Enter ARCITE. 


Arc. The duke has lost Hippolyta ; each took 
A several land. This is a solemn rite 
They owe bloom’d May, and the Athenians pay it 
To th’ heart of ceremony. O queen Emilia, 
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Fresher than May, sweeter 

Than her gold buttons on the boughs, or all 

Th’ enamell’d knacks o’ the mead or garden! yea, 
We challenge too the bank of any nymph 

That makes the stream seem flowers ; thou, O jewel 
O’ the wood, o’ the world, hast likewise bless’d a place 
With thy sole presence! In thy rumination 

That I, poor man, might eftsoons come between, 
And chop on some cold thought! thrice-blessed chance, 
To chop on such a mistress, expectation 

Most guiltless on ’t. Tell me, O lady Fortune,— 
Next after Emily my sovereign, how far 

I may be proud. She takes strong note of me, 
Hath made me near her, and this beauteous morn, 
The prim’st of all the year, presents me with 

A brace of horses ; two such steeds might well 

Re by a pair of kings back’d, in a field 

That their crowns’ titles tried. Alas, alas! 

Poor cousin Palamon, poor prisoner! thou 

So little dream’st upon my fortune, that 

Thou think’st thyself the happier thing, to be 

So near Emilia ; me thou deem’st at Thebes, 

And therein wretched, although free: but if 

Thou knew’st my mistress breath’d on me, and that 
I ear’d her language, liv’d in her eye, O coz, 

What passion would enclose thee ! 


Enter PALAMON out of a bush, with his shackles: he bends 
his fist at ARCITE. 
Fa, Traitor kinsman ! 
Thou shouldst perceive my passion, if these signs 
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Of prisonment were off me, and this hand 
But owner of a sword. LBy all oaths in one, 
I, and the justice of my love, would make thee 
A confess’d traitor! O thou most perfidious 
That ever gently look’d! the void’st of honour 
That e’er bore gentle token! falsest cousin 
That ever blood made kin! call’st thou her thine ? 
Ill prove it in my shackles, with these hands 
Void of appointment, that thou liest, and art 
A very thief in love, a chaffy lord, 
Nor worth the name of villain! Had I a sword, 
And these house-clogs away,— 
WTC. Dear cousin Palamon,— 
Pal. Cozener Arcite, give me language such 
As thou hast show’d me feat! 
Are. Not finding in 
The circuit of my breast any gross stuff, 
To form me like your blazon, holds me to 
This gentleness of answer: ’tis your passion 
That thus mistakes ; the which, to you being enemy, 
Cannot to me be kind. Honour and honesty 
I cherish and depend on, howsoe’er 
You skip them in me; and with them, fair coz, 
I’ll maintain my proceedings. Pray, be pleas’d 
To show in generous terms your griefs, since that 
Your question’ s with your equal, who professes 
To clear his own way with the mind and sword 
Of a true gentleman. 
Pal. That thou durst, Arcite! 
Arc. My coz, my coz, you have been well advertis’d 
How much I dare: you ’ve seen me use my sword 
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Against th’ advice of fear. Sure, of another 
You would not hear me doubted, but your silence 
Should break out, though 7’ the sanctuary. 

JEG Sir 
I’ve seen you move in such a place, which well 
Might justify your manhood ; you were call’d 
A good knight and a bold ; but the whole week’s not fair, 
If any day it rain. Their valiant temper 
Men lose when they incline to treachery ; 

And then they fight like compell’d bears, would fly 
Were they not tied. 

Are. Kinsman, you might as well 
Speak this, and act it in your glass, as to 
His ear which now disdains you. 

aes Come up tome: 
Quit me of these cold gyves, give me a sword, 
Though it be rusty, and the charity 
Of one meal lend me; come before me then, 

A. good sword in thy hand, and do but say 

That Emily is thine, I will forgive 

The trespass thou hast done me, yea, my life, 

If then thou carry ’t; and brave souls in shades, 
That have died manly, which will seek of me 

Some news from earth, they shall get none but this, 
That thou art brave and noble. 

Are. Be content, 

Again betake you to your hawthorn-house: 

With counsel of the night, I will be here 

With wholesome viands ; these impediments 

Will I file off ; you shall have garments, and 
Perfumes to kill the smell o’ the prison ; after, 
When you shall stretch yourself, and say but, Arciie, 
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Tam in plight, there shall be at your choice 
Both sword and armour. 
Pal. O you heavens, dare any 
So noble bear a guilty baseness ?* none 
But only Arcite ; therefore none but Arcite 
In this kind is so bold. 
ae. Sweet Palamon,— 
Pal. 1 do embrace you and your offer: for 
Your offer do ’t I only, sir ; your person, 
Without hypocrisy, I may not wish 
More than my sword’s edge on'’t. [Horns winded within. 
Te. You hear the horns: 
Enter your muset, lest this match between ’s 
Be cross’d ere met. Give me your hand: farewell ; 
I’ll bring you every needful thing. I pray you, 
Take comfort, and be strong. ) 
Pal. Pray, hold your promise, | 
And do the deed with a bent brow : most certain 
You love me not: be rough with me, and pour 
This oil out of your language. By this air, in) 
I could for each word give a cuff; my stomach | 
Not reconcil’d by reason. i 
ALLE, Plainly spoken! 
Yet, pardon me, hard language : when I spur 
My horse, I chide him not ; content and anger 
In me have but one face. [Horns winded again. 
Hark, sir! they call 


The scatter’d to the banquet : you must guess 


8 So noble bear a guilty BASENESS ?] “ Baseness” is duséness in the 
old copies: in Henry VIII, act 1, sc. 2, p. 17, we have already seen 


baseness misprinted for “business”. 
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I have an office there. 

EGY, Sir, your attendance 
Cannot please heaven ; and I know your office 
Unjustly is achiev’d, 

Are. Of a good title® 
I am persuaded : this question, sick between us, 
By bleeding must be cur’d. JI am a suitor 
That to your sword you will bequeath this plea, 
And talk of it no more. 

IGE. But this one word : 
You're going now to gaze upon my mistress ; 

For, note you, mine she is,— 

AYre. Nay, then,— 

Pal. Nay, pray you,— 
You talk of feeding me to breed me strength ; 
You’re going now to look upon a sun 
That strengthens what it looks on ; there you have 
A vantage o’er me: but enjoy it, till 


I may enforce my remedy. Farewell.  [Zxveunt severally. 


SCENE I].—Another part of the Forest. 


L£nter Gaoler’s Daughter. 


Daugh, He has mistook the brake I meant ; is gone 
After his fancy. ’Tis now well-nigh morning ; 
No matter: would it were perpetual night, 
And darkness lord o’ the world !—Hark! ’tis a wolf: 
In me hath grief slain fear, and, but for one thing, 


° OF a good title] It is “Z/a good title” in the old copies —like 
many others in this play, a very easy error. 
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I care for nothing, and that’s Palamon : 
I reck not if the wolves would jaw me, so 
He had this file. What if I halloo’d for him ? 

I cannot halloo: if I whoop’d, what then ? 

If he not answer’d, I should call a wolf, 
And do him but bad service. I have heard 

Strange howls this live-long night: why may ’t not be 
They have made prey of him? he has no weapons ; 
He cannot run; the jingling of his gyves 

Might call fell things to listen, who have in them 

A sense to know a man unarm’d, and can 

Smell where resistance is. Ill set it down 

He’s torn to pieces ; they howl’d many together, 
And then they fed on him: so much for that! 

Be bold to ring the bell; how stand I, then ? 

All’s chared when he is gone. No, no, I lie ; 

My father’s to be hang’d for his escape ; 

Myself to beg, if I priz’d life so much 

As to deny my act ; but that I would not, 

Should I try death by dozens.—I am moped : 

Food took I none these two days; once, indeed, 

I sipp’d some water ; I’ve not clos’d mine eyes, 

Save when my lids scour’d off their brine. Alas, 
Dissolve, my life! let not my sense unsettle, 

Lest I should drown, or stab, or hang myself! 

O state of nature, fail together in me, 

Since thy best props are warp’d !—So, which way now? 
The best way is the next way to a grave - 
Each errant step beside is torment. Lo ! 


1 but BAD service.] It is “but éhat service” in the old copies. 
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[ACT III; 


The moon is down, the crickets chirp, the screech-owl 
Calls in the dawn: all offices are done, 

Save what I fail in: but the point is this, 

An end, and that is all. [Aa 


SCENE III.—7zke same part of the forest as in Scene I 
of this Act. 


Enter ARCITE, with meat, wine, files, etc. 
Arc. I should be near the place—Ho, cousin Palamon! 


Enter PALAMON. 
PoleNtcites 
APE. The same: I’ve brought you food and files, 
Come forth, and fear not ; here’s no Theseus. 
Pal. Nor none so honest, Arcite. 
Are. That’s no matter ; 
We'll argue that hereafter. Come, take courage ; 
You shall not die thus beastly : here, sir, drink ; 
I know you’re faint ; then I'll talk farther with you. 
Pal. Arcite, thou mightst now poison me. 
Are. I might ; 
But I must fear you first. Sit down; and, good, now, 
No more of these vain parleys: let us not, 
Having our ancient reputation with us, 
Make talk for fools and cowards. To your health, etc. !? 
[ Drinks. 
TAGS, BYES 


? To your health, etc.] So all the old copies; as if to give Arcite 
the opportunity of adding more in the usual form of a toast, if it were 
thought expedient by the performer, to whose discretion the matter 
seems to have been left. 
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SCriie| 


Are. Pray, sit down, then; and let me entreat you, 
By all the honesty and honour in you, 
No mention of this woman! ’twill disturb us ; 
We shall have time enough. 


Pal. Well, sir, I ll pledge you. [Drzuking. 
Arc. Drinka good hearty draught ; it breeds good blood, 
man. 
Do not you feel it thaw you ? 
Lal: Stay ; IILtell you 
After a draught or two more. 
Are. Spare it not; 
The duke has more, coz. Eat now. 
1204s Ves; [ Hating. 
Mae I’m glad 
You have so good a stomach. 
Pal. I am gladder 
I have so good meat to ’t. 
Are. Is ’t not mad lodging 
Here in the wild woods, cousin ? 
Pal. Yes, for them 
That have wild consciences. 
Are. How taste your victuals ? 
Your hunger needs no sauce, I see. 
Pal. Not much : 


But if it did, yours is too tart, sweet cousin. 
But what is this? 
Are. Venison. 
fa. ’Tis a lusty meat. 
Give me more wine: here, Arcite, to the wenches 
We ’ve known in our days! The lord-steward’s daughter ; 
Do you remember her? 
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AYE. After you, coz. 
Pal, She lov'd a black-hair’d man. 
Are. She did so: well, sir? 


Pal. And I have heard some call him Arcite ; and— 

Arc. Out with it, faith ! 

GN. She met him in an arbour: 
What did she there, coz? play o’ the virginals ? 

Are. Something she did, sir. 


Pan Made her groan a month for’t ; 
Or two, or three, or ten. 
VATE: The marshal’s sister 


Had her share too, as I remember, cousin, 
Else there be tales abroad : youll pledge her ? 
Pal. Yes. [Drinking. 
Arc. A pretty brown wench ’tis: there was a time 
When young men went a-hunting, and a wood, 
And a broad beech ; and thereby hangs a tale— 
Heigh-ho! 
Pal. For Emily, upon my life! Fool, 
Away with this strain’d mirth. I say again, 
That sigh was breath’d for Emily : base cousin, 
Dar’st thou break first ? 


Are. You ’re wide. 

Peal. By heaven and earth, 
There ’s nothing in thee honest. 

Are. Then, I ’ll leave you: 
You are a beast now. 

ak As thou mak’st me, traitor. 


Arc. There’s all things needful,—files, and shirts, and 
perfumes : 
I'll come again some two hours hence, and bring 
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That that shall quiet all. 

ar, A sword and armour? 

Arc. Fear me not. You are now too foul. Farewell : 
Get off your trinkets ; you shall want nought. 


Pal, Sirrah,— 
“Ave | \lchear no more. ele a 
LEH. If he keep touch, he diés for ’t. ae. 


SCENE 1V.—Another part of the Forest. 


Enter Gaoler’s Daughter. 


Daugh. 1’m very cold; and all the stars are out too, 
The little stars, and all that look like aglets: 
The sun has seen my folly. Palamon! 
Alas, no! he’s in heaven —Where am I now? 
Yonder’s the sea, and there ’s a ship ; how ’t tumbles! 
And there’s a rock lies watching under water ; 
Now, now, it beats upon it; now, now, now! 
There’s a leak sprung, a sound one; how they cry! 
Put her before the wind,? youll lose all else ; 
Up with a course or two, and tack about, boys ! 
Good night, good night ; ye’re gone—I’’m very hungry: 
Would I could find.a fine frog! he would tell me 
News from all parts o’ the world ; then would I make 
A carack of a cockle-shell, and sail 
By east and north-east to the king of Pigmies, 


8 Pur her before the wind,] It is printed “Ugox her before the 
wind” in the old copies, and various modes of amending the text 
have been offered; but to uta ship before the wind is the common 
nautical expression, when she labours. 
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For he tells fortunes rarely. Now, my father, 
Twenty to one, is truss’d up in a trice 
To-morrow morning: Ill say never a word. [ Szzgs. 


For I’ll cut my green coat a foot above my knee ; 

And [ll clip my yellow locks an inch below mine e’e : 
Hey, nonny, nonny, nonny. 

He’s buy me a white cut,* forth for to ride, 

And I’ll go seek him through the world that is so wide: 
Hey, nonny, nonny, nonny. 


O for a prick now, like a nightingale, 
To put my breast against ! I shall sleep like a top else. [Z-vz7. 


SCENE V.—Another part of the Forest. 


Enter GERROLD, fowr Countrymen as Morris-dancers, 
another as the Bavian, five Wenches, aud a ‘Yaborer. 


Gee Pier ne! 
What tediosity and disensanity 
Is here among ye! Have my rudiments 
Been labour’d so long with ye, milk’d unto ye, 
And, by a figure, even the very plum-broth 
And marrow of my understanding laid upon ye, 
And do you still cry Where, and How, and Wherefore ? 
You most coarse frize capacities, ye jean judgments, 
Have I said 7hus let be, and There let be, 
And Then let be, and no man understand me ? 
Prohk Deum, medius fidius, ye are all dunces! 


4 He’s buy me a white CUT,] z.¢., He will buy me a white horse - 
no ballad containing this stanza has been discovered, but we may be 


sure it was then popular : so of the scraps on p. 63. 
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For why here stand 1; here the duke comes ; there are you, 
Close in the thicket ; the duke appears ; I meet him, 
And unto him I utter learned things 
And many figures; he hears, and nods, and hums, 
And then cries Rave! and I go forward : at length 
I fling my cap up; mark there! then do you, 
As once did Meleager and the boar, 
Break comely out before him ; like true lovers, 
Cast yourselves in a body decently, 
And sweetly ; by a figure, trace and turn, boys. 
First Coun. And sweetly we will do it, Master Gerrold. 
Seconda Coun. Draw up the company. Where’s the ta- 
borer ? 
Third Coun. Why, Timothy ! 
Tab. Here, my mad boys ; have at ye! 
Ger. But I say where’s their women ? 
Fourth Coun. Here’s Friz and Maudlin. 
Second Coun. And little Luce with the white legs, and 
bouncing Barbary. 
First Coun. And freckled Nell,that never fail’d her master. 
Ger. Where be your ribands, maids? swim with your 
bodies, 
And carry it sweetly and deliverly ; 
And now and then a favour and a frisk. 
Nell. Let us alone, sir. 


Ger. Where’s the rest o’ the music ? 
Third Coun. Dispers’d as you commanded. 
Ger. Couple, then, 


And see what’s wanting. Where’s the Bavian ep 


5 Where’s the BAVIAN ?] 2.¢., Where’s the Baboon for the Morris- 
dance, a frequent personage in it. 
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My friend, carry your tail without offence 
Or scandal to the ladies ; and be sure 
You tumble with audacity and manhood ; 
And when you bark, do it with judgment. 
Bav. ; Yes, \sir: 
Ger. Quo usque tandem ? here’s a woman wanting. 
fourth Coun. We may go whistle ; all the fat’s i’ the fire, 
Ger. We have, 
As learned authors utter, wash’d a tile ; 
We have been fatuas, and labour’d vainly. 
Second Coun. This is that scornful piece, that scurvy 
hilding, 
That gave her promise faithfully she would 
Be here, Cicely the sempster’s daughter : 
The next gloves that I give her shall be dog-skin ; 
Nay, an she fail me once—You can tell “Areas 
She swore, by wine and bread, she would not break. 
Ger. An eel and a woman, 
A learned poet says, unless by the tail 
And with thy teeth thou hold, will either fail, 
In manners this-was false position. 
first Coun. A fire ill take her! does she flinch now? 
Third Coun. What 
Shall we determine, sir ? 
Ger. Nothing; 
Our business is become a nullity ; 
Yea, and a woful and a piteous nullity. 
fourth Coun. Now, when the credit of our town lay on it, 
Now to be frampal,® now to piss o’ the nettle! 
Go thy ways; I’ll remember thee, I'll fit thee! 


° Now to be FRAMPAL,] The same word in Zhe Merry Wives of 


The Two Neble Kinsmen. 


Enter Gaoler’s Daughter, szaging. 


The George alow came from the south, 
From the coast of Barbary-a ; 

And there he met with brave gallants of war, 
By one, by two, by three-a. 


Well hail’d, well hail’d, you jolly gallants ! 
And whither now are you bound-a ? 
O, let me have your company 
Till I come’ to the Sound-a! 


There was three fools fell out about an howlet : 
The one said it was an owl ; 
The other he said nay ; 

The third he said it was a hawk, 
And her bells were cut away. 


Third Coun. There’s a dainty mad woman, master, 
Come i’ the nick ; as mad as a March hare: 
If we can get her dance, we ’re made again ; 
I warrant her she ’ll do the rarest gambols. 
First Coun. A mad woman! we are made, boys. 
Ger. And are you mad, good woman ? 


Daugh. Id be sorry else. 
Give me your hand. 

Ger. Why? 

Daugh. I can tell your fortune: 


You area fool. Tell ten—I’ve pos’d him. Buzz! 
Friend, you must eat no white bread ; if you do, 


Windsor, act ii, sc. 2, p. 15, is spelt “frampold”, z. e., uneasy, uncom- 
fortable, vexatious, cross-grained. 

7 Till I come] The pronoun is deficient, and strictly may not be 
necessary. The song is not known elsewhere. 
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Your teeth will bleed extremely. Shall we dance, ho? 
I know you; you’re a tinker: sirrah tinker, 
Stop no more holes but what you should. 

Ger. Dit boni ! 
A tinker, damsel ! 

Daugh. Or a conjuror : 
Raise me a devil now, and let him play 
Quzt passa’ o’ the bells and bones. 

Ger. Go, take her, 
And fluently persuade her to a peace ; 
Lt opus exegt, quod nec Fovis tra, nec 1gnis— 
Strike up, and lead her in. 


Sec. Coun. Come lass, let’s trip it. 
Daugh. 1’ll lead. 
Third Coun. Do, do. [Horns winded within. 


Ger. Persuasively and cunningly. Away, boys! 
I hear the horns: give me some meditation, 
And mark your cue. Pallas inspire me! 
[ELxeunt all but GERROLD. 


fintey THESEUS, PIRITHOUS, HIPPOLYTA, EMILIA, 
ARCITE, and Train. 


Thes. This way the stag took. 

Ger. Stay and edify. 

Thes. What have we here? 

Pir. Some country sport, upon my life, sir. 

Thes. Well, sir, go forward ; we will edify.— 
Ladies, sit down: well stay it. 


® Qui passa] A popular air of the time. We recollect no other 
or earlier mention of “the bones”: possibly, “ marrow-bones and 
cleavers” are intended. 


The Two Noble Kinsmen. 


sc. vs] 


Ger. Thou doughty duke, all hail! All hail, sweet ladies ! 


Thes. This is a cold beginning. 


Ger. If you but favour, our country pastime made is. 


We are a few of those collected here, 
That ruder tongues distinguish villager ; 
And, to say verity and not to fable, 

We are a merry rout, or else a rabble, 

Or company, or, by a figure, chorus, 

That ’fore thy dignity will dance a morris. 
And I, that am the rectifier of all, 

By title pedagogus, that let fall 

The birch upon the breeches of the small ones, 

And humble with a ferula the tall ones, 

Do here present this machine, or this frame : 

And, dainty duke, whose doughty dismal fame 

From Dis to Dedalus, from post to pillar, 

Is blown abroad, help me, thy poor well-willer, 

And, with thy twinkling eyes, look right and straight 
Upon this mighty sorr—of mickle weight— 
ZIs—now comes in, which being glued together 
Makes merris, and the cause that we came hither, 
The body of our sport of no small study. 

I first appear, though rude and raw and muddy, 

To speak, before thy noble grace, this tenour ; 

At whose great feet I offer up my penner: 

The next, the Lord of May and Lady bright, 

The Chambermaid and Servingman, by night 

That seek out silent hanging: then mine Host 

And his fat spouse, that welcome to his cost 

The galled traveller, and with a beck’ning 
Inform the tapster to inflame the reck’ning : 
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Then the beef-eating Clown,® and next the Fool, 
The Bavian, with long tail and eke long tool ; 
Cum multis aliis that make a dance. 
Say Ay, and all shall presently advance. 
-Thes. Ay, ay, by any means, dear domine. 
Piy Produce. 


Ger. Intrate, filat ; come forth, and foot it. 


Re-enter the four Countrymen, the Bavian, the five Wenches, 
and the Taborer, accompanied by the Gaoler’s Daughter, 


and others of both sexes. They dance a morris. 


Ladies, if we have been merry, 
And have pleas’d ye with a derry, 
| And a derry, and a down, 
| Say the schoolmaster ’s no clown.— 
Duke, if we have pleas’d thee too, 
And have done as good boys should do, 
Give us but a tree or twain 
For a Maypole, and again, 
Ere another year run out, 
We'll make thee laugh, and all this rout. 
Lhes. Take twenty, domine-—How does my sweetheart ? 
flip. Never so pleas’d, sir. 
£'mi. ’Twas an excellent dance ; and for a preface, 
I never heard a better. 


Thes. Schoolmaster, I thank you.— 


° Then the BEEF-eating Clown,] Misprinted in the old oo 
“Ceast-eating”. Mason made the change. 
* —and foot it] Here we have proof of early stage management, 


for the margin instructs the Schoolmaster to “knock for schoole” at 
this point. 
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One see them all rewarded. 


dea And here’s something [G7vimg mozey. 
To paint your pole withal. 
Thes. Now to our sports again. 


Ger. May the stag thou hunt’st stand long, 
And thy dogs be swift and strong ! 
May they kill him without lets, 
And the ladies eat his doucets ! 
[Exeunt THESEUS, PIRITHOUS, HIPPOLYTA, EMILIA, 
ARCITE, avd Train. Horns winded as they go out. 
Come, we’re all made. Dit Deeque.omnes ! 
Ye have danc’d rarely, wenches. [Lxeunt. 


SCENE VI.—A part of the Forest. 


Enter PALAMON from the bush. 


Pal. About this hour my cousin gave his faith 
To visit me again, and with him bring 
Two swords and two good armours : if he fail, 
He’s neither man nor soldier. When he left me, 
I did not think a week could have restor'd 
My lost strength to me, I was grown so low 
And crest-fall’n with my wants: I thank thee, Arcite, 
Thou ’rt yet a fair foe; and I feel myself, 
With this refreshing, able once again 
To outdure danger To delay it longer 
Would make the world think, when it comes to hearing, 
That I lay fatting, like a swine, to fight, 


2 To OUTDURE danger.] Possibly, but not necessarily, to outdare 


danger : all the old copies read “outdure”. 
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And not a soldier: therefore, this blest morning 
Shall be the last ; and that sword he refuses, 

If it but hold, I kilkhim with ; ‘tis justice ; 

So, love and fortune for me! 


Enter ARCITE with two armours and swords. 


O, good morrow. 
Arc. Good morrow, noble kinsman. 


Pal. I have put you 
To too much pains, sir. 
Are. That too much, fair cousin, 


Is but a debt to honour and my duty. 
Pal. Would you were so in all, sir! I could wish ye 
As kind a kinsman as you force me find 
A beneficial foe, that my embraces 
Might thank ye, not my blows. 


AL6. I shall think either, 
Well done, a noble recompense. 
Pal. Then I shall quit you. 


Arc. Defy me in these fair terms, and you show 
More than a mistress to me: no more anger, 
As you love any thing that’s honourable : 
We were not bred to talk, man ; when we’re arm’d, 
And both upon our guards, then let our fury, 
Like meeting of two tides, fly strongly from us; 
And then to whom the birthright of this beauty 
Truly pertains—without upbraidings, scorns, 
Despisings of our persons, and such poutings, 
Fitter for girls and schoolboys—will be seen, 
And quickly, yours or mine. Wilt please you arm, sir? 
Or, if you feel yourself not fitting yet, 
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And furnish’d with your old strength, I'll stay, cousin, 
And every day discourse you into health, 
As I am spar’d: your person I am friends with ; 
And I could wish I had not said I lov’d her, 
Though I had died ; but, loving such a lady, 
And justifying my love, I must not fly from 't. 
Pal. Arcite, thou art so brave an enemy, 
That no man but thy cousin’s fit to kill thee: 
I’m well and lusty ; choose your arms. 
Are. Choose you, sir. 
Pal. Wilt thou exceed in all? or dost thou do it 
To make me spare thee? 
IN aoe If you think so, cousin, 
You are deceiv’d ; for, as I am a soldier, 
I will not spare you. 
Pal. That ’s well said. 
AVE: You ‘ll find it. 
Pal. Then, as I am an honest man, and love 
With all the justice of affection, 
I’ll pay thee soundly. This I’ll take. 


Are. That’s mine, then. 
Ill arm you first. [Proceeds to put armour on PALAMON. 

Pal. Dow. Pray thee, telleme; cousin, 
Where gott’st thou this good armour ? 

Are: Tis the duke’s ; 
And, to say true, I stole it. Dol pinch you ? 

Pal. No. 

Arc. Is’t not too heavy? 

Pal. I have worn a lighter ; 
But I shall make it serve. 

Are. I'll buckle ’t close. 
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Pal. By any means. 
Are. You care not for a grand-guard ? 
Pal. No, no; we'll use no horses: I perceive 
You’d fain be at that fight. 
BG I am indifferent. 
Pal. Faith,so am I. Good cousin, thrust the buckle 
Through far enough. 


rae I warrant you. 
Pal, My casque now. 
Arc. Will you fight bare-arm’d ? 
Pal. We shall be the nimbler. 
Arc. But use your gauntlets though: those are o’ the 
least ; 

Prithee, take mine, good cousin. 

Veco’ Thank you, Arcite. 


How do I look? am I fall’n much away ? 
Arc, Faith, very little: Love has us’d you kindly. 
Pal. 1’ll warrant thee I’ll strike home. 


AVS, Do, and spare not. 
I'll give you cause, sweet cousin. 
ea, Now to you, sir. 


[Putting armour on ARCITE., 

Methinks this armour’s very like that, Arcite, 
Thou wor’st that day the three kings fell, but lighter. 

Arc, That was a very good one; and that day, 
I well remember, you outdid me, cousin ; 
I never saw such valour: when you charg’d 
Upon the left wing of the enemy, 
I spurr’d hard to come up, and under me 
I had a right good horse. 

JELGUE You had indeed ; 


Scan in} The Two Noble Kinsmen. ay 


A bright bay, I remember. 

ATE. Wes = Butall 
Was vainly labour’d in me ; you outwent me, 
Nor could my wishes reach you: yet, a little 
I did by imitation. 


Pal. More by virtue : 
You’re modest, cousin. 
ATG When I saw you charge first, 


Methought I heard a dreadful clap of thunder 


Break from the troop. 
Pat. But still before that flew 


The lightning of your valour. Stay a little : 
Is not this piece too strait ? 

Are. No, no ; ’tis weil. 

Pal. T would have nothing hurt thee but my sword ; 
A bruise would be dishonour. 


Are. Now I’m perfect. 
Pal. Stand off, then. 
Are. Take my sword ; I hold it better. 


Pal. I thank ye, no; keep it ; your life lies on it: 
Here’s one, if it but hold, I ask no more 
For all my hopes. My cause and honour cuard me! 
Arc. And me my love! 
[They bow several ways ; then advance and stand. 
Is there aught else to say? 


Pal. This only, and no more. Thou art mine aunt’s son, 


And that blood we desire to shed is mutual ; 
In me thine, and in thee mine: my sword 
Is in my hand, and, if thou killest me, 

The gods and I forgive thee : if there be 

A place prepar’d for those that sleep in honour, 
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I wish his weary soul that falls may win it. 
Fight bravely, cousin : give me thy noble hand. 
Arc. Here, Palamon: this hand shall never more 
Come near thee with such friendship. 
Pal. I commend thee. 
Arc. If I fall, curse mie, and say I was a coward: 
For none but such dare die in these just trials. 
Once more, farewell, my cousin. 
Pal. Farewell, Arcite.? 
[Zhey fight. Horns winded within: they pause. 
Arc. Lo, cousin, lo! our folly has undone us. 
Pal WN iver 
Arc, This is the duke, a-hunting as I told you ; 
If we be found, we’re wretched. OO, retire, 
For honour’s sake and safety, presently 
Into your bush again, sir ; we shall find 
Too many hours to die in. Gentle cousin, 
If you be seen, you perish instantly 
For breaking prison ; and I, if you reveal me, 
For my contempt: then all the world will scorn us, 
And say we had a noble difference, 
But base disposers of it. 
VAM No, noscousing 
I will no more be hidden, nor put off 
This great adventure to a second trial : 
I’know your cunning, and I know your cause: 
He that faints now, shame take him! Put thyself 
Upon thy present guard,— 
Are. You are not mad ? 


* Farewell, Arcite.] Perhaps the noblest scene ever acted upon 
stage! What actors it must have required ! 
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Pal. Or I will make th’ advantage of this hour 
Mine own ; and what to come shall threaten me, 
I fear less than my fortune. Know, weak cousin, 
I love Emilia; and in that I’ bury 
Thee, and all crosses else. 
Are. Then, come what can come, 
Thou shalt know, Palamon, I dare as well 
Die, as discourse or sleep: only-this fears me, 
The law will have the honour of our ends. 
Have at thy life! 
Pal. Look to thine own well, Arcite. 
[They fight. Horns winded. 


Enter THESEUS, HIPPOLYTA, EMILIA, PIRITHOUS, 
and Train. 


Thes. What ignorant and mad-malicious traitors 
Are you, that, ’gainst the tenour of my laws, 
Are making battle, thus like knights appointed, 
Without my leave, and officers of arms? 
By Castor, both shall die! 

A Hold thy word, Theseus: 
We’re certainly both traitors, both despisers 
Of thee and of thy goodness. I am Palamon, 
That cannot love thee, he that broke thy prison ; 
Think well what that deserves: and this is Arcite ; 
A bolder traitor never trod thy ground, 
A falser ne’er seem’d friend. This is the man 
Was bege’d and banish’d: this is he contemns thee 
And what thou dar’st do; and in this disguise, 
Against thine own edict, follows thy sister, 
That fortunate bright star, the fair Emilia ; 
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Whose servant—if there be a right in seeing, 

And first bequeathing of the soul to—justly 

I am; and, which is more, dares think her his. 
This treachery, like a most trusty lover, 

I call’d him now to answer : if thou be’st, 

As thou art spoken, great and virtuous, 

The true decider of all injuries, 

Say Fight again! and thou shalt see me, Theseus, 
Do such a justice thou thyself wilt envy: 

Then take my life ; Ill woo thee to’t. 


Pir, O heaven! 
What more than man is this ? 
Thes. I’ve sworn. 
Are. We seek not 


Thy breath of mercy, Theseus: ’tis to me 
A thing as soon to die as thee to say it, 
And no more mov’d. Where this man calls me traitor, 
Let me say thus much: if in love be treason, 
In service of so excellent a beauty, 
As I love most, and in that faith will perish, 
As I have brought my life here to confirm it, 
As I have serv’d her truest, worthiest, 
As J dare kill this cousin that denies it, 
So let me be most traitor, and ye please me. 
For scorning thy edict, duke, ask that lady 
Why she is fair, and why her eyes command me 
Stay here to love her ; and, if she say ¢raztor, 
I am a villain fit to lie unburied. 
Pal. Thou shalt have pity of us both, O Theseus, 
If unto neither thou show mercy : stop, 
As thou art just, thy noble ear against us ; 
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As thou art valiant, for thy cousin’s soul, 
Whose twelve strong labours crown his memory, i 
Let ’s die together, at one instant, duke ; i 
Only a little let him fall before me, 
That I may tell my soul he shall not have her. 
Thes. 1 grant your wish ; for, to say true, your cousin 
Has ten times more offended, for I gave him 
More mercy than you found, sir, your offences 
Being no more than his.—None here speak for ‘em ; 
For, ere the sun set, both shall sleep for ever. 
Hip. Alas, the pity !—Now or never, sister, 
Speak, not to be denied : that face of yours 
Will bear the curses else of after ages if 
For these lost cousins. : 
Emit. In my face, dear sister, 
I find no anger to them, nor no ruin ; 
The misadventure of their own eyes kills ’em : 
Yet that I will be woman and have pity, 
My knees shall grow to the ground but I "ll get mercy. 
Help me, dear sister : in a deed so virtuous 
The powers of all women will be with us.— | 


Most royal brother,— [The Ladies kneel. LZ 
Hip. Sir, by our tie of marriage,— | 
Emi. By your own spotless honour,— 
fTip. By that faith, 


That fair hand, and that honest heart you gave me,— 
Emi. By that you would have pity in another, 
By your own virtues infinite,— 
fTip. By valour, 
By all the chaste nights I have ever pleas’d you,— 
Thes. These are strange conjurings. 
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IgE Nay then, I'll e’en too :—[ Kveels. 
By all our friendship, sir, by all our dangers, 

By all you love most, wars and this sweet lady,— 
£imt. By that you would have trembled to deny 
A blushing maid,— 

FTip. By your own eyes, by strength, 
In which you swore I went beyond all women, 
Almost all men, and yet I yielded, Theseus,— 

Pir. To crown all this, by your most noble soul, 
Which cannot want due mercy, I beg first. 

flu. Next, hear my prayers. 


Limit. Last, let nreventreatesin: 
Pir. For metcy. 

[Tip. Mercy. 

Emi. Mercy on these princes. 


hes. Ye make my faith reel: say I felt 
Compassion to ’em both, how would you place it? 
Limt. Upon their lives ; but with their banishments. 
Lhes. You’re a right woman, sister: you have pity, 
But want the understanding where to use it. 
If you desire their lives, invent a way 
Safer than banishment: can these two live, 
And have the agony of love about ’em, 
And not kill one another? every day 
They ’d fight about you ; hourly bring your honour 
In public question with their swords. Be wise, then, 
And here forget them ; it concerns your credit 
And my oath equally; I’ve said they die: 
Better they fall by the law than one another. 
Bow not my honour. 
Em. O my noble brother, 
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That oath was rashly made, and in your anger ; 
Your reason will not hold it: if such vows 
Stand for express will, all the world must perish. 
Beside, I have another oath ’gainst yours, 
Of more authority, I’m sure more love ; 
Not made in passion neither, but good heed. 
Thes. What is it, sister ? 
Ie Urge it home, brave lady! 
Emi. That you would ne’er deny me any thing 
Fit for my modest suit and your free granting : 
I tie you to your word now ; if ye fail in Ae 
Think how you maim your honour,— 
For now I’m set a-begging, sir, I’m deaf 
To all but your compassion ; how their lives 
Might breed the ruin of my name’s opinion ig 
Shall any thing that loves me perish for me ? 
That were a cruel wisdom: do men prune 


The straight young boughs that blush with thousand 


blossoms, 
Because they may be rotten? O duke Theseus, 
The goodly mothers that have groan’d for these, 
And all the longing maids that ever lov’d,° 
If your vow stand, shall curse me and my beauty: 
And in their funeral songs for these two cousins 


+ of my NAME’S OPINION !] ze. the reputation of my name: 
this is Theobald’s emendation of “my name; Opinion”, the letter s 


having been misread by the old compositor as a semi-colon. 


5 —that ever lov’d] So all old editions, but modern editors, with- 
out the slightest pretence of authority, insert them at the end of the 
line, because they say z¢ reads more in the style of Fletcher ; excluding 


Shakespeare’s claim, too, altogether. 
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Despise my cruelty, and cry woe-worth me, 
Till I am nothing but the scorn of women. 
For heaven’s sake save their lives, and banish ’em. 
Thes. On what conditions ? 
Emi. Swear ’em never more 
To make me their contention or to know me, 
To tread upon thy dukedom, and to be, 
Wherever they shall travel, ever strangers 
To one another. 
Pat: I'll be cut a-pieces 
Before I take this oath: forget I love her? 
O all ye gods, despise me, then! Thy banishment 
I not mislike, so we may fairly carry 
Our swords and cause along; else, never trifle, 
But take our lives, duke: I must love, and will ; 
And for that love must and dare kill this cousin, 
On any piece the earth has. 


Thes. Will you, Arcite, 
Take these conditions ? 
Pal. He’s a villain, then. 


Pry. Vhebevaremen! 
Arc. No, never, duke: ’tis worse to me than begging, 
To take my life so basely. Though I think 
I never shall enjoy her, yet I’ll preserve 
The honour of affection, and die for her, 
Make death a devil. 
Les. What may be done? for now I feel compassion. 
Fir, et it not fall againgsic: 
Thes. Say, Emilia, 
If one of them were dead, as one must, are you 
Content to take the other to your husband ? 
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They cannot both enjoy you : they are princes 
As goodly as your own eyes, and as noble 
As ever fame yet spoke of : look upon ’em, 
And, if you can love, end this difference ; 
I give consent.—Are you content too, princes ? 
Pal. Arc. With all our souls. 
Thes. He that she refuses 
Must die, then. 
Pal. Arc. Any death thou canst invent, duke. 
Pal. If I fall from that mouth, I fall with favour, 
And lovers yet unborn shall bless my ashes. 
Arc. If she refuse me, yet my grave will wed me, 
And soldiers sing my epitaph. : 
Thes. Make choice, then. 
Emi. T cannot, sir; they’re both too excellent : 
For me a hair shall never fall of these men. 
Hip. What will become of them ? 
Thes. Thus I ordain it ; 
And, by mine honour, once again it stands, 
Or both shall die—You shall both to your country ; 
And each, within this month, accompanied 
With three fair knights, appear again in this place, 
In which I’ll plant a pyramid ; and whether,® 
Before us that are here, can force his cousin 
By fair and knightly strength to touch the pillar, 
He shall enjoy her ; th’ other lose his head, 
And all his friends ; nor shall he srudge to fall, 
Nor think he dies with interest in this lady. 


Will this content ye ? 


6 —and WHETHER,| @.¢., which ever—whether of the two. 


f 
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f | | | Pal. Yes.— Here, cousin Arcite, 

mem ana Ad I’m friends again till that hour. 

} | | i! I Are. I embrace you. 

bi BA at Thes. Are you content, sister ? 

a Lm. Yes ; /Uimustesig, 

| iil Else both miscarry. | 

a | | | | Thes. Come, shake hands again, then ; 

i | wih And take heed, as you ’re gentlemen, this quarrel 


Sleep till the hour prefix’d, and hold your course. 


Pal. We dare not fail thee, Theseus. 
| Thes. Come; I’ll give ye 
| Now usage like to princes and to friends. 


. 


| Hit When ye return, who wins, Ill settle here ; 
| Hi IK Who loses, yet I’ll weep upon his bier. [ Exeunt. 


A Calves lve 


SCENE I.—Athens. A Room in the Prison. 


finter Gaoler and First Friend. 


| Gaoler. Heard you no more? was nothing said of me 
Concerning the escape of Palamon ? 
| Good sir, remember. 
first friend. Nothing that I heard ; 
fy | For I came home before the business 
\ Was fully ended : yet I might perceive, 
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Ere I departed, a great likelihood 

Of both their pardons ; for Hippolyta 

And fair-ey’d Emily, upon their knees, 

Begg’d with such handsome pity, that the duke 
Methought stood staggering whether he should follow 
His rash oath, or the sweet compassion 

Of those two ladies ; and to second them, 

That truly noble prince Pirithous, 

Half his own heart, set in too, that I hope 

All shall be well: neither heard I one question 


Of your name or his ’scape. 
Gaoler. Pray heaven it hold so! 


Enter Second Friend. 


Second Friend. Be of good comfort, man: I bring you 
news, 
Good news. 
Gaoler. They ’re welcome. 
Second Friend. Palamon has clear’d you, 
And got your pardon, and discover’d how 
And by whose means he’scap’d, which was your daughter’s, 
Whose pardon is procur’d too ; and the prisoner— 
Not:to be held ungrateful to her goodness— 
Has given a sum of money to her marriage, 
A large one, I’ll assure you. 


Gaoler. Ye’re a good man, 
And ever bring good news. 
First Friend. How was it ended ? 
Second Friend. Why, as it should be; they, that never 
bege’d 


But they prevail’d, had their suits fairly granted : 
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The prisoners have their lives. 


first Friend. I knew ’twould be so. 


Hi Second Friend. But there be new conditions, which you ’ll 


hear of 
At better time. 
Gaoler. I hope they ’re good. 
Second Friend. They ’re honourable : 
How good they ’ll prove, I know not. 
first Friend. ’Twill be known. 


Linter Wooer. 


Wooer. Alas, sir! where’s your daughter ? 
Gaoler. Why do you ask ? 
Wooer. O, sir! when did you see her ? 
Second Friend. 
Gaoler. This morning. 
Wooer. Was she well? was she in health, sir ? 
Where did she sleep ? 
First Friend. These are strange questions. 
| Gaoler. I do not think she was very well; for, now 
You make me mind her, but this very day 
I ask’d her questions, and she answer’d me 
So far from what she was, so childishly, 
So sillily, as if she were a fool, 
An innocent ; and I was very angry. 
But what of her, sir ? 
Wooer. Nothing but my pity: 
But you must know it, and as good by me 
As by another that less loves her. 
Gaoler. 
First Friend. Not right? 


How he looks! 


Well, sir? 
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Second Friend. Not well ? 
Wooer. No, sir; not well : 
’Tis too true ; she is mad. 
First Friend. It cannot be. 
Wooer. Believe, you'll find it so. 
Gaoler. I half suspected 


What you told me; the gods comfort her ! 
Either this was her love to Palamon, 
Or fear of my miscarrying on his ’scape, 
Or both. 
Wooer. ’Vis likely. 
Gaoler. But why all this haste, sir ? 
Wooer. I'll tell you quickly. As I late was angling 
In the great lake that lies behind the palace, 
From the far’ shore, thick set with reeds and sedges, 
As patiently I was attending sport, 
I heard a voice, a shrill one ; and attentive 
I gave my ear ; when I might well perceive 
Twas one that sung, and, by the smallness of it, 
A boy, or woman. I then left my angle 
To his own skill, came near, but yet perceivd not 
Who made the sound, the rushes and the reeds 
Had so encompass’d it: I laid me down, : 
And listen’d to the words she sung ; for then, 
Through a small glade cut by the fishermen, 
I saw it was your daughter. 
Gaoler. Pray, go on, sir. 
Wooer. She sung much, but no sense: only I heard her 
Repeat this often, Palamon ts gone, 
Is gone to the wood to gather mulberries ; 
I'll find him out to-morrow. 
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First Friend. Pretty soul ! 
Wooer. Hts shackles will betray him, he’ll be taken ; 
And what shall I do then? I'll bring a bevy, 
A hundred black-ey'd maids that love as I do, 
With chaplets on their heads of daffodillies, 
With cherry lips, and cheeks of damask roses, 
And all we'll dance an antic fore the duke, 
And beg his pardon. Then she talk’d of you, sir ; 
That you. must lose your head to-morrow morning, 
And she must gather flowers to bury you, 
And see the house made handsome. Then she sung 
Nothing but Wzllow, willow, willow ;* and between 
Ever was, Palamon, fair Palamon, 
And Palamon was a tall young man. The place 
Was knee-deep where she sat ; her careless tresses 
A wreath of bulrush rounded ; about her stuck 
Thousand fresh water-flowers of several colours ; 
That methought she appear’d like the fair nymph 
That feeds the lake with waters, or as Iris 
Newly dropt down from heaven. Rings she made 
Of rushes that grew by, and to ’em spoke 
The prettiest posies,—“ Thus our true love’s tied”, 
“This you may loose, not me’, and many a one: 
And then she wept, and sung again, and sigh’d, 
And with the same breath smil’d, and kiss’d her hand. 
Second Friend. Alas, what pity ’tis! 
Wooer. I made in to her: 
She saw me, and straight sought the flood ; I sav’d her, 


° Willow, willow, willow ,| Regarding this song, see Othello, 
act iv, sc. 3, p- 107. The rest is a parody. 
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And set her safe to land : when presently 

She slipt away, and to the city made, 

With such a cry, and swiftness, that, believe me, 

She left me far behind her. Three or four 

I saw from far off cross her, one of them 

I knew to be your brother ; where she stay’d, 

And fell, scarce to be got away: I left them with her, 
And hither came to tell you. Here they are. 


Enter Gaoler’s Brother, Gaoler’s Daughter, and others. 


Daugh. [Singing] 
May you never more enjoy the light, etc. 


Is not this a fine song? . 
( 


Broth. O! avery fine one. 
Daugh. 1 can sing twenty more. 
Broth. I think you can. 


Daugh. Yes, truly, can I; I can sing The Broom, 
And Bonny Robin Are not you a tailor? 


Broth. Yes. 
Daugh. Where’s my wedding-gown ? 
Broth. Ill bring ’t to-morrow. 


Daugh. Do, very early ; I must be abroad else, 
To call the maids and pay the minstrels ; 
For I must lose my maidenhead by cock-light : 


’T will never thrive else. 
O fair, O sweet, etc.° [Sznging. 


1 The Broom,]| This very popular song is quoted, or referred to by 
various writers of the time, subsequent to Laneham in 1575. 

8 Bonny Robin.| See Hamlet, act iv, SC. 5, p- 114- 

9 O fair, O sweet, etc.] See Certaine Sonets at the end of Sidney’s 
Arcadia, p. 474, ed. 1598, where the whole song is given. 
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Broth. You must even take it patiently. 
Gaoler. Tis true. 
Daugh. Good even, good men. Pray, did you ever hear 
Of one young Palamon ? 
Gaoler. Yes, wench, we know him. 
Daugh. Is’t not a fine young gentleman? 
Gaoler, | Tis love. 
Broth. By no mean cross her; she is then distemper’d 
Far worse than now she shows. 
First Friend. Yes, he’s a fine man. 
Daugh. O! ishe so? You have a sister? 
first Friend. Yes. 
Gaoler, But she shall never have him, tell her SO, 
For a trick that I know: y’ had best look to her, 
For, if she see him once, she’s gone ; she’s done, 
And undone, in an hour, All the young maids 
Of our town are in love with him: but I laugh at ’em, 
And let ’em all alone ; is ’t not a wise course ? 
First Friend. Yes. 
Daugh. There is at least two hundred now with child by 
him,— 
There must be four; yet I keep close for all this, 
Close as a cockle: and all these must be boys.— 
He has the trick on ’t ; and at ten years old 
They must be all gelt for musicians, 
And sing the wars of Theseus. 
Second Friend. This is strange. 
Daugh. As ever you heard: but say nothing. 
first Friend. No. 
Daugh, They come from all parts of the dukedom to him: 
I'll warrant ye, he had not so few last night 
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As twenty to dispatch ; he'll tickle iteup 


In two hours, if his hand be in. 
Gaoler. She ’s lost, 


Past all cure. 


Broth. Heaven forbid, man! 
Daugh. Come hither ; you ’re a wise man. 


First Friend. Does she know him ? 
Second Friend. No; would she did! 

Daugh. You ’re master of a ship? 
Gaoler. Yes. 

Daugh. Where’s your compass ? 

Gaoler. Here. 

Daugh. Set it to the north ; 


And now direct your course to the wood, where Palamon 
Lies longing for me; for the tackling 

Let me alone: come, weigh, my hearts, cheerly ! 

All. Owgh, owgh, owgh! ’tis up, the wind is fair: 
Top the bowling ; out with the main-sail : 

Where’s your whistle, master? 


Broth. Let’s get her in. 

Gaoler. Up to the top, boy! 

Broth. Where’s the pilot? 

First Friend. Here 

Daugh. What kenn’st thou ? 

Second Friend. A fair wood. 

Daugh. Bear for it, master ; 
Tack about! [Szuging. 


When Cynthia with her borrow’d light, ete' [Hxeunt. 


1 When Cynthia, etc.] From whence this line is taken has not 


yet been discovered, 
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SCENE II.—Athens. Ax Apartment in the Palace. 


Enter EMILIA with two portraits. 


Emi. Yet I may bind those wounds up, that must open 
And bleed to death for my sake else: I’ll choose, 
And end their strife: two such young handsome men 
Shall never fall for me ; their weeping mothers, 
Following the dead-cold ashes of their sons, 
Shall never curse my cruelty. Good heaven, 
What a sweet face has Arcite! If wise nature, 
With all her best endowments, all those beauties 
She sows into the births of noble bodies, 
Were here a mortal woman, and had in her 
The coy denials of young maids, yet doubtless 
She would run mad for this man: what an eye, 
Of what a fiery sparkle and quick sweetness 
Has this young prince! here Love himself sits smiling ; 
Just such another wanton Ganymede 
Set Jove a-fire with, and enforc’d the god 
Snatch up the goodly boy, and set him by him, 
A shining constellation : what a brow, 
Of what a spacious majesty, he carries, 
Arch’d like the great-ey’d Juno’s, but far sweeter, 
Smoother than Pelops’ shoulder! Fame and Honour, 
Methinks, from hence, as from a promontory 
Pointed in heaven, should clap their wings, and sing, 
To all the under-world, the loves and fights 
Of gods, and such men near them. Palamon 
Is but his foil ; to him, a mere dull shadow : 
He’s swarth and meagre, of an eye as heavy 
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As if he had lost his mother ; a still temper, 

No stirring in him, no alacrity ; 

Of all this sprightly sharpness, not a smile ;— 
Yet these that we count errors may become him: 
Narcissus was a sad boy, but a heavenly. 

O, who can find the bent of woman’s fancy ? 

I am a fool, my reason is lost in me ; 

I have no choice, and I have lied so lewdly 

That women ought to beat me. On my knees 

I ask pardon, Palamon ; thou art alone 

And only beautiful ; and these thy eyes, 

These the bright lamps of beauty, that command 
And threaten Love; and what young maid dare cross ’em ? 
What a bold gravity, and yet inviting, 

Has this brown manly face! O Love! this only 
From this hour is complexion. Lie there, Arcite, 
Thou art a changeling to him, a mere gipsy, 

And this the noble body. I am sotted, 

Utterly lost ; my virgin faith has fled me, 

For, if my brother but even now had ask’d me 
Whether I lov’d, I had run mad for Arcite ; 

Now if my sister, more for Palamon.— 

Stand both together.—Now, come ask me, brother ;— 
Alas, I know not !—Ask me now, sweet sister ;— 
I may go look !—What a mere child is fancy, 
That, having two fair gauds of equal sweetness, 
Cannot distinguish, but must cry for both! 


Enter a Gentleman. 


How now, sir! 
Gent. From the noble duke, your brother, 
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Hf | 
i Wil: ; : 
Madam, I bring you news: the knights are come. 
Pt 


. Fmt. To end the quarrel ? 

Gent. Mies. 
Ait HHI Emi. Would I might end first ! 

iil What sins have I,committed, chaste Diana, 

Bi That my unspotted youth must now be soil’d 

With blood of princes, and my chastity 

Be made the altar where the lives of lovers— 
Two greater and two better never yet 
Made mothers joy—must be the sacrifice 


To my unhappy beauty ? 


Enter THESEUS, HIPPOLYTA, PIRITHOUS, avd Attendants. 


Thes. 
Quickly by any means ; I long to see them.— 
Your two contending lovers are return’d, 
| I And with them their six knights * now, my fair sister, 

You must love one of them. 
Emit. I had rather both, 

Wat So neither for my sake should fall untimely. 
Thes. Who saw ’em ? 
Pir. I, a while. 
| ; Gent. And I. 


Bring them in 


Enter Messenger. 


Lhes. From whence come you, sir? 
Mess. From the knights. 


2 —-their SIx knights :] It is “/azr knights” in the old editions, 
but they were to be three on each side ; and “fair” occurs in the 


’ Enter Messenger.| Named Curtis in the old copies. 
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Thes. Pray, speak, 
You that have seen them, what they are. 
Mess. T will, sir, 


And truly what I think. Six braver spirits 
Than those they ’ve brought—if we judge by th’ outside— 
I never saw nor read of. He that stands 
In the first place with Arcite, by his seeming 
Should be a stout man, by his face a prince,=— 
His very looks so say him ; his complexion 
Nearer a brown than black ; stern, and yet noble, 
Which shows him hardy, fearless, proud of dangers : 
The circles of his eyes show fire within him, 
And as a heated lion so he looks ; 
His hair hangs long behind him, black and shining 
Like ravens’ wings; his shoulders broad and strong : 
Arms long and round ; and on his thigh a sword 
Hung by a curious baldrick, when he frowns 
To seal his will with; better o’ my conscience, 
Was never soldier's friend. 
Thes. Thou’st well describ’d him. 
Lay. Yet a great deal short, 
Methinks, of him that’s first with Palamon. 
Thes. Pray, speak him, friend. 
Jee I guess he is a prince too, 
And, if it may be, greater ; for his show 
Has all the ornament of honour in’t: 
He’s somewhat bigger than the knight he spoke of, 
But of a face far sweeter ; his complexion 
Is, as a ripe grape, ruddy ; he has felt, 
Without doubt, what he fights for, and so apter 
To make this cause his own; in’s face appears 


. 
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All the fair hopes of what he undertakes ; 
And when he’s angry, then a settled valour, 
Not tainted with extremes, runs through his body, 
And guides his arm to brave things; fear he cannot, 
He shows no such soft temper: his head’s yellow, 
Hard-hair'd, and curl’d, thick.twin’d, like ivy-tops, 
Not to undo with thunder : in his face 
The livery of the warlike maid appears, 
Pure red and white, for yet no beard has blest him ; 
And in his rolling eyes sits Victory, 
As if she ever meant to crown his valour 3 
His nose stands high, a character of honour ; 
His red lips, after fights, are fit for ladies. 

L:mt. Must these men die too? 

LON When he speaks, his tongue 
Sounds like a trumpet ; all his lineaments 
Are as a man would wish ’em, strong and clean: 
He wears a well-steel’d axe, the staff of gold ; 
His age some five-and-twenty. 

Mess. There ’s another, 
A little man, but of a tough soul, seeming 
As great as any ; fairer promises 
In such a body yet I never look’d on. 

Pir. QO! he that’s freckle-fac’d ? 


Mess. The same, my lord: 
Are they not sweet ones ? 

Ebr Yes, they ’re well. 

Mess. Methinks, 


Being so few and well-dispos’d, they show 


* —to CROWN his valour :] Is misprinted “to correct his valour” in 
the early impressions : Seward’s emendation. 


SCrln| The Two Noble Kinsmen. 


Great and fine art in nature. He’s white-hair’d, 
Not wanton-white, but such a manly colour 

Next to an auburn ; tough and nimble-set, 

Which shows an active soul: his arms are brawny, 
Lin’d with strong sinews ; to the shoulder-piece 
Gently they swell, like women new-conceiv d, 
Which speaks him prone to labour, never fainting 
Under the weight of arms ; stout-hearted, still, 

But, when he stirs, a tiger: he’s erey-ey d, 

Which yields compassion where he conquers ; sharp 
To spy advantages, and where he finds ’em, 

He’s swift to make ’em his: he does no wrongs, 
Nor takes none: he’s round-fac’d ; and when he smiles 
He shows a lover, when he frowns, a soldier. 

About his head he wears the winner’s oak, 

And in it stuck the favour of his lady ; 

His age some six-and-thirty : in his hand 

He bears a charging-staff emboss’d with silver. 

Thes. Are they all thus? 

IETS They ’re all the sons of honour. 

Thes. Now, as I have a soul, I long to see em. 
Lady, you shall see men fight now. 

FTip. I wish it, 
But not the cause, my lord: they would show 
Bravely about the titles of two kingdoms : 

’Tis pity Love should be so tyrannous.— 
O! my soft-hearted sister, what think you? 
Weep not, till they weep blood, wench : it must be. 


Thes. You’ve steel’d ’em with your beauty.—Honour'd 


friend, [Zo PIRITHOUS. 


To you I give the field; pray, order it 
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Fitting the persons that must use it. 
Ptr Yes, sir; 
Thes. Come, I'll go visit them: I cannot stay— 
Their fame has fir’d me so—till they appear. 
Good friend, be royal. 
ate There shall want no bravery. 
£imt. Poor wench, go weep ; for whosoever wins 
Loses a noble cousin for thy sins. [ Lxeunt. 


SCENE I]].—Athens. 4 Room in the Prison. 


Enter Gaoler, Wooer, azd Doctor. 


Doctor. Her distraction is more at some time of the 
moon than at other some, is it not ? 

Gaoler. She is continually in a harmless distemper ; 
sleeps little ; altogether without appetite, save often drink- 
ing ; dreaming of another world and a better ; and what 
broken piece of matter soe’er she’s about, the name Pala- 
mon lards it: that she farces every business withal, fits it 
to every question.— Look, where she comes; you shall 
perceive her behaviour. 


Enter Gaoler’s Daughter. 


Daugh. 1 have forgot it quite; the burden on’t was 
Down-a, down-a,; and penned by no worse man than 
Geraldo, Emilia’s schoolmaster : he’s as fantastical, too, as 
ever he may go upon’s legs; for in the next world will 
Dido see Palamon, and then will she be out of love with 
fEneas. 

Doctor. What stuff’s here ! poor soul ! 
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Gaoler. Even thus all day long. 

Daugh. Now for this charm that I told you of. You 
must bring a piece of silver on the tip of your tongue, or 
no ferry: then, if it be your chance to come where the 
blessed spirits are—there’s a sight now !|—we maids that 
have our livers perished, cracked to pieces with love, we 
shall come there, and do nothing all day long but pick 
flowers with Proserpine: then will I make Palamon a 
nosegay ; then let him—mark me—then— 

Doctor. How prettily she’s amiss! note her a little 
farther. 

Daugh. Faith, I'll tell you ; sometime we go to barley- 
break, we of the blessed. Alas, ’tis a sore life they have i’ 
th’ other place, such burning, frying, boiling, hissing, howl- 
ing, chattering, cursing ! O, they have shrewd measure ! 
Take heed: if one be mad, or hang, or drown themselves, 
thither they go; Jupiter bless us! and there shall we be 
put in a caldron of lead and usurers’ grease, amongst a 
whole million of cut-purses, and there boil like a gammon 
of bacon that will never be enough. 

Doctor. How her brain coins! 

Daugh. Lords and courtiers that have got maids with 
child, they are in this place: they shall stand in fire up 
to the navel, and in ice up to the heart, and there the 
offending part burns, and the deceiving part freezes ; in 
troth, a very grievous punishment, as one would think, for 
such a trifle: believe me, one would marry a leprous witch 
to be rid on’t, Ill assure you. 

Doctor. How she continues this fancy ie his notatven= 
graffed madness, but a most thick and profound melan- 


choly. 


. 
> 


<M 


fen Py 


Pars Se 


ne 


hoe a EE te EE en a an 


ge en ne eee me pe mn OT tae nnn errr mar te 
' — i ae ie 7 ‘34 
~ ri eee) fo SS > 
5 oo —_— - . 


96 The Two Noble Kinsmen. [ACT Iv. 


Daugh. To hear there a proud lady and a proud city- 
wife howl together! I were a beast, an I’d call it good 
sport: one cries, O, this smoke! another, This jive! one 
cries, O, that ever I did it behind the arras! and then 
howls; another curses a suing fellow and her garden- 
house. [Szzging.] 

I will be true, my stars, my fate, etc. [Feage, 


Gaoler. What think you of her, sir ? 

Doctor, J. think she has a perturbed mind which I can- 
not minister to.4 

Gaoler. Alas, what then? 

Doctor. Understand you she ever affected any man, ere 
she beheld Palamon ? 

Gaoler. I was once, sir, in great hope she had fixed her 
liking on this gentleman, my friend. 

Wooer. 1 did think so, too ; and would account I had a 
great pen’worth on ’t, to give half my estate that both she 
and I, at this present, stood unfeignedly on the same terms. 

Doctor. That intemperate surfeit of her eye hath distem- 
pered the other senses: they may return and settle again 
to execute their preordained faculties ; but they are now 
in a most extravagant vagary. This you must do: con- 
fine her to a place where the light may rather seem to steal 
in, than be permitted. Take upon you, young sir her 
friend, the name of Palamon; say you come to eat with 
her, and to commune of love ; this will catch her attention, 
for this her mind beats upon: other objects, that are in- 
serted ‘tween her mind and eye, become the pranks and 


* —which I cannot minister to.] So in Macbeth, act v, sc. 3, p. 84, 


‘Canst thou not minister to a mind diseas’d”. 
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Pai 


SC. IIE] 


friskings of her madness: sing to her such green songs of 
love as, she says, Palamon hath sung in prison: come to 
her, stuck in as sweet flowers as the season is mistress of, 
and thereto make an addition of some other compounded 
odours, which are grateful to the sense: all this shall 
become Palamon, for Palamon can sing, and Palamon is 
sweet, and every good thing: desire to*eat with her, carve 
her,®> drink to her, and still among intermingle your petition 
of grace and acceptance into her favour: learn what maids 
have been her companions and play-feres ;° and let them 
repair to her with Palamon in their mouths, and appear 
with tokens, as if they suggested for him. It is a false- 
hood she is in, which is with falsehoods to be combated. 
This may bring her to eat, to sleep, and reduce what Ss 
now out of square in her into their former law and regi- 
ment: I have seen it approved, how many times I know 
not; but to make the number more I have great hope in 
this. I will, between the passages of this project, come in 
with my appliance. Let us put it in execution ; and hasten 
the success, which, doubt not, will bring forth comfort. 

[ Laveunt. 


5 _eat with her, CARVE her,] See The Verry Wives of Windsor, 
act i, sc. 3, p. 16. Pages upon pages of notes have been written upon 
this trifling signal, made, generally with the little finger, as ladies 
and gentlemen were helping each other at meals: nobody has at- 
tempted to describe the signal. 

6 —companions and play-FERES;] Play-/e//ows. “fere” sometimes 
meant a husband or wife. 
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SCENE I.—Athens. A Court before the Temples of Mars, 
Venus, avd Diana. 


A flourish. Enter THESEUS, PIRITHOUS, HIPPOLYTA, 
and Attendants. 


Thes. Now let them enter, and before the gods 
Tender their holy prayers: let the temples 
Burn bright with sacred fires, and the altars 
In hallow’d clouds commend their swelling incense 
To those above us: let no due be wanting: 
They have a noble work in hand, will honour 
The very powers that love ’em. 

PUK: Sir, they enter 


A flourish of cornets. Enter PALAMON, ARCITE, each with 
his Knights. 


Thes. You valiant and strong-hearted, enemies, 
You royal germane foes, that this day come 
To blow that nearness out that flames between ye, 
Lay by your anger for an hour, and dove-like 
Before the holy altars of your helpers, 
The all-fear’d gods, bow down your stubborn bodies: 
Your ire is more than mortal; so your help be! 
And, as the gods regard ye, fight with justice. 
Ill leave you to your prayers, and betwixt ye 
I part my wishes. 


Seal] The Two Noble Kinsmen. 


O 
N') 


Ves. Honour crown the worthiest ! 
[Exeunt all but PALAMON, ARCITE, and their 
respective Knights. 

Pal. The glass is running now that cannot finish 
Till one of us expire: think you but thus ; 
That, were there aught in me which strove to show 
Mine enemy in this business, were ’t one eye 
Against another, arm oppress’d by arm, 
I would destroy th’ offender ; coz, I would, 
Though parcel of myself: then, from this gather 
How I should tender you. 

YAVe. I am in labour 
To push your name, your ancient love, our kindred, 
Out of my memory; and i’ the self-same place 
To seat something I would confound: so hoist we 
The sails, that must these vessels port even where 
The heavenly limiter pleases. 

as: You speak well. 
Before I turn, let me embrace thee, cousin : 
This I shall never do again. 


ING One farewell! 
Pal. Why, let it be so: farewell, coz! [Embracing. 
Are. Farewell, sir! 


[Zxeunt PALAMON and his Knights. 
Knights, kinsmen, lovers, yea, my sacrifices, 
True worshippers of Mars, whose spirit in you 
Expels the seeds of fear, and th’ apprehension 
Which still is father of it, go with me 
Before the god of our profession : there 
Require of him the hearts of lions, and 
The breath of tigers, yea, the fierceness too, 
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Yea, the speed also,—to go on, I mean, 
Else wish we to be snails: you know my prize 
Must be drage’d out of blood: force and great feat 
Must put my garland on, where she sticks 
The queen of flowers ; our intercession, then, 
Must be to him that makes the camp a cestron 
Brimm’d with the blood of men: give me your aid, 
And bend your spirits towards him. 
[| Zhey advance to the altar of Mars, fall on their 

faces; and then kneel. 
Thou mighty one, that with thy power hast turn’d 
Green Neptune into purple ;* whose approach 
Comets prewarn ; whose havoc in vast field 
Unearthed skulls proclaim ; whose breath blows down 
The teeming Ceres’ foison ; who dost pluck 
With hand armipotent from forth blue clouds 
The mason’d turrets ; that both mak’st and break’st 
The stony girths of cities ; me, thy pupil, 
Young’st follower of thy drum, instruct this day 
With military skill, that to thy laud 
I may advance my streamer, and by thee 
Be styl’d the lord o’ the day ;—-give me, great Mars, 
Some token of thy pleasure. 

[Here they fall on their faces as before, and there ts 
heard clanging of armour, with a short thunder, 
as the burst of a battle, whereupon they all rise 
and bow to the altar. 

O great corrector of enormous times, 


* Green Neptune into purple,] z.z., “‘ Making the green one red :” see 
Macbeth, act i, $c. 2, p. 29. Sead necessarily inserted oes 
in this Pie HKot till then was defective: 
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Shaker of o’er-rank states, thou grand decider 

Of dusty and old titles, that heal’st with blood 

The earth when it is sick, and curs’t the world 

O’ the plurisy of people ; I do take 

Thy signs auspiciously, and in thy name 

To my design march boldly.—Let us go. [Exeunt. 


Re-enter PALAMON and his Knights. 


Pal. Our stars must glister with new fire, or be 
To-day extinct ; our argument is love, 
Which if the goddess of it grant, she gives 
Victory too: then blend your spirits with mine, 
You, whose free nobleness do make my cause 
Your personal hazard: to the goddess Venus 
Commend we our proceeding, and implore 


Her power unto our party. 
[They advance to the altar of Venus, fall on their 


faces ; and then kneel. 
Hail, sovereign queen of secrets, who hast power 
To call the fiercest tyrant from his rage, 
To weep unto a girl ; that hast the might 
Even with an eye-glance to choke Mars’s drum, 
And turn th’ alarm to whispers ; that canst make 
A cripple flourish with his crutch, and cure him 
Before Apollo ; that mayst force the king 
To be his subject’s vassal, and induce 
Stale gravity to dance; the polled bachelor— 
Whose youth, like wanton boys through bonfires, 
Have skipt thy flame—at seventy thou canst catch, 
And make him, to the scorn of his hoarse throat, 
Abuse young lays of love: what godlike power 
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Hast thou not power upon ? to Phcebus thou 
Add’st flames, hotter than his; the heavenly fires 
Did scorch his mortal son, thine him : the huntress 
All moist and cold, some say, began to throw 

Her bow away, and sigh: take to thy grace 

Me, thy vow’d soldier, who do bear thy yoke 

As ’twere a wreath of roses, yet is heavier 

Than lead itself, stings more than nettles: I 

Have never been foul-mouth’d against thy law ; 
Ne’er reveal’d secret, for I knew none,—would not, 
Had I kenn’d all that were; I never practis’d 
Upon man’s wife, nor would the libels read 

Of liberal wits; I never at great feasts 

Sought to betray a beauty, but have blush’d 

At simpering sirs that did ; I have been harsh 

To large confessors, and have hotly ask’d them 

If they had mothers? I had one, a woman, 

And women ’twere they wrong’d: I knew a man 
Of eighty winters,—this I told them,—who 

A lass of fourteen brided: ’twas thy power 

To put life into dust ; the aged cramp 

Had screw’d his square foot round, 

The gout had knit his fingers into knots, 
Torturing convulsions from his globy eyes 

Had almost drawn their spheres, that what was life 
In him seem’d torture ; this anatomy 

Had by his young fair fere a boy, and I 

Believ'd it was his, for she swore it was, 

And who would not believe her? Brief, I am 

To those that prate, and have done, no companion ; 
To those that boast, and have not, a defier ; 
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To those that would, and cannot, a rejoicer: 
Yea, him I do not love, that tells close offices 
The foulest way, nor names concealments in 
The boldest language ; such a one I am, 
And vow that lover never yet made sigh 
Truer than I. O, then, most soft-sweet goddess ! 
Give me the victory of this question, which 
Is true love’s merit, and bless me with a sign 
Of thy great pleasure. 
[Here music is heard, and doves are seen to flutter: the 
Knights fall again upon their faces, and then kneel. 
O thou that from eleven to ninety reign’st 
In mortal bosoms, whose chase is this world, 
And we in herds thy game, I give thee thanks 
For this fair token ; which being laid unto 
Mine innocent-true heart, arms in assurance 
My body to this business.—Let us rise, 


And bow before the goddess: time comes on. 
[They bow, and exeunt. 


Still music of recorders." Enter EMILIA in white, her hair 
about her shoulders, and wearing a wheaten wreath ; 
one in white holding up her train, her hair stuck with 
flowers ; one before her carrying a silver hind, m which 
is conveyed incense and sweet odours, which being set upon 
the altar of Diana, her Maids standing aloof, she sets 
fire to it ; then they curtsy and kneel. 


1 Still music of recorders.) Meaning low, soft music: the old 
copies print records for “recorders”—a well-known instrument men- 
tioned in Hamlet, act iii, sc. 2, p. 83, and elsewhere: some modern 
editors have by an absurd mistake reprinted records. 
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[ACTiG 
| } Fmt, O sacred, shadowy, cold, and constant queen ! 
| | Abandoner of revels, mute, contemplative, 


Sweet, solitary, white as chaste, and pure 
aul As wind-fann’d snow, who to thy female knights 
Way Allow’st no more blood than will make a blush, 
| Which is their order’s robe ; I here, thy priest, 

Hii Am humbled ’fore thine altar: O! vouchsafe, 

ii With that thy rare green eye’—which never yet 
| Beheld thing maculate—look on thy virgin ; 
| And, sacred silver mistress, lend thine ear— 
Ti Which ne'er heard scurril term, into whose port 
I | Ne’er enter’d wanton sound—to my petition, 
| i) Season’d with holy fear. This is my last 
i) Of vestal office; I’m bride-habited, 

But maiden-hearted : a husband I have ’pointed, 
But do not know him: out of two I should 
PAL ihe Choose one, and pray for his success ; but I 
| | Am guiltless of election : of mine eyes 
wall Were I to lose one,—they are equal precious,— 
Cail I could doom neither ; that which perish’d should 
| Go to ’t unsentenc’d : therefore, most modest queen, 
He, of the two pretenders, that best loves me, 
And has the truest title in’t, let him 
Hae Take off my wheaten garland, or else grant 
The file and quality I hold I may 
Continue in thy band. 
[Here the hind vanishes under the altar, and in the 
place ascends a rose-tree, having one rose upon tt. 


yf * With that thy rare green eye] A green eye was formerly con- 
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See what our general of ebbs and flows 

Out from the bowels of her holy altar 

With sacred act advances ; but one rose! 

If well inspir’d, this battle shall confound 

Both these brave knights, and I, a virgin flower, 
Must grow alone, unpluck’d. 

(Here is heard a sudden twang of instruments ; and 
the rose falls from the tree, which vanishes under 
the altar. 

The flower is fall’n, the tree descends.—O mistress! 

Thou here dischargest me: I shall be gather’d, 

I think so; but I know not thine own will : 

Unclasp thy mystery—I hope she ’s pleas ‘d ; 

Her signs were gracious. [They curtsy, and then exeunt. 


ScENE I]—Athens. A oom in the Prison. 


Enter Doctor, Gaoler, and Wooer dressed like PALAMON. 


Doctor. Has this advice I told you done any good upon 
nen? 

Wooer. O, very much ; the maids that kept her company 
Have half persuaded her that 1 am Palamon : 
Within this half-hour she came smiling to me, 
And ask’d me what I’d eat, and when Iedbkiss her? 
I told her presently, and kiss’d her twice. 

Doctor. ’Twas well done: twenty times had been far 

better ; 


For there the cure lies mainly. 
Wooer. Then she told me 


She’d watch with me to-night, for well she knew 


What hour my fit would take me. 
14 
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Doctor. Let her door 
And, when your fit comes, fit her home and presently. 

Wooer. She would have me sing. 

Doctor. You did so? 


Wooer. No. 

Doctor. ’Twas very ill done, then : 
You should observe her every way. 

Wooer. Alas! 


I have no. voice, sir, to confirm her that way. 
Doctor. That’s all one, if ye make a noise: 

If she entreat again, do anything ; 

Lie with her, if she ask you. 


Gaoler. Ho there, doctor ! 

Doctor. Yes, in the way of cure. 

Gaoler. But first, by your leave, 
I’ the way of honesty. 

Doctor. That’s but a niceness ; 


Ne’er cast your child away for honesty : 
Cure her first this way ; then, if shell be honest, 
She has the path before her. 
Gaoler. Thank ye, doctor. 
Doctor. Pray, bring her in, 
And let’s see how she is. 
Gaoler. I will; and tell her 
Her Palamon stays for her. But, doctor, 
Methinks you are i’ the wrong, still. [ Ave. 
Doctor. Go, go; 
You fathers are fine fools: her honesty ! 
An we should give her physic till we find that— 
Wooer. Why, do you think she is not honest, sir ? 
Doctor. How old is she ? 
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Wooer. She’s eighteen. 
Doctor. She may be ; 
But that’s all one, ’tis nothing to our purpose: 
Whate’er her father says, if you perceive 
Her mood inclining that way that I spoke of, 
Videlicet, the way of flesh—you have me? 
Wooer. Yes, very well, sir. 
Doctor. Please her appetite, 
And do it home; it cures her, zpso facto, 
The melancholy humour that infects her. 
Wooer. 1 am of your mind, doctor. 
Doctor. You'll find it so. She comes: pray, humour her.? 


Re-enter Gaoler, with his Daughter and Maid. 


Gaoler. Come; your love Palamon stays for you, child, 
And has done this long hour, to visit you. 

Daugh. 1 thank him for his gentle patience ; 
He’s a kind gentleman, and I’m much bound to him. 
Did you ne’er see the horse he gave me? 


Gaoler. Yes. 

Daugh. How do you like him ? 

Gaoler. He’s a very fair one. 
Daugh. You never saw him dance ? 

Gaoler. No. 


Daugh. I have often : 


He dances very finely, very comely ; 
And, for a jig, come cut and long tail to him * 


9 —pray, HUMOUR her.] Honour her in the old copies—a blunder, 


as we have seen, repeatedly made by early compositors. 
1 —-come cut and long tail] z.2., Zet come who will. See The Merry 


Wives of Windsor, act ili, SC. 4) P- 63. 
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He turns ye like a top. 

Gaoler. That’s fine indeed. 

Daugh. He'll dance the morris twenty mile an hour, 
And that will founder the best hobby-horse, 

If I have any skill, in all the parish ; 
And gallops to the tune of Light 0 Love :? 
What think you of this horse? 

Gaoler. Having these virtues, 
I think he might be brought to play at tennis. 

Daugh. Alas! that’s nothing. 

Gaoler. Can he write and read too? 

Daugh. A very fair hand; and casts himself th’ accounts 
Of all his hay and provender ; that hostler 
Must rise betime that cozens him. You know 
The chestnut mare the duke has ? 

Gaoler. Very well. 

Daugh. She’s horribly in love with him, poor beast ; 
But he is like his master, coy and scornful. 

Gaoler. What dowry has she? 

Daugh. Some two hundred bottles, 
And twenty strike of oats; but he’ll ne’er have her : 
He lisps in’s neighing able to entice 
Aomillers mares he libe thereathion ter 

Doctor. What stuff she utters ! 

Gaoler. Make curtsy ; here your love comes. 

Wooer. [Coming forward.| Pretty soul, 
How do ye? That’s a fine maid ; there’s a curtsy! 

Daugh. Yours to command, i’ the way of honesty. 
How far is’t now to th’ end o’ the world, my masters ? 


2 Light o Love.:| See The Two Gentlemen of Verona, act i, sc. 2, 
p. 11. It was a most popular tune. 


Scania. | The Two Noble Kinsmen. 


Doctor. Why, a day’s journey, wench. 


Daugh. Will you go with me? 
Wooer. What shall we do there, wench ? 
Daugh. Why, play at stool-ball : 
What is there else to do? 
Wooer. Lam, content, 
If we shall keep our wedding there. 
Daugh. iis trues 


For there, I will assure you, we shall find 

Some blind priest for the purpose, that will venture 
To marry us, for here they ’re nice and foolish ; 
Besides, my father must be hang’d to-morrow, 

And that would be a blot 7 the business. 


Are not you Palamon ? 
Wooer. Do not you know me? 


Daugh. Yes; but you care not for me: I have nothing 
But this poor petticoat and two coarse smocks. 
Wooer. That’s all one; I will have you. 


Daugh. Will you surely ? 
Wover. Yes, by this fair hand, will I. 
Daugh. We'll to bed, then. 
Wooer. Even when you will. [Kissing her. 
Daugh. O, sir! you’d fain be nibbling. 
Wooer. Why do you rub my kiss off ? 
Daugh. a IiSvagsweet. One, 
And will perfume me finely ’gainst the wedding. 
Is not this your cousin Arcite ? [Pointing to the Doctor. 
Doctor. Yes, sweetheart ; 


And I am glad my cousin Palamon 


Has made so fair a choice. 
Daugh. Do you think he ‘ll have me ? 
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Doctor. Yes, without doubt. 
Daugh. Do you think so too? 
Gaoler. Yes: 
Daugh. We shall have many children—Lord, how ye’re 
grown ! 

My Palamon I hope will grow, too, finely, 

Now he’s at liberty: alas, poor chicken, 

He was kept down with hard meat and ill-lodging ; 

But I’ll kiss him up again. 


Enter Messenger. 


Mess. What do you here? you’ll lose the noblest sight 
That e’er was seen. 


Gaoler. Are they i’ the field ? 

Mess. They ares; 
You bear a charge there too. 

Gaoler. Ill away straight— 
I must even leave you here. 

Doctor. Nay, we'll go with you ; 
I will not lose the sight. 

Gaoler. How did you like her ? 


Doctor. 1'll warrant you, within these three or four days 
Ill make her right again—[Zo Wooer.] You must not 


from her, 
But still persever? in this way. 
W ooer. I will. 
Doctor. Let’s get her in. 
Wooer. Come, sweet, we’ll go to dinner ; 
And then we’ll play at cards. 
Daugh. And shall we kiss too ? 


* But still PERSEVER] 7.¢., persevere. Old copies read preserve her. 
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Wooer. A hundred times. 


Daugh. And twenty ? 
Wooer. Ay, and twenty. 
Daugh. And then we'll sleep together ? 
Doctor. Take her offer. 


Wooer. Yes, marry, will we. 
Daugh. But you shall not hurt me. 


Wooer. 1 will not, sweet. 
Daugh. If you do, love, I'll cry. [A-veuni. 


ScENE II]—A part of the forest near Athens, and near 
the place appointed for combat. 


Flourish. Enter THESEUS, HIPPOLYTA, EMILIA, PIRI- 
THOUS, axd Attendants.* 


Emi. 1’\l no step further. 
JPR Will you lose this sight ? 
Emi. Uhad rather see a wren hawk at a fly, 
Than this decision : every blow that falls 
Threats a brave life ; each stroke laments 
The place whereon it falls, and sounds more like 
A bell than blade. I will stay here: 
It is enough my hearing shall be punish’d 
With what shall happen,—gainst the which there is 
No deafing,—but to hear, not taint mine eye 


With dread sights it may shun. 
Le Sir, my good lord, 


‘ and Attendants.] Named Tucke and Curtis in the old copies, 
which were evidently printed from MSS. made for the use of the 
prompters in our early theatres. 
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Your sister will no further. 
Thes. Ol she-must: 
She shall see deeds of honour in their kind, 
Which sometime show well, pencill’d : nature now 
Shall make and act the story, the belief 
Both seal’d with eye and ear.—You must be present ; 
You are the victor’s meed, the prize, and garland 
To crown the questant’s title.5 


Em. Pardon me; 
If I were there,-I’d wink. 
Thes. You must be there ; 


This trial is as ’twere i’ the night, and you 
The only star to shine. 

Lmt. Tkamiextincts 
There is but envy in that light, which shows 
The one the other. Darkness, which ever was 
The dam of Horror, who does stand accurs’d 
Of many mortal millions, may even now, 
By casting her black mantle over both, 
That neither could find other, get herself 
Some part of a good name; and many a murder 
Set off whereto she’s guilty. 


fTtp. You must go. 
fmt. In faith, I will not. 
Thes. Why, the knights must kindle 


Their valour at your eye: know, of this war 
You are the treasure, and must needs be by 
To give the service pay. 

Emi. Sir, pardon me ; 


* To crown the QUESTANT’S title.] “The guestzon’s title” in the old 
copies ; which also read rice for “prize”. 
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The title of a kingdom may be tried 
Out of itself. 

Thes. Well, well, then, at your pleasure : 
Those that remain with you could wish their office 
To any of their enemies. 

Fup. Farewell, sister : 

I’m like to know your husband ’fore yourself, 
By some small start of time : he whom the gods 
Do of the two know best, I pray them he 
Be made your lot. 
[Excunt all but EMILIA and some Attendants. 

Emi. Axrcite is gently visag’d ; yet his eye 
Is like an engine bent, or a sharp weapon 
In a soft sheath ; mercy and manly courage 
Are bedfellows in his visage. Palamon 
Has a most menacing aspect ; his brow 
Is grav’d, and seems to bury what it frowns on ; 
Vet sometimes ’tis not so, but alters to 
The quality of his thoughts ; long time his eye 
Will dwell upon his object : melancholy 
Becomes him nobly ; so does Arcite’s mirth ; 

But Palamon’s sadness is a kind of mirth, 
So mingled as if mirth did make him sad, 
And sadness merry; those darker humours, that 
Stick misbecomingly on others, on him 
Live in fair dwelling. 
[ Cornets ; and trumpets sound as to a charge, within. 
Hark, how yon spurs to spirit do incite 
The princes to their proof! Arcite may win me; 
And yet may Palamon wound Arcite to 
The spoiling of his figure. O! what pity 
15 
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Enough for such a chance? If I were by, 
I might do hurt ; for they would glance their eyes 
Toward my seat, and in that motion might 
Omit a ward, or forfeit an offence, 
Which crav’d that very time: it is much better 
I am not there ; O, better never born 
Than minister to such harm! 
[Cornets ; and a great cry A Palamon! within. 
What is the chance? 
first Attend. The cry’s A Palamon ! 
fmt, Then he has won. ’Twas ever likely: 
He look’d all grace and success, and he is 
Doubtless the primest of men. I prithee, run 
And tell me how it goes. 
[Shout ; cornets ; and cry of A Palamon! within. 
first Attend. Still. Palamon ! 
Limit. Run and inquire. [Zaid PirsteAienck 
Poor servant, thou hast lost : 
Upon my right side still I wore thy picture, 
Palamon’s on the left : why so, I know not: 
I had no end in’t else ; chance would have it so: 
On the sinister side the heart lies; Palamon 
Had the best-boding chance. 
[Another cry, and shout, and cornets, within. 
This burst of clamour 
Is, sure, the end o’ the combat. 


Re-enter First Attendant. 


First Attend. They said that Palamon had Arcite’s body 
Within an inch o’ the pyramid, that the cry 
Was general A Palamon / but anon 
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Th’ assistants made a brave redemption, and 
The two bold tilters at this instant are 


Hand to hand at it. 
Emit. Were they metamorphos'd 


Both into one—O, why! there were no woman 
Worth so compos’d a man: their single share, 
Their nobleness peculiar to them, gives 
The prejudice of disparity, value’s shortness, 
To any lady breathing. 
[Cornets ; and cry of Arcite, Arcite! within. 
More exulting? 
Palamon still? 
First Attend. Nay, now the sound is Arczze. 
Emi. I prithee, lay attention to the cry ; 
Set both thine ears to the business. 
[Cornets ; and a great shout, and cry of Arcite, 
victory ! zethin. 
First Attend. The cry is 
Arcite, and victory! Wark: Arcite, victory ! 
The combat’s consummation is proclaim’d 
By the wind-instruments. 
Emi. Half-sights saw 
That Arcite was no babe: God’s lid, his richness 
And costliness of spirit look’d through him ; it could 
No more be hid in him than fire in flax, 
Than humble banks can go to law with waters 
That drift-winds force to raging. I did think 
Good Palamon would miscarry ; yet I knew not 
Why I did think so: our reasons are not prophets, 
When oft our fancies are. They’re coming off; 
Alas, poor Palamon ! [Cornets within. 
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[ACT V. 


Re-enter THESEUS, HIPPOLYTA, PIRITHOUS, with ARCITE 
as victor, Attendants, etc. 


Lhes. Lo, where our sister is in expectation, 
Yet quaking and unsettled !—Fairest Emily, 
The gods, by their divine arbitrement, 

Have given you this knight: he is a good one 
As ever struck at head. Give me your hands: 
Receive you her, you him; be plighted with 
A love that grows as you decay. 

Are. Emily, 

To buy you I have lost what’s dearest to me, 
Save what is bought; and yet I purchase cheaply, 
As I do rate your value. 

Thes. O lov’d sister, 

He speaks now of as brave a knight as e’er 

Did spur a noble steed : surely, the gods 

Would have him die a bachelor, lest his race 

Should show ?’ the world too godlike: his behaviour 
So charm’d me, that methought Alcides was 

To him a sow of lead: if I could praise 

Each part of him to the all I’ve spoke, your Arcite 
Did not lose by ’t; for he that was thus good 
Encounter'd yet his better. I have heard 

Two emulous Philomels beat the ear o’ the night 
With their contentious throats, now one the higher, 
Anon the other, then again the first, 

And by and by out-breasted, that the sense 

Could not be judge between ’em: s0 it far’d 

Good space between these kinsmen ; till heavens did 
Make hardly one the winner—Wear the garland 


Sem vel The Two Noble Kinsmen. 


With joy that you have won.—For the subdued, 
Give them our present justice, since I know 
Their lives but pinch ’em: let it here be done. 
The scene’s not for our seeing: go we hence, 
Right joyful, with some sorrow.—Arm your DrtIZe, 
I know you will not lose her—Hippolyta, 
I see one eye of yours conceives a tear, 
The which it will deliver. 

Emit. Is this winning ? 
O all you heavenly powers! where is your mercy? 
But that your wills have said it must be so, 
And charge me live to comfort this unfriended, 
This miserable prince, that cuts away 
A life more worthy from him than all women, 
I should and would die too. 

LT1p. Infinite pity, 
That four such eyes should be so fix’d on one, 


That two must needs be blind for ’t! 
Thes. So itis.  [Plourish, Exeunt. 


ScENE IV.—Another part of the same forest. 


Enter PALAMON and his Knights pinioned, Gaoler, Exe- 
cutioner, efc., and Guard. 


Pal. There’s many a man alive that hath outliv’d 
The love o’ the people ; yea, i’ the self-same state 
Stands many a father with his child : some comfort 
We have by so considering : we expire, 

And not without men’s pity ; to live still 
Have their good wishes ; we prevent 
The loathsome misery of age, beguile 
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The gout and rheum, that in lag hours attend 

For grey approachers ; we come towards the gods, 
Young and unwappen’d,® not halting under crimes 
Many and stale; that, sure, shall please the gods 
Sooner than such, to give us nectar with ’em, 

For we are more clear spirits. My dear kinsmen, 
Whose lives for this poor comfort are laid down, 
You ’ve sold ’em too-too cheap. 

First Knight. What ending could be 
Of more content? O’er us the victors have 
Fortune, whose title is as momentary 
As to us death is certain ; a grain of honour 
They not o’er-weigh us. 

Second Knight. Let us bid farewell ; 

And with our patience anger tottering Fortune, 
Who, at her certain’st, reels. 

Third Knight. Come ; who begins ? 

Pal. Even he that led you to this banquet shall 
Taste to you all—_Ah, ha, my friend, my friend! 
Your gentle daughter gave me freedom once ; 

You ’ll see it done now for ever: pray, how does she ? 
I heard she was not well; her kind of ill 
Gave me some sorrow, 


Gaoler, Sir, she’s well restor’d, 
And to be married shortly. 
Pal. By my short life, 


I am most glad on ’t; ’tis the latest thing 
I shall be glad of: prithee tell her so ; 


° Young and UNWAPPEN’D,] “Unwappen’d” is uzworn, not debili- 
tated. In Timon of Athens, act iv, sc. 3, p. 63, we have seen “ wap- 
pen’d” used, in all likelihood, for worn, or weakened, used up. 


Seas a The Two Noble Kinsmen. 


Commend me to her, and, to piece her portion, 
Tender her this. [Giving a purse. 
First Knight. Nay, \et’s be offerers all. 
Second Knight. 1s it a maid? 
ION Verily, I think so ; 
A right good creature, more to me deserving 
Than I can quit or speak of. 
All the Knights. Commend us to her. 
[Giving their purses. 
Gaoler. The gods requite you all, and make her thankful ! 
Pal. Adieu; and let my life be now as short 
As my leave-taking. 
First Knight. Lead, courageous cousin. 
All the Knights. We’\\ follow cheerfully. 
[PALAMON Jays his head on the block. A great notse, 
and cry of Run, save, hold! wethan. 


Enter Messenger 7x great haste. 
Mess. Hold, hold! O, hold, hold, hold! 


Enter PIRITHOUS. 


Pir. Hold, ho! it is a cursed haste you made, 
If you have done so quickly—Noble Palamon, 
The gods will show their glory in a life 


That thou art yet to lead. 
Pal. Can that be, when 


Venus I’ve said is false? How do things fared 


Pir. Arise, great sir, and give the tidings ear 
[PALAMON 77ses. 


That are most early® sweet and bitter. 


6 That are most EARLY] Usually printed “most dearly”, but that 


does not convey the poet’s meaning—aé once “sweet and bitter.” 
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Pal. What 
Hath wak’d us from our dream ? 
Pir, List, then. Your cousin, 


Mounted upon a steed that Emily 

Did first bestow on him,—a black one, owing 

Not a hair-worth of white, which some will say 

Weakens his price, and many will not buy 

His goodness with this note ; which superstition 

Here finds allowance,—on this horse is Arcite 

Trotting the stones of Athens, which the calkings 

Did rather tell than trample ; for the horse 

Would make his length a mile, if’t pleased his rider 

To put pride in him: as he thus went counting 

The flinty pavement, dancing as ’twere to the music 

His own hoofs made,—for, as they say, from iron 

Came music’s origin,—what envious flint, 

Cold as old Saturn, and like him possess’d 

With fire malevolent, darted a spark, 

Or what fierce sulphur else, to this end made, 

I comment not; the hot horse, hot as fire, 

Took toy at this, and fell to what disorder 

His power could give his will, bounds, comes on end, 

Forgets school-doing, being therein train’d, 

And of kind manage ; pig-like he whines 

At the sharp rowel, which he frets at rather 

Than any jot obeys; seeks all foul means 

Of boisterous and rough jadery, to disseat 

His lord that kept it bravely: when naught serv’d, 

When neither curb would crack, girth break, nor differing 
plunges 

Disroot his rider whence he grew, but that 


He kept him ’tween his legs, on his hind hoofs 

On end he stands, 

That Arcite’s legs, being higher than his head, 
Seem’d with strange art to hang: his victor’s wreath 
Even then fell off his head ; and presently 
Backward the jade comes o’er, and his full poise 
Becomes the rider’s load. Yet is he living ; 

But such a vessel ’tis, that floats but for 

The surge that next approaches: he much desires 
To have some speech with you. Lo! he appears. 


Enter THESEUS, HIPPOLYTA, EMILIA, avd ARCITE 


carried in a chair ® 


Pal. O miserable end of our alliance! 
The gods are mighty.—Arcite, if thy heart, 
Thy worthy, manly heart, be yet unbroken, 
Give me thy last words; I am Palamon, 
One that yet loves thee dying. 
Are. Take Emilia, 
And with her all the world’s joy. Reach thy hand: 
Farewell ; I’ve told my last hour. I was false, 
Yet never treacherous: forgive me, cousin.—- 
One kiss from fair Emilia. [A7zsses her.]}—'Tis done : 


Take her.—I die. [ Dies. 


eal, Thy brave soul seek Elysium ! 


Emi. 1’1l close thine eyes, prince; blessed souls be with 


thee ! 
Thou art a right good man ; and, while I live, 
This day I give to tears. 
Pad. And I to honour. 


SCrive The Two Noble Kinsmen. I 


dS 


ks 


5 in a chair.| So the old copy : we should now say, “on a@ couch.” 
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Thes. In this place first you fought ; even very here 
I sunder’d you: acknowledge to the gods 
Your thanks that you are living. 

His part is play’d, and, though it were too short, 
He did it well: your day is lengthen’d, and 

The blissful dew of heaven does arrose you : 
The powerful Venus well hath grac’d her altar, 
And given you your love; our master Mars © 
Hath vouch’d his oracle, and to Arcite gave 
The grace of the contention: so the deities 
Have show’d due justice.—Bear this hence. 

Lal. O cousin, 
That we should things desire, which do cost us 
The loss of our desire! that naught could buy 
Dear love, but loss of dear love! 

Thes. Never fortune 
Did play a subtler game: the conquer’d triumphs, 
The victor has the loss; yet in the passage 
The gods have been most equal. Palamon, 

Your kinsman hath confess’d the right o’ the lady 
Did lie in you ; for you first saw her, and 

Even then proclaim’d your fancy: he restor’d her, 
As your stol’n jewel, and desir’d your spirit 

To send him hence forgiven: the gods my justice 
Take from my hand, and they themselves become 
The executioners” sWead your lady. 

And call your lovers from the stage of death, 
Whom I adopt my friends. A day or two 

Let us look sadly, and give grace unto 
The funeral of Arcite ; in whose end 
The visages of bridegrooms well put on, 
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And smile with Palamon ; for whom an hour, 

But one hour since, I was as dearly sorry 

As glad of Arcite, and am now as glad 

As for him sorry.—O you heavenly charmers, 

What things you make of us! For what we lack 

We laugh, for what we have are sorry ; still 

Are children in some kind. Let us be thankful 

For that which is, and with you leave disputes 

That are above our question.—Let’s go off, 

And bear us like the time. [Flourish. LExeunt. 


Per OrG.U Es 


I WOULD now ask ye how ye like the play ; 

But, as it is with schoolboys, cannot say 

I’m cruel-fearful. . Pray, yet stay awhile, 

And let me look upon ye-—No man smile ? 

Then it goes hard, I see. He that has 

Lov’d a young handsome wench, then, show his face,— 
’Tis strange if none be here,—and, if he will 

Against his conscience, let him hiss, and kill 

Our market. ’Tis in vain, I see, to stay ye: 

Have at the worst can come, then! Now what say ye? 
And yet mistake me not ; I am not bold; 

We have no such cause. If the tale we’ve told— 

For ’tis no other—any way content ye,— 

For to that honest purpose it was meant ye,— 

We have our end; and ye shall have ere long, 

I dare say, many a better, to prolong 

Your old loves to us. We and all our might 

Rest at your service: gentlemen, good night. [/lourish. 
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